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Warning




This book contains adult content that may be unsuitable for some readers.

This book is intended for adults over 18 and all characters in this story are represented as 18 or over.





It’s 20 minutes before four.  My next date, Jack, expects me to be in the alleyway at four, kneeling naked and collared and waiting for him and maybe his co-workers.  The question is, should I go naked to the date?  I smile, this is a decision for my Master.

“Master,” I say to the sex doll I’m using as a stand in for my Master, “Shall I go naked to see Jack?”  I pick up the 8 ball and shake it.  As I shake it I realize, the 8 ball is heavily stacked in favor of a positive response.  I grin as the result comes up positive, I’m going naked, the opposite of yesterday, hopefully I’ll come back in the clothes Jack stole from me.

I check myself in the mirror, my body doesn’t look great, the red whip lines on my stomach and pussy, my bruised tits.  I put some makeup on and stand by the door to the corridor of my apartment.  I pick up my key and listen intently, I can’t hear anyone so I open the door and look out.  There’s no one in sight.  I step out and close the door behind me.

This is far riskier than yesterday.  I’d started in the parking lot, looked around and waited until I couldn’t see anyone.  I’d called the elevator and got in, knowing that it was empty.  Going the other way would be far more dangerous.  When I summon the elevator it could be occupied.  On the way down it could stop on any floor – mind you, yesterday a man had got in – that made his day.  When I get to the basement someone could be waiting or parking their car.  Much more risk.

As I wait for the elevator I look up and smile at the security camera, then blow it a kiss.  No doubt the security guards will be watching.  When the elevator comes I’m in luck, it’s empty.  I step inside and press the button for the parking basement.  The doors close and it starts to move.  It accelerates quickly as it descends.  I can’t help myself, I look up at the security camera and smile, then open my legs slightly and run my fingers along my pussy, before licking them.  By the time I’ve finished this the elevator is slowing, I look at the control panel, it’s going to stop on the basement level.

When the doors open I peek out – I’m expecting someone to be waiting to ascend, but once again I’m in luck, I can hear a couple of cars in the distance but I can’t see anyone.  I run between a couple of cars, then I duck down and move carefully to the back of the car park.  I panic when I look up, the vents are six or seven feet above me, there’s no way I can get out through one.  Shit, I’m going to have to walk out of the front door, naked.

I think for a minute or two and I start to walk.  All I need is an SUV backed into a space near a vent.  It doesn’t take long to find one, I move to the front, I can’t hear anyone so I look out, I can see a car on the ramp leaving the basement, other than that it’s silent.  I wait for it to leave, then I walk to the hood.  I climb up onto it and then onto the SUV’s roof.  There’s not much clearance so I have to crawl.  When I’m at the back I reach out and my arms can just about get to the vent.  I take a deep breath, lean into the vent, arms outstretched and push off, managing to get my shoulders and most of my chest outside.

“Ouch,” I say as my breasts take my weight and my legs swing in the air.  I struggle and pull myself through the gap, my skin scratching in places.  Once I’m out I roll onto my back and lie there for a moment, before crawling to the rear door of Starbucks.  I don’t know what time it is, I hide my apartment keys quickly and get into position.

I don’t know how long I wait, the pavement is hard and my knees and legs hurt, not that that matters.  As I wait I think about how I trained myself to kneel like this.

When I first decided to become a slave I spent a lot of time researching how a slave should behave in front of her Master.  Kneeling is just one aspect, I have 20 poses that I practice twice a week, but kneeling naked, legs apart, hands on thighs, open wide, head down is one of, if not the, most important.  When I’m exposed like this I truly feel like a slave, my body is vulnerable and available.

Holding this position is hard, when I first attempted it I knew how difficult it was to maintain.  I started slowly and I set myself 15 minutes to hold it.  I smile at the memory, I was living in fantasy land and I didn’t even manage five minutes before I fell to the side, hips aching in agony.  If I did this now I’d would punish myself severely, but back then I was only training.

Over the next couple of months I practiced and practiced until I could manage 30 minutes.  My next issue was that I became convinced that my legs were closing somewhat as I sat.  The wider your legs are spread the harder it is to maintain.  One day I measured what was happening, I knelt and opened my legs and lined two pencils up with my knees.  When my 30 minutes were up I checked, my knees were closer together by 5 or 6 inches.

I thought about what I could do to prevent this.  I could of course open my eyes and then line my legs up with the pencils or something else, but I can’t get as focused on my Master when my eyes are open.  Instead I took a trip to Home Depot and bought a couple of lengths of thin rope.  The next morning I tied them round my knees, faced away from my bed then opened my legs wide.  I passed the ropes round the legs of my bed and pulled them tight, forcing my legs even wider, holding them in place.

I was pleased with my handiwork.  I put my hands on my thighs and stayed still for my allotted time.  Within 10 minutes I knew it was working, the pain in my hips was building much faster than usual.  I was pleased, there was no way I could cheat, or so I thought.  Within days I knew it wasn’t working, I might not have been able to close my legs but I’d been edging backwards, as I edged backwards the rope slackened and I closed my legs slightly.  Back to the drawing board.

Next time I returned from Home depot I had some plywood, screws and a screwdriver.  I made a restraint for myself, I wouldn’t be able to move backwards and additional uprights would keep my legs in place.  Kneeling on the wood as opposed to a carpet made it harder to hold, but what’s a little pain for a slave in the service of her Master?

When I broke position the first time it was hard work lifting my legs over the sides of the restraints, even bringing them together hurt like hell and I collapsed onto my side, bringing myself up into a ball, hugging my poor legs.  I had a sudden realization of how much I’d been cheating, cheating myself, cheating my Master.

When I broke out of the ball position on the floor I slowly, oh so slowly opened my legs.  On my thighs were two red marks where I’d been pushing my legs into the restraining wood.  I needed to do better, clearly I was still trying to close my legs.

After a week I enhanced the torture device.  From now on when I opened wide I placed an egg between my thighs and the restraints.  It meant I had to keep them slightly wider, which meant it hurt more, but I had to train myself to keep them spread wide.  That first day I broke both the eggs.  My initial punishment was an additional five minutes in position for each egg, followed by a flogging to my already sore thighs.

I doubt you can imagine the pain I put myself through.  I’d been stationary for 40 minutes, unmoving until the end when I’d started to shake.  My legs open wide, the wood digging into my thighs leaving them marked when I crawled to by bedroom and took out the studded flogger.  This thing hurts, almost 14 inches long, made of black leather and inset with metal studs.  I think of all my torture devices this one hurts the most.  I can use the back of it, smooth leather with rounded studs, not that I ever would.  It’s designed to hurt people.  That’s what it should be used for.

[image: ]

I didn’t use the dice back then to control my actions, so I just arbitrarily picked 12 as my punishment and brought the flogger down onto my thigh, aiming for the already sore part of my body.  Back then I didn’t take punishment in silence, nor did I ask for another after taking a blow.  What I did do was cry out pain, break position and lie on the floor, tears welling in my eyes.  I would never behave like that now.

In all it took me nearly 10 minutes to administer my punishment, each time I would get into my kneeling position, lift the flogger up high and then pause.  I laugh at the memory, what a bad slave.  I would breathe in and out, getting ready to accept the inevitable pain and suffering.  When I was finally ready I would take a deep breath, hold it, then bring the studs down into my soft, pale skin, then cry out and collapse.

After I’d finished I examined my poor legs, they were red from the beating and the marks of the studs were clearly visible, little holes on my legs from where the metal had bitten into my skin.  I rubbed them gently, caressing the marks.  I went to the bathroom and got some cream to rub into the wounds, fuck that hurt.  I didn’t want to go through that again.  Even then though, I knew I would have to.  I wouldn’t get it right over night.  I also resolved to deny myself an orgasm until I could manage to hold that position.

I used that self-made training device for three months, once a day, every day until I was conditioned to have my legs open wide at a right angle.  After the first flogging I only broke eggs on 9 more occasions, twice when I’d adjusted my legs and opened them even wider.  I punished myself for that in the same way, the idea is to remain still.

The first time I didn’t use it I carefully positioned myself on the floor and measured my position.  I put the flogger on the floor between my legs, to remind me of what I could expect if I failed.  I closed my eyes and worshipped my Master for the full 30 minutes.  Without kneeling on the wooden floor there was less pain my knees and ankles and I slipped into subspace, ah the memory of that is making me weak thinking about it. 

When I came out at the end of my worship I checked my position, I hadn’t moved.  I was proud of myself and rewarded myself with an orgasm.  It felt incredible, I had denied myself an orgasm for months – if I couldn’t kneel properly why should I be allowed to cum? 

******

I was have been smiling when I was snapped out of my memories.  “Pleased with yourself?” I hear Jack ask.  I open my eyes and look up at him.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      I take the cowards way out and lie to him, telling him what he no doubt wants to hear. 

“I’m looking forward to serving you and your friends sir,” I replied.  Only a white lie.  And it’s not like I’m lying to my Master, I would never do that.  I dread to think what my punishment would be if I lied to him.  And It’s true, I love to suck cock, it helps me to get better at it.

He grunts, accepting this.  He looks up and down the alleyway, we are alone in it.  He extends his shoe to my mouth and I kiss it, then lick the end as he holds it in place, all the time I don’t move.  Satisfied that I’ve cleaned his boot he looks around, then he speaks.

“Where’s your leash?”

Shit, shit, I forgot to put it on. 

“I’m sorry sir,” I reply to him, my voice trembling, “I . . . I forgot it.  Please punish me as you see fit sir.”  A slave girl should be punished if she fucks up. I wasn’t explicitly told to wear my leash, but I don’t think I should quibble or back chat to a man I’m calling sir.

He doesn’t speak, just looks around before bending down and taking a handful of my long blonde hair.  He pulls it up and then gets the rest in his other hand.  I can’t see what he’s doing, but then he steps back and pulls on it, forcing me forward, I thrust out my hands to take the fall but he keeps pulling on my hair, keeping my body from falling.  I’m balanced on my knees, hands flailing, trying to find the floor.  He laughs.

“Put your hands behind your back, keep them there.”  I do as ordered and he tugs on my hair again, I move one of my legs and shuffle forward.  He laughs again and pulls harder, almost dragging me through the open door of the coffee shop.  My knees hurt but he doesn’t seem to care.

Once inside he closes the door and now drags me across the tiled floor.  I can’t help it, I cry out in pain.  It doesn’t make any difference to Jack, he must have enjoyed himself yesterday, he’s being far more brutal with me.  My face is down and all I can see is the floor.  He yanks me one last time and lets go of my hair, I keep my head down and the only thing I can see is the floor, until a boot appears.  In the absence of any orders I open my mouth and start licking it.

“You weren’t fucking kidding, were you?”  An unknown voice.  I keep licking, clearly this was expected.  Or at least is now.

“Eyes closed Emily,” orders Jack.  Not difficult to obey.  “And kneel for me.”  I do as ordered, I stop licking and move back onto my knees as gracefully as I can, legs open wide, body on display.  I pull in my stomach and thrust out my breasts.  I hear several men whistle, or let out a breath.  One bends over and takes one of my breasts into his hand.  He’s gentle, until he viscously twists my nipple.  I cry out, the pain was unexpected.  He laughs, I think he enjoyed my reaction.  He must be a sadist, but then I think all men are, on some level.

Someone behind me bends over me and slips a blindfold over my head.  I’m almost hurt by this.  I was ordered to keep my eyes closed.  I’ll keep them closed until I’m certain they’ve finished with me or until I’m allowed to open them.  I have pride in my submission, my complete obedience.

A man steps forward and I can smell his cock, musky with a hint of piss.  I open wide and search for it, taking it into my mouth and sucking.  I pull the full length down into my throat, he’s already hard and my lips are soon against his crotch, his entire length inside my mouth.  His cock isn’t huge, it’s just touching the back of my mouth, almost tickling my tonsils.  I’ll have to try hard not to laugh.

I pull back and start to suck, moving my mouth up and down.  Another man takes ones of my hands and puts it on his cock.  Without thinking I start to wank him.  Someone else takes his lead and puts their cock in my other hand.  I’ve never had three men at once before.

The first moves away, leaving my mouth empty and soon another cock is placed inside me.  It’s fatter than the first, but not as long.  I decide to keep track of the men by their cocks, to see if I can work out how many there are using me. 

No one touches my pussy, a men gets on his knees behind me and reaches round to take my tits in his hands, he’s not gentle with them.  Concentrating on the men is hard work, remembering to wank and suck all the time.  More than once I’m slapped on my face or an already sore tit to remind me to work harder, suck deeper.

Soon I’ve had at least eight cocks in my mouth, fat ones, thin ones, short ones, long ones that choke me.  I’m proud that I take them all without gagging.  I can hear the ones that aren’t using me talking, I can’t make out the words but I know what’s coming, they are deciding what to do with me.  I catch the odd word, but nothing that gives the game away.

“Has everyone fucked her face?” I hear Jack ask.  There are shouts of ‘yes’ and grunts other affirmative noises.  “OK,” he continues, “Any complaints?”  No one says anything.  I smile, I’ve pleased a large group of men.  What else is a slave girl for?

“OK,” he continued, “So it’s time for the competition.  $20 each, winner takes half, second takes a quarter.  Last place . . . well.”  They all laugh at that, I don’t know what he’s talking about, but suddenly I’m a little afraid.  I’m naked, no one knows where I am and I’m surrounded by at least eight men, maybe more who’ve been fucking my mouth.  What if they decide to kidnap and rape me?

“You OK for the game Emily?” asks Jack.

I don’t hesitate in my response.  “Yes Sir,” I say, fake smiling, desperately wanting to know what the game is.  He, or someone, pats my head.

“Good girl . . . good girl.  Don’t worry, your part in this is simple.  Tilt your head back . . . further, we want 90o.  That’s it.  Now mouth open wide.  Good.  Stay like that until I tell you to move.”  He pats the side of my face and I hold position.  After a few seconds I wish he’d put a ring gag in my mouth to prop it open.  It would be much easier than having to force it open myself.

“So, gentlemen.  The rules are simple.  First to cum in her mouth wins half the money, second a quarter.  Everyone else wins nothing, last to cum in her mouth has to clean her up,” they all groan at this, “I mean scoop everyone else’s cum into her mouth.”  Now they complain, no one wants to be last and touch another man’s cum.”  So that’s the game, bukkake.  I’m disgusted and turned on at the same time.  I guess I’m going to get a dozen loads in my mouth, this is a new training experience for me.

“And Emily,” he says, addressing me, “Keep your mouth open wide and don’t swallow a drop.  I . . . we want to see you with a mouthful of our cum, don’t we boys?”  They all laugh at that.  I don’t.  I hate the taste of cum.  Fuck.

“OK, let’s begin.”  I can hear them move, they must be forming a rough circle round me.  I can hear them masturbating, wanking themselves, my mouth their target.  I don’t have to wait for long before I can hear one of them groaning, he’s yelling.

“Yes, yes, fuck YESSSSS.”  There’s a hand on my head, he tilts my slightly and I can feel his cock on my lips.  It trembles and then a thick load of cum enters my mouth, some missing and shooting over my open lips and onto my cheek.  He shoots load after load and I cough.  Cum is never pleasant.

“Winner!” yells the man.  No sooner has he cum that a second hand twists my head, a cock is on my chin, the tip just inside my mouth and he’s pumping into my mouth.  The second load isn’t as bad, I guess the first blinded my taste buds.  He’s still cumming when another cock touches my lips, fuck I’ve got two men cumming in my mouth at the same time.

Soon a fourth, then a fifth man shoots in my mouth.  Both of them miss a little, I can feel cum on my nose and cheeks, some is on my forehead.  No one else cums for what feels like an age, then I get my sixth load.  I want this to be over.  I start to rub my breasts and pussy, not for my pleasure, but to excite them.  It works and I get another four loads in quick succession.  Only two more to take.  I can hear the men, laughing at the two laggards.  They are side betting on who will cum last.

Finally there’s a cock on me.  My jaw aches, my neck aches but the end is sight.  “Yes . . . thank fuck yes.”  He’s pumping cum into my mouth, it’s pretty full now and I can feel some dripping out of the side.  As he steps away he’s congratulated by the others, then finally the last man steps up and cums, shooting straight into my mouth.  I want to close, to swallow but I’ve been ordered not to move, so I stay motionless.  I stop playing with myself and put my hands back on my thighs.

“Clean her up Oli,” Jack says.  Oli, the man that came last.  Normally staying power is a good thing, not for Oli, not today.  His hands touch my face, pushing the cum upwards into my mouth.  I try to help, opening wider, allowing it all in.  He touches me many times, his friends shouting friendly abuse at him.  After a dozen touches Jack says that will do.

“Close your mouth Emily, but don’t swallow.”  I do as ordered, keeping my head tilted back.  I can’t see him, but I can hear the smile in his voice.  He takes my hair in his hand and slowly moves my head upright, then pulls on it, lifting me to my feet.  He pulls me naked through the room, a door opens, I don’t know if I’m being led into the street or the coffee shop. We pause and the men all walk past me, one at once.  Most slap my ass or a breast (or both) as they pass.  More than one kisses my forehead or ear and thanks me.

When they’ve all left there is only Jack and me left.  He tells me I’ve done well and walks me outside, I can feel a light breeze on my skin.  I’m happy, I was dreading it being the coffee shop.  He takes the blindfold off and looks at me.

“Same again next weekend?”  I shake my head.  He looks confused, then opens his mouth to speak.  “Why not? . . ah.”  He’s realized my mouth his full of cum.  He goes inside the shop and comes out with my dress from yesterday.  “Put that on Emily, go to your apartment, film yourself swallowing and send it to me.  Tell me why not next weekend.”

I nod my head, he watches as I get dressed, then he hugs me and takes my hand.  I recover my key and phone from where I hid them and we walk out of the alleyway, hand in hand to the entrance of my building where we part and he walks off.  Once inside I walk quickly to the elevator, nodding at the security guard, and ascend to my floor and into my room.  I pick up the eight ball.

“Master, should I pose naked to swallow?”  I ask my master.  I shake the 8 ball, ‘Without a doubt’ is the answer.  I smile and slip out of my summer dress, allowing it to fall to the floor.  I crawl to the window, the afternoon sun is pouring through the windows.  I kneel, as I think he would like and start filming myself, starting at my open legs, showing them my smooth, hairless pussy, my whipped stomach, my bruised tits, my collar and finally my face.

I tilt my head back, raising the camera above my head and open, showing them the dozen loads in my mouth.  I smile as best I can, close my mouth and swallow it all in one, then open wide to show I’ve been a good girl.  I blow the camera a kiss and whisper ‘Thank you Sirs’ to it before turning it off.  I send the film to Jack and a message explaining that I’ll be away with work next weekend.  It beeps quickly, just one word.  ‘Pity’.

******

I shower quickly and clean my teeth, my friend is coming at seven and it’s just after five thirty.  I need to cook for my Master.  Which means I need to go shopping.  As I dry myself off I can’t help but think about my adventure in self bondage earlier.  I’ve seen photos of girls wearing rope bras and I’ve got time, so I decide to give it a go. 

I take one of the thin ropes and wrap it round my chest and back, just under my breasts.  I bring the end to my mouth and pull the rope tight.  Once it’s secured like this I bend at the waist, allowing my breasts to fall downwards.  I use one hand to move my breast around and the other to wrap the rope around my breast.  I do four loops and then pass it round and under my other breast and repeat the process.  There is still about 10 feet of rope left so I wrap it round both my breasts before tying it off.  Finally I take the end out of my mouth and repeat wrapping it round both breasts, bringing them together and I tie it off.

I look at myself in the mirror, my boobs are turning slightly purple – the rope is tight, but nowhere near as tight as when I suspended myself by my tits.  I jump up and down, then do a few star jumps, all the time watching myself in the mirror, see how my boobs react.  I’m pleasantly surprised, the rope is surprisingly effective at supporting my large chest.  Shit, I’ve got worse bras.  I have an idea, before I go any further I write out a card with six options – Sexy Bra, Sports Bra, No Bra, Tack Bra, Rope Bra . . . fuck, I can only think five.  Ah well, let’s make 6 roll again.  I’ll use this chart next time I go out.

I get dressed, hold ups, a short skirt, a long sleeved blouse (to cover my wrist cuffs).  I check the mirror, the blouse will have to go, I can see the rope.  Instead I replace it with a thin sweater that covers the rope much better, it also covers my collar.  I put on a pair of heels then remove them, instead putting on a pair of mid length boots than come half way up my calves, covering my ankle cuffs.  I check myself out, I need a little make up and then I’m fit to go.

There’s a Whole Foods a couple of blocks away, I set off with no real plan for my Master’s meal.  In the store I’m convinced men are looking at my chest, that’s not unusual, but today I imagine that they are noticing the rope under my sweater.  Every time one I see someone starting I get a thrill.  I get the ingredients for a simple salad and a bottle of wine and pay.  The checkout assistant is a teenager, unlike the men in the store he’s not subtle as he stares at my chest.

“Up here,” I have to say when he asks for the money.  He’s staring straight at my chest.  He blushes as he looks up and out eyes meet.  I smile at him, he’s cute. 

“That’s,” he stammers, “That’s $19.23 please.”

I take out my purse and offer him my credit card.  He takes it and we complete the transaction, when he hands it back he stammers again as he says thank you.  I take my groceries and walk back to my apartment, stripping as soon as I get in.  I leave the rope bra on, I love the way it looks and forces my breasts out, keeping them purple.

I rustle up the salad and take it to my Master, the sex doll I’m obeying for the weekend.  I kneel under the table and take his cock into my mouth and suck it while I imagine him eating, occasionally I pat my own head, imagining it’s him, complementing me on my cooking, on my cock sucking skills.  I swear I can hear him, talking to me, directly into my brain.  This is my happy place, serving him in the way he deserves.

He talks to me, “I’ve finished slave, clean up.”

I take his cock out of my mouth and kiss the tip.  “Thank you for allowing me to suck your cock while you eat Master.”  I smile, even saying it makes me feel happy.  “Master, may I eat now please?”  I shake the 8 ball, ‘It is certain’.  Good, I’ve hardly eaten today.  I scrape the salad into my bowl and eat it quickly, on my knees, hands behind my back.  It doesn’t take me long, a slave should eat quickly so she’s available to serve her owner.

Once it’s all gone I tidy away and wash up.  I take my Master to my bedroom and place him in my bed – I don’t want my friend to see him.  I ask for permission for a glass of wine (granted on the third roll) and I pour myself a wine and wait for my friend.  I’ve not eaten much and I can feel it entering my body, sliding down my throat and into my stomach, burning slightly.  I watch the TV, sipping my wine. 

She phones from the lobby and I tell her to come up and use her key, I check my reflection while she comes up and make a slight adjustment to my makeup.  When she comes in I get her a wine, I’ve still got half of my glass left.  We talk about nothing until she drains her glass, then she stands, grabs my hand and pulls me to the door.  I’m terrified she’ll notice my cuffs, my rope bra or my collar.  If she does, she doesn’t say anything.  We walk to a bar on the next block, this is one of the reasons I chose my apartment, close to bars, to restaurants, to Whole Foods.  The area is full of young people, I was new in the city and I thought I’d soon make friends and get a boyfriend.  Didn’t quite work out like that of course.

“How about Vietnamese?” I ask when we discuss where to go to eat, “One opened up about five minutes away?”

“Sounds good,” replies Eve, “I’ve not had anything different for a while”.  We drink up and leave, it’s only a short walk and we’re quickly seated.  I met Eve when I first moved here, I needed a little extra cash and we worked together in a bar for a few months.  We talk about work, I’ve moved onto the lawyers and she’s working in advertising, we meet up every few weeks and I always look forward to it.  She really is my social life.

Over the meal she tells me about her up and coming week – she’s off to LA for a week for work and she’s excited.  She’s never been before and it’s all she can talk about.  I barely get to mention I’ve got a weekend in Vegas coming up.

After we’ve eaten, despite having had a salad earlier I eat enough for 2, we go back to the bar.  It’s busier than before and we have to wait a few minutes before we get served.  We sit at the bar and have a drink – Eve’s gone for another wine, I opt for a gin.  When the bartender puts them down he says

“Complements of the two men at the end of the bar,” and looks towards two men in suits who smile at us and raise their glasses.

“Fuck,” says Eve, “Next time we go out we don’t dress up, OK?”  I smile, Eve is just as stunning as me with her long dark hair.  Her build is similar to mine, when we worked in the bar we could make a couple of hundred each in tips on a good night.  But it’s part of the game isn’t it?  I look over my shoulder at them, both with dark hair and sharp clothes.  They’re kind of cute really.  The men will now leave us alone for five or ten minutes, they’ll be discussing which of us they are going for, then they’ll come over and we’ll talk for a while before they discover we’re not interested and they’ll leave us alone.

My timing is almost correct, Eve speaks to me, she can see them in the mirrors behind the bar.  “They’re coming Emily,” she says and sips on her drink, “Interested in them?”

I shake my head, I’ve had enough for the weekend (and besides, I’ve not asked for permission to sleep with someone new).  As they approach we turn round to face them, both of them are about six feet tall, short dark hair with three or four day’s stubble.  They’re maybe 25, 28 years old, wearing expensive shirts and trousers.  They are hunters and they see us as their prey.  Its’s always been this way I guess, men pursue women.  We wait to be hunted.

“I’m Max,” says the first one, his voice is deep and sexy, “And this is Marko.”  Marko nods as Max mentions his name.  Now we wait, the inevitable corny chat up line will be next.  It’s always the same, it will be an attempt at humor.  Or the ‘So, do you come here often?’  We’ll talk politely, they’ll ask us to join them in a booth, we’ll decline and we all go about our lives.  Marko leads, he’s looking directly at me, he’s selected me. 

“You look amazing in that outfit.  I think the only thing you could look better in would be my arms.”  I can’t help myself, I actually smile.  Eve even sniggers a little.  It’s corny and crap but I’ve heard worse.  A lot worse.  Marko was speaking to me, but Eve will respond.  She’s more confident than me.

“Not bad Marko,” she says to him, “But look, we’re just out for a night out together to catch up, just us girls.”  To emphasize the point she reaches over to me and puts a hand on my thigh.  I open my legs slightly and she pushes her hand higher, until her fingers are under my skirt.  I sip my drink nervously and smile at her, then blow her a kiss.  I turn to look at Marko, he’s staring at Eve’s hand.  We’ve done this before, it’s the easiest way to get rid of them and cause no offense.

But this time they don’t seem to be taking the hint.  Max speaks again, “So tell me ladies, what are your names?” 

Eve keeps her hand where it is, “I’m Eve,” she replies.

I put down my drink and run my fingers along the bar to where Eve’s other hand is.  I take it in mine and add “And I’m Emily.”

“So what do you girls do?” asks Max.  Ah, so American – I’ve got friends from Europe and they are always amazed at how quickly jobs are discussed by Americans in conversation with strangers.  In Europe they tell me you’ll never lead with that.

Eve laughs and looks at me.  “Usually each other,” she says.  Marko had his beer to his lips when she said that and he snorts it out, beer dripping out of his mouth and down his chin.  Max smiles as he speaks again.  I can’t help laughing.

“So, are we wasting our time?” he asks.  I just nod.  He’s almost drooling as he looks at us both.  No doubt he’s imaging what we’ll be up to in bed later, wishing he was there.

“Sorry boys,” I add, frowning and tilting my head to one side and shrugging my shoulders.”

Neither of them speak for a few seconds until Marko pipes up.  “Ah well,” he says, “You win some, you lose some.  Come on Max.”  He drinks his beer and turns to leave, Max following him.  We watch them go and giggle.  I let go of Eve’s hand and pick up my drink.  Eve talks to me about them, they were cute.

“Didn’t you like either of them?”  I ask her.  She just shakes her head.  Suddenly I’m aware that her hand is still on my thigh.  I look down at it, suddenly uncomfortable.  I put my hand on her wrist and try to lift it off, but she resists.  I look into her eyes, I’ve seen her with men before.  I stop trying to lift her hand, as soon as I do she pushes her hand higher, inside my skirt.  Neither of us speak, we just look at each other.

Eve picks up her drink and downs it, then puts her other hand on my neck.  “They weren’t what I wanted tonight Emily.”  We stay in that position for what seems like an age, before she leans in towards me and she touches my lips with hers.  When she straightens up she takes her hand away.  My instinct is to run, but that’s not right.  I should ask my Master what to do.

“I . . . I’ll be back in a minute Eve.  I . . . I need to think.”  I stand up and straighten my skirt, then head to the ladies.  Once I’m inside the stall I breathe deeply and take out my phone.  This is a question for him, should I sleep with Eve?  I’ve never met a man that wasn’t fascinated by lesbian sex – fuck, they all love watching it don’t they?  Should I ask her back to my apartment and have a threesome with my Master?

I take out my phone and download a magic 8 ball app.  While I wait for it to install I’m rubbing my hands.  I don’t want to fuck Eve, I don’t want to fuck any girl, I’m not a lesbian.  But if I can provide him with a hot girl to fuck, surely I have a duty to do so.  When the app is installed I shake my phone and wait for the answer to appear.  ‘Ask Again Later’.  Great.  I shake it again.  ‘Yes’.  There’s no doubting that outcome.

I panic, for the first time I’d really, really been hoping for a no.  I’m wearing a collar, wrist and ankles cuffs.  I put my hands up my sweater and touch my tits.  Jesus, I’m wearing a fucking rope bra.  My tits are bruised, my pussy tenderized, my belly and ass whipped.  How the fuck am I going to explain all of this to Eve?  I consider shaking until I get a ‘No’ result, then I shake my head.  That would be cheating.  I asked if I should sleep with her, fate decided that I would.

I stand up, put my phone away, straighten my skirt, leave the stall, wash my hands and look in the mirror.  I can hear my Master speaking to me.  You can do this Emily, you can do this for me.  That was what I needed, I’ll put my personal preferences to one side and sleep with Eve.  At my place.  With him, in my bed.  In my bondage gear.  I smile at myself in the mirror.  I can hear my Master in my head.  You can do this Emily.  For me.  I want to fuck you and Eve, together.  Make my day.

That’s what I needed, his voice telling me to do this, showing that he has confidence in his slave.  I can do this, I will do this.  I walk back to the bar, Eve is there playing with her phone.  I walk up behind her, she’s got her back to me.  I slip my arm over her shoulder and she twists her head to look up at me.  I bend over and kiss her neck, she takes my hand in hers and we kiss, gently.

“You want to do this then?”  I can hear the excitement in her voice.  I just nod.

“I had no idea you were this way inclined,” I say to her.

She pulls my arms, pulling me round to the vacant stool.  I sit in it and she looks at me.  “I’m bisexual Emily, always have been.  And you?”

I think for a moment, “Bi-curious I guess,” I replied.

“Shall we go back to your place?” she asks, finishing her drink.  Her voice was deep and sexy, she was thrusting out her already ample chest. 

“Another drink first, I need it,” I reply.  The bartender comes over when I look at him, I order a large gin & tonic, Eve smiles at this and orders a wine.  There’s still a half bottle in my fridge, I’ll need to finish that when we get back to my place.  We talk about Eve’s life that I knew nothing about, she’s happy either way, no real preference.  She’s been attracted to me since we first met, but didn’t want to spoil our friendship, tonight she’s just had a little too much to drink.

We’re quickly finished, we hold hands as we leave the bar.  Max and Marko are watching as we walk out, I smile at them both as we walk past and I can feel their eyes on out asses once we pass them.  Sorry boys!

It’s a short walk to my apartment, once inside I get the rest of the wine, with two large glasses.  When I walk back to the main room Eve is sat on the couch in the middle, facing one end, he left leg raised on the couch, ankle tucked under her other leg, right on the floor, showing off her long, supple legs.  She’s wearing red high heels, they suit her.  Her left arm extends down the top of the couch.  When she sees me she pats the seat, showing me where to sit. 

I sit where I’m expected to and hand her the glasses.  She takes them and I empty the bottle.  We both drink and then Eve runs her hand through my hair.  “Nervous?”  she asks.

I nod, too fucking right I’m nervous.  “Don’t worry, I was nervous my first time.”  She runs her hand down my face, holding my jaw and then bends in towards me. I take a deep breath and close my eyes as her mouth touches mine.  As in the bar our lips just touch, but this time she holds our faces together for much longer, before breaking off and pulling back.  I open my eyes and we look at each other, then I take a drink.

“Your turn to lead,” says Eve to me.  I take a couple of deep breaths, fill my mouth with wine and swallow.  I’m almost shaking as I move towards her, I take her head in my hands and gently pull her face to mine, our lips touch.  This time Eve opens her mouth slightly, I tilt my head and open my mouth, I feel her probing tongue, she’s so gentle with me.  I close my eyes as we kiss, lost in the moment.  When we break I look at her, we’re both smiling and we start giggling like teenagers.

I wait for a moment, then decide I want to kiss her again.  I lean in as she leans to me and we kiss, properly this time, our inhibitions forgotten.  I put my hands on her waist and slip one inside her clothes, touching her skin.  I can’t help myself, I lift my hands up and touch her breasts through her bra.  She moans, I suspect for my benefit.

She slides her hands inside my sweater and runs them up my back.  I can feel her searching for something, she stops kissing me and whispers in my ear, “No bra?”. 

I nibble her ear lobe, she moans again and then I whisper back, “Not the kind you’re expecting.”  We move back and look at each other, she’s clearly puzzled.  I drink my wine, finishing my glass for courage before I put my hands on the hem of my sweater and I lift it up slowly, revealing my belly button, then higher until my rope bra is visible, holding my purple and bruised breasts in place.

Her voice is quiet, almost silent.  “What the fuck Emily . . .” she says.  I look at her, she’s staring at my breasts.

“You’re not the only one who’s full of surprises Eve,” I reply, trying to be shy.  As the rest of the sweater comes off it reveals my wrist cuffs and collar.  Eve takes one of my wrists in her hand and examines the white leather cuff.  She kisses it, then kisses me again.  She slips a finger between my collar and neck and uses it to pull me towards her.  She put one hand on one of my breasts and we kiss again.

“How submissive are you then?” she asks.

“As submissive as they come,” I reply.  We kiss again and then she kisses her way down my neck, toying with the rope around my breasts before licking the purple flesh.  She kisses the sensitive skin a few times and then takes my nipple into her mouth and sucks it.  I moan, I love having my nipples sucked. 

She works her way over to my other breast and sucks my nipple, before releasing me.  “Can I remove the rope?” she asks.

“Don’t ask,” I reply, “Command me.  I’ll do whatever you want.”  Eve smiles and she finds the ends of the rope. Gently she unties them and lets the ends fall, the rope is tight and it doesn’t come away from my chest.  We start to kiss again and she gently undoes the rope, unwinding it from around my breasts, lifting and lowering each in turn until my boobs came free and the rope falls down.  I gasp as the blood rushes back into the tender flesh, the onslaught of blood reinvigorates the nerve endings and it hurts.

Eve takes my breasts into her hands and caresses them, aiding the blood flow, I look down, the color was leaving them, revealing the bruises in all their glory.  I look at her, she can’t stop staring at my chest.  I smile, time to work on her. 

I extend my hands and undo the buttons on her blouse, opening it to reveal her chest.  Her bra is lacy and black, very sexy.  She puts a hand on my head and pulls me down, planting my face between her bosom and for the first time I’m touching another girls boobs.  I kiss them.

“Take a deep breath Emily,” says Eve, giving me an order.  I do as ordered, I’ve never had a physical person order me before.  I suck in air, then she pulls me in, forcing my head between her breasts, leaving me unable to breathe.  I reach behind her and find the clasp of her bra, I undo it, then pull the bra over her shoulders and down her arms.  She slips her arms out and her breasts move, falling slightly down and outwards, freeing my head.

I spurn the opportunity to breathe, I move my head down slightly then take her breasts into my hands and push them together, trapping my head between them.  I can hear Eve, she’s moaning as I lick and kiss her.

When she pulls on my hands her breasts move free and I follow one, desperate to get her sweet nipple into my mouth.  As I do she lies back, pulling me with her and I start work on her chest, caressing and licking her breasts, moving from one to the other, loving the sounds she makes as I play with her.

Eve puts her hands on my head and pushes me down, I kiss her belly button, fascinated by the piercing in it.  I take it into my mouth and suck it, at the same time I undo her skirt.  She lifts her ass up and I pull it down and off her legs.  I run my hands back up her legs as she opens them, then she throws them over my back, holding me in place.  She puts her hands back on my head and pushes me down, I’m nervous, about to take my first taste of another woman.

Her panties are black and see through, she’s got a thin landing strip of pubic hair.  I kiss the top of her pussy, through the thin panties.  She moans, I can see her throw her head back.  I move slightly and kiss her thighs, then pull the panties to one side, take a deep breath and lick her labia, my first taste of a woman.  She moans as I work, she’s wet and salty.  She puts her hand back on my head, pulling me in as I find her clitoris and suck it.  Instantly she cries out, begging me to keep going.

“Fuck me with your fingers, fuck me Emily,” she moans.  I push two fingers inside her pussy and fuck her with my hand, listen to her moan and move with her as she gyrates.  I’m fucking my best friend.  “That’s it . . . don’t stop . . .” her voice is getting higher and higher pitched, her breathing is frantic and I know she’s about to cum.

When she does she yells my name and clamps her legs together, trapping my head.  When I’m cumming I take my hand off my clit, it’s too sensitive so I stop licking her and just gently suck it into my mouth, holding it in place.  Eve’s running her hands through my hair, patting my head and moaning softly as she relaxes post orgasm.

Eventually she pulls my hair gently, lifting me away from her pussy.  I suck her nipples, taking one then the other as I move upwards, I lick up over the breast and then her neck and we kiss, our breasts touching.

“Sure that was you first time with a girl?” asks Eve.  I just nod.

“Was I OK?” I ask.

“Oh yes,” she replies, “I’ve been with worse.”  She smiles at me.  “Much worse.”  We kiss again and she tries to roll me over.  I shake my head and take her hand into mine.  I want to be with my Master, he might only be a sex doll but in my mind he’s my Master and I want him to fuck us.

“Come to the bed room,” I say and slip off Eve and onto the floor.  I stand and help her up, she’s still a little unsteady and I help her, leading her to my bedroom.  Once inside I turn on the light, lowering the level with the dimmer switch.  We kiss in the doorway and she takes my breasts in her hands, then bends to kiss them when she pauses.

“Who’s that?” she asks.  I turn, she’s looking at the bed with the sex doll in it.

“That’s Harvey,” I say to her, “He’s my  . . . my friend.”  Eve lets go of my body and she walks over to the bed.  She looks at the head and throws back the covers to reveal the torso and the giant penis.  Thank you, I hear my Master whisper in my mind.  He’s seen Eve and he’s impressed.  I brought her to him, a gift for my Master to fuck.

“Holy fuck,” she whispers.  Eve climbs onto the bed next to him and kisses him, then takes his cock into her hand.  Eve then spits on her hand and starts to wank my Master’s cock.  I watch for a while, my hand on my pussy, rubbing it to ensure it’s wet enough to accept him inside me.  When Eve starts to suck his cock I move over, onto the bed, on the other side of him, kissing him.  I move above him, lowering my breasts onto his face so he can play with them, I’m watching Eve, sucking his cock.  I smile, she can only get four or five inches into her mouth.

“Watch this,” I say to Eve.  I kiss down the torso and fix my eyes on Eve.  I pull her off his cock and we kiss, the tip of his cock between our mouths.  I open wide and take it into my mouth, I push down until he touches the back of my throat, I swallow and push and he slips into my throat.  I force him down until my lips are on his torso.

“Fuck Emily, that’s amazing,” whispers Eve.  She puts her hand onto the back of my head, holding me in place.  I can’t breathe but I’m happy, I’m using my tongue to flick his cock.  Eve moves and I can see her licking his balls, she takes one into her mouth and sucks hard. 

When I try to pull up Eve holds me down.  I start to buck my hips, I need air, but Eve holds me in place for another 30 seconds before she releases me and I suck in the air I crave.  Eve kisses me then nibbles my ear, she whispers into it, “That was incredible, you must teach me how to do that.”  I nod, I will.  “We need another girl really,” she adds, “Then you can deep throat him and we can suck one ball each.”

“We need three more girls,” I reply, “Then he can have his cock sucked, his balls sucked, his asshole sucked and one to kiss.”  We both laugh at that, five girls to serve one man?

You make sure that happens, he says to me.  Silently I reply that I will make it happen.  I will.  It would be amazing.

“Get on him,” Eve says, “Fuck him.”  I shake my head.  I’ve brought my Master a new pussy, he would want to fuck that first.

“You fuck him,” I say, “Please, you fuck him first.”  Eve doesn’t say anything, she just climbs onto him and takes his cock in her hand, then gently lowers herself down onto his thick shaft.  She’s riding him, cowgirl style, facing my Master.  She sliding up and down, her head thrown back, moaning in delight as she fucks him.  I get behind her and take one of her breasts into my left hand, I put my right hand onto her pussy and start to rub her clit.

Eve throws her head back and twists it, we start kissing as she fucks the cock, moving up and down.  I’m looking at my Master, he’s happy, I can hear him grunting as he fucks the new pussy I’ve brought for him to ride.  Even puts her arms over her shoulders and hands onto my neck, pulling me closer into her.  She’s talking begging to cum again as I keep playing with her bronzed body. 

“Please,” she begs, “Please . . . I’m so close . . . please let me cum.”  I find her nipple and take it in my fingers and squeeze it hard, the pain pushes her over the edge and she collapses forward onto my Master, kissing him and thanking him, I lie beside them and Eve and I start kissing.

“Your turn Emily,” she says.  Fuck me Emily, I hear in my mind.  “On your back,” I’m told so I get onto my back.  Eve rolls my Master on top of me, she uses her hands to guide his cock inside my pussy.  I put my hands on his ass, Eve moves between my legs and opens them, she puts her hands on mine and we start pushing him up on me, his cock sliding inside my pussy, then down and he’s fucking me, he’s actually fucking me, using me as I want to be used.  His chest is on my tits, squeezing them as he uses my as his fuck hole.  The thought of him fucking me as his slave is too much for me and I start begging to be allowed to cum.

“Please let me cum Master,” I beg, “Please . . . please Master . . . please let me cum.”

“You can cum,” says Eve and instantly I do, screaming as I cum, I can feel him cumming inside his slave.  Eve stops pushing him and his pounding of my pussy stops.  I hug my Master, holding him on top me.  I can’t describe the feeling of having him use me, fuck me hard.  It’s an unbelievable sensation.

When I finally come down Eve helps him off me and we kiss again, then lie on the bed together, kissing and talking until she sits up.

“I have to leave now,” says Eve.  I check the clock, it’s late.  She kisses me again, I know she has to leave, she needs to pack and she’s leaving for the airport in the middle of the night.  She goes to the bathroom and I order her an Uber, when she comes out we walk naked into the living area and she quickly gets dressed, we kiss again at the doorway.

“Tell me this wasn’t a one off Emily?” she asks.

I shake my head, “Oh no, we’re doing this again,” I reply.

We kiss once more and I open the door, she leaves and I watch her down the corridor to the elevators.  When it arrives she blows me a kiss and she’s gone.  I smile, I enjoyed fucking her but even more I know that I pleased my Master, what man wouldn’t want his woman to bring him a hot young girl to fuck?

I use the bathroom and climb into bed with my Master.  I don’t ask for permission, I know he’s satisfied with his slave.  I kiss him and say, “Thank you for allowing your slave to cum Master.”  I kiss him again and then go down on him, taking him into my mouth.  I put my head on his torso and lie they, I fall asleep with his cock in my mouth.  I can hear him telling me he’s proud of me.  I don’t think I could be happier.


Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. 







If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon (even an anonymous rating would be wonderful), or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx
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I was born in the late 90's and I've been fascinated by BDSM, particularly female submission for as long as I can remember. My stories are based on my own real-life experiences, or things that I fantasize about happening to me. I write as frequently as I can, concentrating on longer books - if you find something you like please let me know.


Praise For Author

[Blackmaiiled]

I'm generally not a fan of blackmail and coercion storylines in erotica, but I still found myself enjoying this one a lot. Is there an element of coercion here? Absolutely, but Sarah (the heroine) invites it on herself. She has a blackmail kink and deliberately put herself in a position to be exploited (although she quickly loses control of the situation). The enjoyment she takes in the experience was enough to make me get really into it, and I loved the creative and kinky situations that are played out.

- G. Jorgensen

[5 Days in San Fransico]

This is the first time I've bothered to pen a review, and the first time I've read this author. I've read quite a few ponygirl/ hucow stories and other sort of dom/sub stories. To date it is the best and I will most certainly be revisiting the world of this writer. The mix of what is realistic and what is oft written about, but not realistic is nicely balanced and flows well. I give

- Jonel

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

Was recently recommended this book by a friend, lovely written and interesting story that draws you in and teaches more about the specific BDSM culture

- Chris

[Meeting Laura]

So young Laura is looking for help to pay off her college fee. Offering to be the slave of the couple who agree. The first meeting goes well, but will it work for them?

- BritMick


Books By This Author

5 Days in San Francisco

India is a young English girl crossing America after leaving University. She's broke and looking for somewhere to stay in San Francisco for 5 nights. Mason's in his mid 30s and recently single looking for some fun. They meet on Tinder and strike up a 5 day romance. India wants to experience San Francisco's alternative scene.

Over the course of their 5 days together Mason shows her the best that San Fran has to offer, she stars in a porn film shoot, they attend a BDSM orgy and the Folsom Street Fair, where India is paraded round the streets naked.


“Are you hungry? Shall we get something to eat?”

“Yes please sir, I’ve not eaten since yesterday lunch,” she replied, then in a seductive tone she added, “and what you have planned for later sir?”

Mason smiled and reached into his bag. He took out a thin steel collar with a ring at the front. He unlocked it and opened it, moving the device towards India’s neck. She half stepped back, looking around nervously.

“Don’t worry, this is San Francisco. We’re a couple of blocks from Fulsom Street. No one will care. Where we’re going for breakfast I doubt anyone will even notice – hell, they might say that you’re underdressed.”

He continued to smile and after a moment she nodded.

“Have you ever worn one before?” he asked.

“No sir,” she replied, “but I’ve often thought about it.”

Poker Slaves

Susie forgot her fake ID so what to do on a Friday night? A few beers later and Willow comes up with the idea of playing strip poker. Four room mates and their girlfriends start a wild few weeks of playing for higher and higher stakes until the final game, when the losing girl will become the winning couple’s slave for the weekend. There’s everything to play for and everything to lose.

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

Lisa is stuck in a dead end job, living with an abusive boyfriend. Her only escape from her dreary life is 2 afternoons a week working at a stables. Lisa is envious of the horses, of the pampered life that they lead. One day she's browsing porn and comes across a video that changes her life : Pony Girl porn. Lisa becomes obsessed with pony girl porn and contacts Rachel who trains pony girls. Before long she signs up for a pony girl trial, 13 weeks living and working as a pony girl, devoid of human rights, devoid of human speech.

Rachel extended a hand on Lisa’s chin and raised her head up slightly.

“Is there anything you want to ask me Lisa?”

Lisa thought for a while. “Have you ever been a pony girl?”

Rachel laughed, “Of course. Maybe seven or eight years ago? I did a one week taster, then came back for the full 13 weeks you’re about to experience. I didn’t really want to be pony, I wanted to be a trainer. But Travis won’t allow any trainers who’ve not experienced what it’s like to be a pony.”

“What’s it like?” asked Lisa. Her face was full of desire about being a pony.

“It’s hard work, don’t be fooled for a moment. It’s also incredible, you’ll drive men – and women – wild with desire.” Lisa smiled at that, she found it hard to believe that she could drive anyone wild with desire, six months of Adam putting her down had left a mark on her confidence. Rachel could see the doubt.

“You will, you’ll lose weight, get more defined, and with your hair,” Rachel added, running her hands through Lisa’s long red hair, “Don’t doubt yourself Lisa, everyone will want to fuck you.”

“Do I get any choice in who fucks me?”

“No.”

Lisa was taken aback at Rachel’s abruptness. She thought for a moment. “What happens at the end of the 13 weeks?”

“You’ll move into the house for two weeks. I’m guessing you don’t have any ties to here, so will you let your accommodation slide?” Lisa nodded. “In those two weeks we’ll help you find somewhere to live, set you up with interviews, jobs if that’s what you want. And generally get you used to be being a human again.” Rachel smiled at Lisa. “Any more questions?”

“No.”

Blackmailed

Sarah is a young, naive girl who lives with her step-father. She thinks it will be exciting to offer herself to an unknown man to obey his orders and perform his tasks while she is filmed, he will then use the film to blackmail her to perform more and more degrading tasks. Soon, Sarah finds herself playing a game in which she is no longer in control and afraid of the consequences if she doesn’t obey. Over the months her blackmailer takes total control of Sarah's life, making her perform more degrading and disgusting acts, each one more demeaning than the last.

Sarah,

Your next task is simple. On Friday night you are to be at the north entrance of the park near your house at eight pm. There you will strip naked (you may wear shoes if you want). You will place your hands behind your back and walk to the south entrance. Once there you will sit on the bench for two minutes before walking back to the north entrance. You may not dress until eight thirty pm. You must stay on the path at all times. I will be watching you at some point.

Your Master
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