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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.





Monday

It’s five am when my alarm sounds.  I lie for a moment, surely I can have a lie in – I’ve arranged with my boss, with my Master that I won’t be in ‘til late, he thinks the repair guy is coming, I’m actually waiting for the mail man.  I put my hand onto my neck, the collar has been locked on my neck since Friday when I posted the keys to myself.  I didn’t check the mail at the weekend in case the key had arrived.  I didn’t want to be allowed to escape easily.

I’ll miss my collar when it comes off, I’ll put it back on when I get home from work of course.  I look at the 8 ball and dice, they’ve controlled me for the weekend.  I’ll do this again sometime soon, maybe just hand control of my life to my new girlfriend Eve.  I pick up my phone and wish her a safe flight, I don’t know if she’s in the air already.  It doesn’t matter.

I roll onto my side.  My Master is there beside me (well, a sex doll I’m using as my Master).  I kiss him gently, he’s asleep but it’s time to get out of bed.  I need to piss, but that can wait.  I slide out of bed and onto the floor.  I set a one hour timer on my Alexa and assume my kneeling position, opening my legs wide, hands on thighs, palms up, head down, focusing my worship onto my Master.  I think about how Eve and I served and fucked him last night, the outside world no longer has meaning for me, all that exists in my world is my Master and me.  I can feel it in my brain, I’m slipping into subspace, time no longer matters, pain doesn’t exist.  All that matters is that I worship my Master as he deserves.

******

When I come round I can hear Alexa shouting at me, a quick look at the clock shows she’s been shouting for over 10 minutes.  Once I’m snapped out of my worship I’m aware of the pain in my legs and hips.  Before I move I thank my Master for allowing me to kneel for him and ask for permission to move.  He doesn’t need to grant it.  I put my arms down and ease myself onto my side, lying on the floor.  I bring my knees into my stomach and hug myself, letting life flow into my body and the pain to subside.

Now I’m comfortable I crawl silently to the bathroom and relieve myself.  The sensation is amazing.  Normally I’d shower and eat, on my knees from a bowl naturally, but as I’m going into work late I’ll be staying late.  On Mondays I usually go for a run after work, I might as well go now.  It should be easier, it will certainly be cooler.  I crawl back to my room and pick out some running gear, despite it being summer I pick out leggings and a long sleeved shirt to cover my ankle and wrist cuffs, also locked in place.

After I run I shower and then I ask my Master for permission to eat.  I roll the 8 ball and it says yes, so I make some toast, butter it, cut it into small squares and place it in the dog bowl with some water.  I get onto my knees and put my arms behind my back and eat as quickly as I can.  When I’m done I pick it up and place them in the dishwasher. 

Next I crawl to my Master and spend 20 minutes sucking his cock.  I’m in my happy place, on my knees serving my owner. 

The mail man comes just before nine am, I usually leave for work at seven so I hang around and watch the TV until nine.  I put on ankle length boots and a jacket to hide my wrist and ankle cuffs.  Next I put on a scarf to hide my collar and I’m ready to go.  I pick up my shoulder bag, in it are the heels I’m expected to wear in the office (all the women wear heels).  I pick up my keys and phone and leave my apartment.  When the elevator stops I get in and push the button for the lobby.  While it descends the building I play with my collar under the scarf.  I’ll miss it when it comes off.

In the lobby I cross to the mail boxes and open mine.  There’s the usual junk mail, a credit card statement . . . FUCK, the envelope I mailed myself isn’t there.  Frantically I search my mail, hoping I’d missed it.  No, holy fuck no, it’s not there.  I start to shake and breathe heavily, this is close to panic.  Maybe the mail hasn’t been yet?

I ask the security guard, he tells me that the mail man left 20 minutes ago.  I sit down while I think.  I could go back to my apartment and phone in sick.  I can’t do that, he needs me on a Monday, we work closely together.  Shit, I’ve only got one option, I’ll have to go to the office.  I go back to my apartment, I need to change.

In my apartment I remove my blouse and put on a long sleeved one, it covers the wrist cuffs but they are making noise.  I go to my kitchen and take out some tape and stick the catches and padlocks down to the cuffs.  Next I repeat the process on my ankle cuffs.  The final stage is to secure the rings on my collar to prevent it from making noise.  I jump a few times to test my work, it seems to be OK.

I can’t wear one my usual short skirts, instead I slip on a tight pair of black slacks that cover my ankle cuffs.  Not ideal, all the women wear skirts but it will have to do.  I put on my heels and I’m ready to go.  My wrists have definite bulges from the cuffs under my blouse.  I look in the mirror, I can’t wear a scarf in the office.  I’ve got no choice, I’ll just have to wear it as is and pass it off as a necklace.  A very unusual necklace . . . .
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******

The drive to the office was easy, what takes an hour at seven am takes 30 minutes at this time and I’m into my office before 10.  I put my bag down and open the inner door to my Master’s office.  He looks up from his computer and smiles at me.

“Good morning Emily, how are you?  How was your weekend and how’s the repair?”

“Good morning . . . Sir,” I reply, shit I nearly called him Master, “My weekend was good.”  I smile as I say that, thinking about my weekend, “The AC is fixed, an issue with the control panel.  How was yours?  Did you play well yesterday?”

“I did OK, round in 87.  How’s your game coming along?”  He normally goes round in about 90, so that’s good.

“Good thank you – I’ve still never played a round but my instructor says I’m improving.  Can I get you a coffee Sir?”

“Yes please. Then . . .” he pauses, shit he’s looking at my neck, he’s clearly thinking about my collar.  What I wouldn’t give for him to put it on me one day.  He recovers and keeps talking, “then come back and we’ll go over the week.”

“My pleasure Sir,” I respond.  I leave and get the coffee, one for each of us and we settle down for the day.

******

When we break for lunch I head to a taco place and get us both something to eat.  When I return and put it on his desk I have to reach out, over the desk to put it down.  He’s looking at the food and quickly picks up a taco and pauses, he’s looking at my wrist.  Fuck, as I extended my arm the sleeve has ridden up and exposed my wrist cuff. 

I quickly put down the rest of the food and pull my sleeves down.  I’m nervous, I look at him, he’s still looking at my wrist.  As I put my hands at my side he looks up and our eyes meet, I smile at him and he looks away.  I blush slightly and go to my desk.  I sit down and hug myself, surely he can work out what I’m wearing and why?

******

I work late to compensate for arriving late, when he leaves I wish him a pleasant night and he tells me to not work too late.  When I get home I decide I need to punish myself.  My outfit was unprofessional in the extreme and I made my Master nervous.

“Master,” I ask, “Please punish me for my unacceptable behavior and dress in the office today.”  I pick up the dice and roll – I’ve already decided I won’t go for direct pain, instead I’ll make myself suffer.  I’ve prepared 6 ways to suffer for him, ranging from kneeling on rice (think that doesn’t hurt? give it a go), rubbing Bengay on my pussy, inserting a chili into my ass and other options.  I watch as the dice rolls and it comes up a four.  I look it up, four, kneeling on rice.  Shit this is going to hurt.

Next I need to decide how long to do it for.  I roll the six sided dice again, I’ll use this number to decide how many times to roll the 20 sided dice, then add the numbers.  So if I roll a six and then six 20s I’ll be kneeling on the rice for two hours.  And there’s no way I can do that.  Lucky it comes out a three.  I roll the 20 sided dice three times, 10, 1 and 16.  27 minutes of kneeling on rice.

I go to the kitchen and make two little piles of rice, about three feet apart.  I’m of course already naked and I kneel down, legs open wide, one knee on each pile.  Within seconds my knees are in agony.

“Alexa, set timer 27 minutes.”  She sets the timer and sweat is already beading on my forehead.  There is no way I’ll achieve subspace here, fuck I don’t even want to.  I’m being punished, I shouldn’t be receiving pleasure.

Within ten minutes I’m wobbling and shaking, tears are flooding down my face.  I’m lifting and lowering my arms, clenching and unclenching my fists, I’m bending at the waist, twisting, anything, ANYTHING to take my mind off the pain in my legs.  I’m proud that from my waist down I’m not moving but I can’t keep my upper body still, no matter what I do.

At 15 minutes I desperately want to move, I’m prepared to whip myself, to beat myself to escape this.  Then I hear him speak in my mind, I’m proud of you Emily, you’re over half way now, only 12 minutes to go.  That was what I needed, to hear his voice in my mind.  He gives me the strength to carry on.

When the timer is up I collapse onto the floor, tears are streaming down my face.  I bring my knees into my stomach and hug them, holding them close.  I lie like that for what seems like an age.  That was fucking agony, I’d rather rub Bengay into my pussy and leave it there for an hour than do this again. 

I shower and eat, then go to bed.  It’s not late but I need to sleep.


Tuesday

I don’t bother checking the mail before work, the keys won’t be there.  I wear a similar outfit to yesterday, my collar still on my neck.  The keys should be here when I get home. 

At work it’s back to normal, my desk phone rings once to signal that Harvey will be in soon.  I get his coffee and donut and place them on his desk.  I can’t resist the urge, once I’ve put them down I get onto my knees and look at his empty chair.  I want, I need to kneel like this in front of him one day when he eats.

I don’t hold this for long, I wouldn’t be able to explain this away.  I get up almost immediately and leave his office, closing the door behind me.  He’s in my office soon, we exchange pleasantries and he goes into his office and closes the door behind him.  I wait 15 minutes and get him another coffee, then let myself into his office.  As I put the coffee down and pick up the old mug he looks at me, at my collar.

“Emily, my golf date for tomorrow has cancelled.  Would you like to play with me?”  I almost faint with happiness, I’ll be out on the course, alone with my Master for three or four hours.  Before I can answer he adds “Don’t worry about not having a handicap certificate, I’ll square it with the club.”

“I . . . I’d love to Sir,” I reply.  I’m glowing, I can feel it.  I’m weak at the knees.  I think for a moment, “Sir, what should I wear?  I’ve never played before.”  He smiles.

“My club is pretty relaxed, most women wear a polo shirt and a skirt.  You’ve got shoes I take it?”  I nod at that, “Look at the club’s website, you’ll see a section on the dress code.  We’ll leave here straight after lunch, I’ve got a tee time of 13:18.  Bring your clubs to the office, you can get changed at the club and maybe we can have dinner afterwards?  My wife’s away with work for the night and the kids are staying with friends.”

Fuck is he asking me out on a date?  That’s what it feels like.  “Thank you Sir, I look forward to it.”  I’m not lying, I am.  I walk out of his office and close the door behind me, I go to the canteen area and dump the mug beside the sink, then go to the bathroom.  I make sure it’s unoccupied and go into a stall, lock the door and pull my slacks and panties down and start masturbating.  It’s not long before I’m bent double, my left hand on the door, my right hand rubbing my clit desperately and I’m cumming, I want to scream, to cry out but I have to be silent.  I just about manage it.

I clean myself as best I can and open the door.  One of the interns is washing her hands, shit I never heard her come in.  She smiles at me in the mirror, shit what did she hear?  We chat for a moment as I wash my hands, fuck I keep thinking I can smell my pussy, can she?  I go back to my desk and try hard to concentrate on work.

******

After work I drive to a golf superstore to get some new clothes.  I want to look my best for him, maybe he’ll notice me.  I pick out a short white skirt, nearer my pussy than my knees, a matching white sleeveless vest shirt, it’s low cut, exposing my breasts.  When I’m trying it on I look hot, I know it. I check my breasts, it’s been four days since I beat them, the bruising has largely faded, with a little makeup I’ll be able to hide it all.  The final touch is a matching white golf visor.

When I get home I check the mail, thank you US postal, finally my keys have arrived.  Once in my apartment I remove the wrist and ankle cuffs, my skin under them is red and chafed, I apply moisturizer to help them recover.  I leave the collar on, I love wearing it.  I clean my clubs and ensure everything is ready for tomorrow.  Then I punish myself for masturbating and wearing my slave gear at work. 

The dice decide that I must hang a four ounce weight from each nipple for 28 minutes.  It’s not hard, nothing like yesterday’s punishment.  I cry out when I put them on and I award myself six stokes on my ass as a consequence.  The hardest part is removing them, pulling the vicious little clips off my nipples.  I’m proud that I mange this in silence, I even stay silent as the blood re-enters my sensitive buds.


Wednesday

“Ready?” he asks.

“Ready Sir,” I reply, “Everything’s in my car.”

He stands up and looks at me.  “Emily, we’re going to play golf together and have dinner.  Please call me Harvey, it would look a little odd if you called me Sir as we played golf.  I expect the server to call me sir in the club, not my dinner partner.”

I smile.  “OK S . . . erm, Harvey.”  He smiles back at me. 

“You know where we’re going?  Good, see you there then.”

I drive myself to the club, Google Maps gets me there.  When I get out I’m nervous, I’ve never been to a golf course or country club before and I’m not sure what to expect.  I park the car and look round, my Master, no, Harvey is waiting for me.  He comes over.

“Found it OK then?”  I nod.  “Get your clothes, no, leave your clubs in the car for now.”  I pick up my bag with my clothes and he leads me into the club house.  It feels ancient, I mean not European ancient but it’s all oak paneling with portraits of past captains on the walls.  He guides me to the changing area and points me into the ladies.  “See you in the lobby in ten,” he says.  I change quickly and put my work clothes in the lockers and lock the door.  I laugh, you can tell this is exclusive as you don’t need two quarters for the lock.  I pull my hair into a high pony tail through the top of the visor.  I look in the mirror and adjust my breasts, pulling them upwards inside my bra.  Then I apply sun cream, factor 30, I don’t want to burn, and I’m good to go.

When I come out he’s waiting for me, he can’t help but check me out, looking me up and down.  When he realizes he blushes and looks away, I smile.  He has actually noticed me as a woman and not just as his PA.  We return to the cars, he helps me take my clubs out and set them up on the trolley.  We go to the start, he’s told me the first hole is nice and easy, 420 yards with a super wide fairway.  He speaks to the starter who also gives me the once over with his eyes and I see him laugh.

“We’re good,” Harvey says, “There’s a four ball in front of us and four behind us, so we’ll be OK.”  On the tee he goes first, he hits the ball a long way, only slightly to the left.  I’m nervous as I line up, I play it safe with a three wood and I try not to hit it too hard.  When it goes straight I breathe a massive sigh of relief.

“Good shot Emily,” he says.  I look at him and smile.

“Thank you  . . . Harvey,” I reply.  Shit I nearly said Master.  We put out clubs back into the bags and start to walk down the first fairway.

He pars the first, it takes me another two shots to get onto the green and I three put, great a double bogey.

“Don’t worry,” he says, “this is your first time.  It’s much harder playing for real than just being on the range.  On the second we have to wait for a few minutes for the four ball in front to finish.  It’s a short par three and Harvey makes the green in one, I land 20 yards short.  My second flies over the back and into a bunker.

“Too much,” he says.  I smile, I don’t care about the golf, I’m alone with him for the next few hours.

******

On the fairway of the sixth he offers me some guidance.  “Can I offer you some advice on your game?”

“Of course,” I reply.

“You’re twisting too much and moving your waist.  Try to twist without moving your ass backwards so much.  Take a few practice swings.” He watches me.  “Also, I think you’re holding the club too firmly.”

“My instructor says that.”

“Can I show you?”  I nod.  He walks over to me and stands behind me, then moves in close, very close.  I can feel him touching me through my clothes.  I want to turn round to hug him, to kiss him.  He wraps his arms round me, towering over me.  I feel like putty in his hands.  He puts his hands on top of mine on the club and swings the club, I move with him and my ass moves back, into his cock.  Shit, has he got a semi?  We do another few swings before I get the hang of the grip.  OK I’ll be honest with you, he’s got his arms wrapped round me and I don’t want him to let go, so I’m holding onto the club far too tight until I realize I must loosen my grip or he’ll think I’m an idiot.

“OK, got there in the end,” he says, letting go of my hands.  I want to turn, to kiss him but I resist.  I’d get fired for that.  He doesn’t move away, instead he puts his hands on my hips.  “Right, let’s work on your hip movement.  Take a half swing.”

I do as he says and as I turn I push my ass back into him.  That’s no semi in his pants, that’s a full on erection.  I almost turn and drop to my knees and pull down his pants to suck his cock, if we were isolated I would have done but we can see the previous group in front of us.  I don’t want him to be forced out of his club.

“No Emily, that’s where you’re going slightly wrong.  Try to keep your ass still.”  I take another half swing, this time I don’t push back as much.  He nods and says better, he makes me take another few half swings.  He looks up, the fairway ahead is empty.  I look behind, fuck, there’s a group opposite us on some other hole.

“Ready for a full swing?”

I don’t speak, just raise the club all the way and swing though the shot.  As I complete it I twist my head, I should be looking at where the ball went, and instead I’m looking into his eyes.  He should be tracking the imaginary ball as well but no, he’s not doing that, fuck, he’s not even looking into my eyes, fuck, he’s looking at my breasts, Eventually his gaze moves up and we stand like that, looking up at him, his hands on my hips, eyes locked on each other for a few moments before he breaks off and swallows.

“Thank you,” I say to him, “I think that’s helped.”  He’s blushing like a teenager and doesn’t speak.  We continue to play and talk for the next few hours until we’ve gone round.  He goes round in 92, if it wasn’t for eight shots in one bunker I’d have done 112 but my Master assures me that for a first round 120 is pretty good.  My arms ache, I’ve not hit that many balls in one session before.

We deposit our clubs back into our cars and get changed, I meet him in the lobby again and he takes me to the club restaurant.  He opts for a beer and I have a diet coke.  We talk about work, he asks about my career aims and I ask about his career history.  It’s like a real date.  After we’ve drunk up he takes me through to the restaurant and we eat, he tells me to order whatever I want, he’s paying.  He starts with salmon and follows it with lamb, I opt for duck followed by chicken in a white wine and cream sauce with mushrooms.  The food is incredible, much better than anything I’ve tasted before.  Must be because of the company.

In the car park I expect him to ask me back to his place, or kiss me goodbye.  Instead he’s very professional and we shake hands, as he turns he bids me good night and walks away.

“Good night,” I shout after him, adding quietly, “Master.”

I get into my car and pause for a few minutes, I want to remember all the details of today.  I drive home, the roads are quite quiet at this time.  I can’t stop thinking about how he held me on the course, how he looked at me, at my body, at my breasts, into my eyes.  There’s no doubt, today he saw me as a woman and he was attracted to me.  I can smell my own pussy as I’m driving, fuck I’m excited.

Once inside my apartment block and safely in the elevator I can’t help myself, I’m minutes from my apartment but even so I push my hand inside my skirt and panties and start rubbing my clit, I gasp and bend at the waist, using my other hand to support me.  I don’t care or even realize at the time that this is being filmed.  When the doors open it takes me a moment to leave, keeping one hand inside my panties.  At the door to my apartment I struggle to open it with the key, when I do I drop my bag and kick it inside the apartment where I just fall onto my knees.

My right hand is inside my panties and I’m rubbing my clit hard, my left hand has hold of the rug and I’m clenching my fist, scrunching the material in my hand as I get closer and to the orgasm I crave.  My hand is moving quickly and I’m crying out, thinking of his hands, his hands, on my waist, looking at my big breasts and I can’t help it, despite my training in orgasm denial I’m cumming, screaming as it comes over me.  I keep rubbing and a second, then a third orgasm comes over me as I relive the feeling of his hands on my body.

When I can’t take it any more I stop stroking and just push my hand inside my pussy, I gasp as I get my four fingers inside myself.  I get an idea, I pull my hand out and curl my fingers, tucking my thumb under my them and push it back inside myself, opening my pussy wider than ever before as I sink my fist inside, right up to the wrist.

I push it in and out, fisting myself.  It hurts, but at the same time it’s incredibly pleasurable, my mouth is open and I’m panting as I stretch my body to its limit.  I roll onto my back and put my hand onto my throat, squashing it, restricting my own breathing, imaging this is Harvey’s hand on me as he uses my body.

When I finally stop I pull my fist from my pussy and lick it, sucking my fingers to get every bit of slickness into my mouth.  Then I lie there, on my back on the hard wooden floor, thinking about the day.  Then guilt comes over me.  I came, not once, not twice but three times without permission.  My face flushes again, this time with shame.  A slave shouldn’t cum without permission.  There can be no excuse for this.

I crawl to my bedroom and get into position.  Master is where I left him, “I . . . I’m sorry Master, I . . . I came without permission.  Please punish me Master.”  I can hear him speak in my mind.

“Ask for permission now slave.”  I roll the 8 ball, it’s a yes. 

“Thank you Master but it still doesn’t excuse me.”  I roll the dice to select a punishment, I’m going to spend the night on the floor again.  “Thank you Master for punishing your slave.”  Then I think, I came three times, I need to be punished more than this.  My second one is to sleep with the clothespins on my breasts, they’ll hurt as they go on, as I sleep and move in the night they’ll snap off and wake me. 

The final punishment is to further punish my tits.  I’ll choose something in morning, something that will last all day.  I put my collar on, attach a leash and wrap it round the foot of the bed and lie down to sleep as best I can.  I’d failed him, I didn’t deserve to be in the same bed as him.  I must try harder.


Thursday

After my morning worship it’s time to set up my punishment for the day.  Sure, when I asked I was given permission to cum, but the point is I asked after I’d cum.  What if he’d said no?  I hurt myself yesterday, but I think some long term suffering is needed.  I look round, something that I can wear to work, I think about the rope bra, but that would be too much.  Instead I opt for the tack bra.

I’m proud of this, I made it myself.  Two inserts for my bra through which I’ve pushed as many thumb tacks as I can get in there – I’ve not counted them all but there must be 20 or more on each insert.  I put them inside my bra (one of my tightest) and fasten it, first having shortened the straps by an inch.  The bra was already tight, with the inserts and shorter straps it’s very tight.  The sharp pointed ends of the thumbs tacks are jabbing into the flesh of my breasts – not so deep that they break the skin, but deep enough to cause pain. 

Once I’m dressed I check myself out, my boobs look slightly bigger – I quite like the look.  I take one of my breasts in my hand and squeeze it gently, the pain increases.  I want to take them out.  Instead I go for the 8 ball.

“Master,” I ask, “May I remove the tack bra before work?”  I shake it, the answer is no.  Fuck.  And it’s going to be a long day, I have to catch up on what I missed yesterday.

******

I’m sat at my desk, the morning has passed like any other so far.  After yesterday and with tomorrow’s trip I’ve got a mountain of work to catch up on.  I need to be ahead of the game, need to show him always that he can rely on me.  My tits hurt.  Only another nine hours or so before I get home and can remove the bra.

Microsoft Teams, that work prevention device pings on my computer.  Depending on who the message is from I can ignore it, respond in a while or instantly type back.  It’s from Harvey, my master.  You know which option I chose.

Emily, can you come in please?

On my way Sir.

Yesterday is a memory, a very happy, if painful one, but now we are back at work formality has returned.  I can’t call my Master by his name, that would show a total lack of respect.  I stand and open the door to his office, step inside and close it behind me.  Half of me is expecting him to order me to my knees, to crawl to him and suck his cock.  All of me wants this to happen.  One look at him tells me that it won’t.

He looks up from his computer and speaks.  “Bill just called me, his mother has been taken ill and . . . well she’s not expected to make it, so he’s dropped everything.”  Bill, the partner I was attending the conference in Vegas with.

“I’m sorry to hear that Sir.”  I genuinely am, Bill’s a really nice man.  Losing his mother is going to be horrible for him.  My Master continues to speak.

“So clearly he’s not going to Vegas this weekend for the conference.  We’ve had a quick call and I’m going to take his place.”  His voice changes slightly as he says that.  “So can you make the arrangements please?”

I try hard, very hard, to keep the excitement out of my voice as I reply.  I’m going to get to spend a weekend, alone, in Vegas, with my Master.  I’m going weak at the knees.  He looks up from his computer, looking at me, the light from the windows is behind him and I can’t make out his face.  Eventually I speak.

“I’ll make the arrangements Sir.”  I turn, then turn back.  “Sir, the hotel, I’d booked a double room for Bill and I,” he coughs when I say that, I blush, “Not like that Sir, I mean, it’s a room with a lounge area and two separate bedrooms off it.  Bill said he likes that arrangement, then we could work together.  Would you prefer a separate room or is this OK?”

He doesn’t answer immediately, and when he does his voice is strained.  “I think that would be perfect, please make the arrangements.”

“My pleasure Sir,” I reply, my voice low.  As soon as I close the door behind me I hug myself.  Two days, alone with him.  I go to my desk and phone the travel agent to change the bookings.  I’m almost shaking with excitement.

******

When I leave it’s gone seven, I’ve had the tacks on my tits for just over 12 hours.  When I get home I strip naked apart from my bra and put my collar on.  I want to watch myself as the bra comes off.  I kneel in front of my mirror and undo the clasp at the back.  Gently I pull it over my shoulders, my skin is red from where it’s been biting into my skin, it’s such a relief to take it off at the end of the day.  Girls with small boobs and men have no idea how lucky they are.

I pull it off my body, I smile, the tack inserts have stayed where they are, the thin metal spikes sticking into my breasts.  I take the end of one and pull it gently, it resists coming out initially so I just pull it harder until slowly, so slowly it comes away from my skin.  I gasp as I comes off, it’s a blessed relief to be free of them.

I turn to face my Master, the sex doll is lying on the bed where I left him this morning.

“I’m sorry I came without permission Master, thank you for punishing me to teach me a lesson.”  I don’t say it won’t happen again.  It probably will.

Naked I pack a bag for the weekend, there’s a drinks reception on Friday night for which I’ll need a cocktail dress, suits for the Saturday and Sunday meetings and a second dress for the farewell drinks meeting on Sunday night, then the red-eye overnight home on Sunday, then straight to the office.  There’s a few free hours on Saturday night, so we can see what Vegas has to offer.  I must admit, I’m looking forward to that.

Once I’m ready for the weekend I shower, eat and go to bed, once again falling asleep with his cock in my mouth.  The only way this could be a better way to end the day would be if it was his real cock in my mouth.  Maybe . . . maybe at the weekend.


Friday

He walks out of his office bang on 11am, and looks at me.  “Ready to go?”

“Ready Sir,” I reply.

“Emily, please, don’t call me sir for the weekend.  Harvey, remember?  People might think it’s a little odd if you call me Sir.”  I smile, not half as odd as what I want to call him.  I order and Uber and we pick up our bags and head for the street.  When we get there the car is waiting for us, we load our bags into the trunk and climb into the back.  On the ride to the airport Harvey tells me about Vegas, he’s been a dozen times and can always find something to do.

At the airport we check our bags, I have a sudden realization that I’ve got a metal dildo in my ass.  Fuck, I apologize and find the ladies so I can remove it.  I place it in my shoulder bag, not ideal but better than having it up my ass and letting the TSA find it that way.  Once it’s safely cleaned (in my mouth of course) I stow it in the bottom of my bag and leave the restroom. 

It feels strange walking without it inside me, apart from when a guy’s wanted to fuck my ass or I’ve been in the restroom it’s been inside me for over a year.  I can barely remember what walking without it moving inside me is like.  My Master is waiting for me at security, instinctively I aim for the coach class line, he guides me to the first class line.

“I get one guest,” he tells me, showing me his Delta gold card.  Who am I to argue?  There are no issues with security, is it my imagination, does the lady operating the scanner look at me oddly? – thank fuck my bag doesn’t get taken to one side for a manual inspection.

Master and I go to the business class lounge, he has a glass of red wine, I pass on alcohol and accept an orange juice.  We both take out laptops and work until our gate is called.

******

At the gate he joins the priority line and tells me to stand with him.  Once on board I instinctively turn right, he turns to the left.  I’m 10 feet away from him when I hear his voice.

“Emily, Emily,” I stop and turn, “Where are you going?”  I pause and look at my ticket, 8A.  I’d assumed that was in coach, but I look at the seat I’m stood next to, it’s row 9.  I smile, business class.  Nice.

“Sorry,” I say to him, “I’d assumed I’d be going in the cheap seats.”  The company allows partners to go business or first, lesser grades go at the back.  I walk back and take my seat, I’ve never been up front before.  Next shock is that Harvey sits next to me.  He smiles.

“I swapped my first class ticket for a business class and upgraded you.  I hope you don’t mind?”

I shake my head, of course I don’t mind.  The stewardess comes over and offers us a drink, He takes a champagne.  I reach for a juice when He speaks.

“Live a little Emily,” he says, “You don’t fly up front every day, do you?  She’ll take a champagne too, thank you.” I shrug my shoulders slightly, a little embarrassed and accept the offered drink, beyond happy that he’s making decisions for me.  We make small talk until the doors close and the stewardess collects the glasses.  We sit upright as the plane makes it’s way to the runway.  I don’t like flying, I’m always nervous.  The plane lifts off, as is does I sink my nails into the seat armrest.

“Ow,” says my Master.  I look down, he’s holding the armrest – I swear I’m so nervous I didn’t realize I had my hand on his, our eyes meet, I should let go of him but I don’t.  Instead we just look at each other, eventually he breaks the silence.

“Are you going to let go of me?”  I hold on for a few more seconds before I release him.  He looks down, my nails have left marks in his skin.

“Sorry,” I reply, “I don’t much like flying.  I get nervous.”  He smiles and lifts his hand off the seat arm.

“I think you need that more than me.”  Maybe I do, but he should have it if he wants it.  I put my hands onto my lap and eventually look away from him, instead I look out of the window and watch the Earth fall away.

Once the seatbelt lights go out I stand and get my laptop.

“Don’t,” he says to me, “Relax and watch a movie or two, you’re working all weekend so lighten up a little.”  I pause and then put it away.  That was an order.  I sit back down and the stewardess takes our drinks orders, Harvey orders another champagne for us both and we start to talk.  He tells me about his family, what he likes to read and watch.  When we finish the drinks the staff take the glasses away and take our food order.  We both opt for seafood pasta, then he apologizes to me, there’s a film he wants to watch.  I watch the same one, eating as we watch.

He orders white wine with his food, I also take a glass.  I’m not used to much alcohol, and certainly not three glasses with my lunch.  I’m light headed and watch as he drinks another two glasses of wine.  When the food is done he ignores me as he watches another couple of films.  I do the same.

******

At the hotel we check in and go to the room.  Due to the magic of flying west it’s only three pm and we’ve got five hours until the reception.  We go to our own bedrooms and unpack, Master wants a quick sleep (lunch time drinking!), he say’s he’ll meet me at five in the lounge area.  I watch him as he closes his room door.  I can’t resist, he’s only one door away from me.

I go to my room and unpack, strip off and re-insert my butt plug, fuck, I should have done that on the plane, no, in the lounge.  Shit.  I wait for 20 minutes then open my door and crawl out to just outside his door.  Once I’m in place I listen, the hotel is quiet, almost silent and I can hear his breathing, OK, snoring, and I smile.  That will be my sign, when he stops or I hear him get out of bed I’ll be able to move.  Until then I kneel, open my legs wide, hands on my thighs, head down.  He’s less than four feet away from me.  I can feel it coming, my brain is working overtime and I quietly slip into subspace.

******

Fuck, I have no idea how long I’ve been in subspace.  I snap out of it and listen, FUCK, he’s moving around inside his room.  FUCK.  I panic, then think for a second.  I stand, not easy after . . . fuck . . . quick look at the clock, almost 90 minutes, and walk to my room as quietly as I can.  Once inside I’ve got five minutes.  I throw on a bra, blouse and a skirt and a pair of heels, red, I know he likes them, pick up my shoulder bag and I’m sat on the couch waiting for him in five minutes.  Fuck my thighs hurt.

When he opens the door he checks me out, I’m in no doubt.  He’s scanned me up and down.  “Shall we go,” he asks.  I don’t speak, we just head for the door.

We spend the next few hours walking up the strip, entering a few casinos and losing money on the slots.  It’s all fun.  He has a couple more drinks, I stick with soft drinks.  I think if I got too drunk I’d confess everything to him.  Once we reach the Luxor he hails a taxi and we head back to our hotel, it’s coming up to seven and we need to get changed.  I shower and apply my makeup, put on my little black cocktail dress, low cut, revealing my ample breasts, I put on sheer black hold ups and black heels.  I want to wear red, but I think black is more appropriate.  The final touch is to pull my hair back into a sleek pony tail.  When I’m ready I think I look good.  I check the clock, we’ve got 15 minutes.

When I come out of my room Harvey is waiting for me.  He’s sat at the desk, back to the window, facing into the room.  He looks amazing, he’s wearing a tailored tuxedo with a black bow tie.  God I’d love to go over to him and fuck him, suck his cock dry.

“You look amazing Emily,” he says to me.  I smile and blush.

“So do you . . . . Sir,” I say.  Fuck, I nearly said Master.

“Come here,” he says.  His hand on a box on the desk.  I don’t hesitate, ‘Come here’ was clearly an order.  I walk over to him, he swivels in his chair and looks up at me, I’m towering over him, I don’t like it.  A woman should be shorter than her man, his sheer size emphasizes his importance over her.

“I bought you a present,” he says to me, he sounds nervous, “Kneel down in front of me Emily.”  His voice is low, he sounds nervous.

“Yes Sir,” I reply, barely whispering the words.  I do as ordered, not easy in heels and that dress, and I instantly feel happier, he’s looking down at me, looking at my breasts.  I breathe deeper and thrust them out and look up at him, into his eyes.  He’s controlling me, does he know he’s doing it?

He picks the box off the desk and hands it to me.  “Open it,” he says.  I take it from him and pull on the ribbon, it comes off and I lift the lid.  Inside is a necklace . . . is it a necklace?  It’s made of . . . fuck, made of gold I think.  It will go about three quarters of the way round my neck, at the back on each side is a chain, with a heart shaped padlock.  I lift it out of the box and hold it, then offer it to my Master. 

[image: ]

Maybe I’m caught in the moment, maybe it’s the drinks I had earlier, whatever it is, I can’t help myself.  “Please put it on my neck Master,” I say, “Enslave me.  Make me yours.”  Fuck I did it, the dice is cast.  How will he react?  I look up, he’s smiling at me.

“I read the signs right then did I?  That necklace you were wearing earlier in the week?”

“Yes Master,” I reply, my voice barely audible.   I watch as he unlocks the collar, then extends his strong hands and puts it only my neck as I lift my hair out of the way.  I can’t help it, tears form in the corner of my eyes, I’m so happy I’m crying.  When he fastens the padlock I feel it, I love it, subtle enough to be a necklace, to my Master and me it’s a slave collar.

He puts a finger on my chin and raises my head.  We look at each other, he’s smiling, I’m crying, not caring about my makeup.  I’ve been enslaved, I couldn’t be happier.

“Come,” he says, “Stand up, stop crying and come with me.  We have to go to the reception.”  He’s beaming at me, and me at him. 

“Yes Master,” I reply. That was a real order.  From now when we are alone it will always be Master.

******

It’s just after 10 when we leave the reception, it was tedious, neither of us wanted to be there.  When we make our excuses people ask us to stay, but as we point out, it’s gone midnight for us.  As soon as we are back in our room he turns to face me.

“So,” he says, “You’re a slave?”

“I’m your slave Master.”

“So, what I can do with you?”

“Anything you want Master, I belong to you.”

He thinks for a moments then speaks to me.  “Take your dress off.”  That’s an order, there can only be one response.  I smile.

“Yes Master,” I say.  I unzip the dress and pull it down, allowing it to fall to the floor, I step out of it, revealing my braless body.  He looks it up and down, he sits down in a chair and points at the floor in front of him.  I drop to my hands and knees and crawl to him, he opens his legs and I kneel between them, my legs open wide, outside his.

He bends forward and takes my breasts into his hands and squeezes them.  “Fucking amazing, and . . . and I can do what I like?”

“Of course Master,” I say, “This body belongs to you Master.”  He’s clearly unsure about what he can do, so I take the lead.  “Would you like to hurt me Master?  It will be my pleasure to suffer for you Master.”  He swallows, he’s clearly nervous. 

“Emily, I . . . I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Master, I promise you you’ll enjoy hurting.”  I smile at him and take his hand into mine.  I raise it up, my eyes fixed on his and then I bring his open hand down onto my breast, slapping me hard, the sound echoing round the room.  He watches, staring at me.  I raise his hand again and slap myself with it a second, then a third time, all the time our eyes locked.  I take my hand off his, without my bidding he lifts it and slaps me again.

I smile at him, then use my hands to unzip him and pull his cock out.  I spit into my hands and start to wank him.  “Hit me again Master,” I say to him.  He looks around, suddenly nervous before lifting his hand up and slapping me, not as hard as I did it.

“Hit me harder Master, make me feel it, really feel it.”  Next time he hits me harder and I make a noise, he smiles.  I think he likes it when I make a sound, next time he slaps me even harder and I gasp and say ow.  See, I’m right?  15 minutes ago he’d never thought about hitting a woman, now he’s enjoying hurting me.  I keep wanking him with one hand, with the other I undo his belt and pull it out, all the time watching him, enjoying the look on his face as he hurts me.

When the belt is free I hand it to him.  “Use this if you want Master, or put it round my neck and choke me, whatever you want Master.”  He takes the belt and folds it in two.

“Suck my cock,” he says.

“My pleasure Master,” I reply.  I bend forward and take his cock into my mouth and suck.  I start gently, sucking softly and moving my head up and down, on each stroke I take a little more into my mouth.  I cry out, he’s used the belt on my back, it hurt.  I push down and take him all the way into my mouth, into my throat and bury my face there, holding him in place as he whips my back.  I can hear him moaning, I’m using my tongue on his shaft, his cock tastes amazing, I could suck it for hours. 

I move up, take a breath and then start in earnest, sucking him hard, moving my head up and down as he lashes me over and over, I cup his balls and they tighten.  He’s going to cum in my mouth.  I pull back, allowing him to cum.  He stops lashing me and puts the belt round my neck, passing the end through the belt loop so he can control me with it.  I take his cock out of my mouth and open wide, to show him his load, then I close and swallow.

“Fuck Emily,” he says, “That was amazing.  I’ve never had a girl blow me like that before . . . you, you were amazing.” 

It makes me feel so proud that he thinks so, all that practice has paid off!  “It was my pleasure to serve you Master, you can do what you like to me, whenever you like.  I love you Master, I belong to you.  Heart, mind, body and soul.”  He runs his fingers through my hair, stands and yanks on the make shift leash. 

“Follow me slave.”  I do as ordered, he walks me to his room and goes to the bathroom.  When he comes back I’m kneeling at the side of the bed.  He gets into the bed and orders me to use the bathroom.  When I come back he looks at me.

“Master, where do you want me to sleep?”

“What do you mean?”

I can see I’ll have to train him on how to own me.  “Do you want me to sleep on the floor or will you allow me the honor of sleeping next to you?”

He shakes his head.  “Get in next to me.”

“Thank you Master,” I reply as I get into the bed with him.  “Master, would you like to me suck you cock while you fall asleep?”

“That, that would be amazing.”

“Sleep well Master,” I say, I kiss him and then take his cock into my mouth.  I can hardly breathe under the sheets, but I don’t care.  I’m in my happy place, with my Master’s cock in my mouth.


One Year Later

Seven am, the clock starts the radio.  I lie for 10 minutes and listen to the news.  When it ends I roll over and kiss my wife, still half asleep next to me.  I slip out of bed, kill the radio and walk to the dressing room where I dress, putting on a dark suit and light shirt.  I pull out my phone and check a few things, then time to leave.

Downstairs I get a juice, put on my shoes and I’m out into the garage, into the car and on my way to work.  It’s only 20 minutes away, a nice easy drive.  I park it in the lot and take the elevator to the appropriate floor and go straight to my office, I open the door and step in, closing it behind me.  I put my briefcase down, hang my coat and then quietly leave, closing the door behind me.  I look at my PA’s desk, Mondays, I have to get my own coffee and donut.

When I come back I lock myself in the inner office and turn on the computer.  I do what can’t be put off while I eat and sip the hot black liquid.  When I’m done I sit back and turn to face Emily.  She’s where she is every Monday, kneeling naked, the steel collar I locked on her neck on Friday is still in place – not that surprising, I’ve got the only key.

She’s wearing a blindfold, her arms are behind her back, handcuffed in place, again, I’ve got the only key.  There’s a padlock through her nose, we had her septum pierced about six months ago, and a chain attached to it, connected to a ring on my desk.  The chain is taught, if it wasn’t she’d be punished.  In her ears are foam noise absorbers, over her ears are noise cancelling headphones.  She’s been like this at least since I checked on her on my phone, there’s a camera pointing at her.

Her full firm breasts are on display, she’s got two ounce weights hanging from the rings in her nipples, the pain helping to keep her focused.  I pick up a piece of paper on my desk, hand written by Emily.

Master

I hope you enjoyed your weekend.  I followed your orders Master, but I failed you on nine occasions. Please punish me Master, teach your slave a lesson.  Make it hurt.

Emily

We’ve managed three weekends away since I enslaved her, every other weekend I go to her apartment on Sunday instead of playing golf, God we have fun those afternoons.  Well, I have fun and Emily enjoys serving me.  Fuck only knows what goes on in her head.  She’s under strict orgasm control, I only allow her to cum once a month and only after she’s asked for permission.  If she ever cums without permission she suffers.

When we first got together as Master/Slave she explained her theory that men enjoy hurting women for sexual pleasure.  I doubted her when she told me this, fuck I just went into it to fuck her hot young body but she was right, god I love hurting her, I get so fucking hard.  And she loves being hurt – well, she loves the sensations she releases in me when I hurt her.

I open a drawer on my desk and pull out my riding crop.  I flex it and smile, then lay it onto Emily’s breasts.  I’m going to hurt her, she knows it and welcomes it, loving the attention, loving what it will do to me.  As the leather touches her body she smiles and speaks.

“Good Morning Master,” she says.  I don’t speak, I put the crop between her breasts and she moves her hands, putting them onto her tits, pushing them together, holding the crop in place.  I unhook the chain from her nose and remove the padlock.  I take the crop in my hand and swing it in the air a few times, then bring it down onto her offered chest.  She takes the blow in silence, as she’s trained to do, then she speaks.

“One thank you Master, please may I have another?”

Swish.  “Two thank you Master, please may I have another?”

We go all the way to nine, she takes them all in total silence, never once crying out.  Personally, I doubt she fucked up at all at the weekend, I know she’ll have claimed that she did, just so I can hurt her.  I love the deep red lines forming on her body.  After the last blow I can’t resist any longer, I undo my fly and thrust my rock hard cock into her mouth, sinking it all the way in.  My wife never sucks my cock, Emily blows me a dozen times a week.

I push her back against the desk and use her mouth, I pull the headphones off and talk to her.  “Can you taste my wife on my cock?  I fucked her last night, I didn’t wash so you can taste her.”  I’m shouting as I tell her this, Emily doesn’t enjoy fucking a woman, so I make her do it several times a month – I always watch, I’ve got cameras in her apartment.

It doesn’t take long until I’m crying in pleasure, bucking my hips as I cum, depositing my load in her mouth.  She really is a great blow, she can easily swallow my full length.  Emily swallows everything, she wouldn’t dare fail on that. 

When I pull out of her mouth I order her to get dressed, she obeys me as always. I remove her collar and put it into my desk.  I love coming to work these days.  There’s always Emily to look forward to.

“Get me another coffee,” I say, not looking at her.  I can hear her smile.

“My pleasure Master,” she says.  Time to start another week in the office.


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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paige.bond.author@gmail.com





About The Author

Paige Bond

[image: ]

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.”

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

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.”

OEBPS/image_rsrcKW.jpg





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrcKV.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcKX.jpg





