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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.





Friday

The alarm clock starts to bleep, signaling the start of Friday.  I love Fridays and hate them in equal measure.  I love them as I’ll spend much of the afternoon alone with my Master in his inner office.  What I hate is that he’ll go home early to spend the weekend with his wife and I will have no contact with him until Monday. 

I lean over and hit the clock, turning it off.  I get out of bed immediately, if I don’t then I might just lie there, and how can I worship him from bed?  As soon as I got out of bed I go to the bathroom and pee, a quick wash of my face to help me wake up and then back into my bedroom.  I check the clock – 5:33am, plenty of time.

His photo is on one of the walls of the bedroom of my apartment, taken from the HR pages, blown up to full legal size, it’s about three feet off the floor.  I kneel down in front of him and gaze into his eyes.  Silently I open my legs as wide as I can and get lost in his dark brown eyes.  Instantly I feel calm, his presence has that effect on me.  I reach up to my neck and feel my slave collar, tight to my throat, the D ring hanging down at the front.  I adjust it slightly, making sure the D ring is centered.  I run my hands down my body, over my breasts and onto my thighs, hands face up.  I look down slightly, it’s important that I don’t invade his space too much by looking at him and I relax, mentally.  Physically my back is arched, my stomach sucked in, breasts thrust out and I’m in position, worshipping him with my body. 

“Alexa, set slave timer 45 minutes,” I say quietly to the echo in the corner.

“OK,” she replies, “I’ve set slave timer for 45 minutes.”  For the next 45 minutes I will remain motionless, silent.  If I move or make a noise I will be punished, that’s part of the deal.  I won’t even know how long I’ve been in position for or how long I’ve got to go.  I can’t have been like that for long, already I can feel the pain building in my hips but it doesn’t matter, what matters is that I stay in position until I have his permission to move.  If I’m lucky and everything goes to plan I’ll slip into subspace, my brain will release the endorphins I crave and then I won’t even notice the pain.  I want to look at him, to study his amazing face observing me but I’m not allowed, eye control is something that works for us.  It’s all about denial of what I want so I can focus on what he wants, what he needs, what he deserves.

The pain continues to build, as does the desire to look at him.  I just want to move, to know how much longer I have to endure this painful position – think it’s not painful?  Try it yourself, get onto the floor, open your legs wide and put your hands on your thighs and don’t move for 45 minutes.  I’ll be amazed if you last 10 minutes.  After a few minutes your hips will start to ache, after 10, if you make it that long, you’ll be in agony.  And I can, and will, go for 45.  My aim is to extend this to an hour, not yet, but I’m working towards it.  One day, one day soon.  He deserves to be worshipped like this for at least an hour a day.

Soon it’s obvious to me that I’m not going to get into subspace – I can hear cars out in the street, the garbage truck is in the street.  I can only achieve this when my world consists only of me and my Master, I could cheat I suppose and wear noise cancelling headphones, but I want this to be real, just me and him.  In a perfect world he and I would live alone on a desert island where I could serve his every need, or we’d live together in a huge house away from the road and other people, but that’s not possible.  Not yet anyway.  Fuck, I’d give almost anything to spend the weekend with him.  Does his wife even know how lucky she is?  I bet she doesn’t have a clue.

I can feel sweat forming on my brow, I’m starting to shake a little, surely it can’t be long until Alexa breaks the silence?  But I’m shaking, I’m not allowed to do that, so already I know that I’ll have to be punished when the smart speaker releases me from my position.  I try to focus on him, in my mind I’m telling him how I’ll strain to serve him better, to be the slave he deserves and not just the body that’s in front of him. 

Behind me the speaker starts to make a sound, the radio is coming on.  Thank goodness.

“Thank you Master,” I say to his image, looking up at him, “Thank you for allowing me to kneel before you and worship you.  Your property is sorry that it moved without permission, please will you punish me Master, however you wish to Master.”  There’s no answer obviously, I decide that wearing clothespins on my nipples until I’m ready to leave the apartment is a suitable punishment.

I move out of position and crawl to my sex draw and open it, quickly finding my set of clothespins.  I live on the eighth floor, obviously the only reason I have these is to inflict pain on myself, something I do regularly as I can never be the perfect slave he deserves.  There are two sets, each one with a dozen clothespins linked together with a piece of string.  I take a deep breath and put the first one on my already erect nipple. When you see this done by professional porn stars it’s always placed behind the nipple, on the areola, or the gap where the washing line would go is placed on the nipple, but that’s not what I want.  I want to feel real pain, to make this hurt, to make the punishment real.
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As I release my grip on the handle the ends start to come together, when the wood is touching my nipple I take a deep breath and hold it, then release.  The spring closes the gap and the wood bites into my nipple, causing me intense pain.  But I’m proud of myself, sometimes I cry out when this bites into me, but not today.  If I had cried out I’d have to punish myself again, punishment should be taken in silence.  I don’t want to spoil his day with my moaning.  I apply a second to my other nipple in the same way, again in silence and I stand and look at myself in the full length mirror.  Today I don’t bother with the others, some days I’ll apply them all over my breasts or pussy, today just two seems right.

I’m 23, long natural blonde hair, long legs and large, 32DD, breasts.  I’m five foot seven and weigh in at about 130lbs.  I’m naturally thin, but I like to run three or four times a week to keep myself trim.  With the clothespins on my nipples I look hot, I cup my breasts and squeeze, fuck I’m better than hot, I’m super-hot, from the top of my head to my toes.

Quickly I get into the shower, keeping my hair dry.  I bend forward and ease the six inch butt plug out of my ass – it lives there, 24x7x365, the only time I ever remove it is to clean it, once a day in the shower, or when I need to shit.  As soon as it’s out of my ass (a painful process) I slip it into my mouth to clean it.  There’s a vague taste of shit, nothing too unpleasant.  I suck it clean before bending over again and re-inserting it.

[image: Master Series Chrome Plated Jeweled Emerald Butt Plug Small : Amazon.co.uk:  Health &amp; Personal Care]

When I first bought it, it took me almost a week to insert the first time.  No matter how much lube I used I just couldn’t get it into my ass.  I could get the first inch in, but my ass rejected it over and over.  On the Saturday night I bought a bottle of wine and drank it all, I don’t drink frequently, and when the alcohol had taken hold I lubed my ass, gently inserting a finger into myself, then a second.  I fucked my ass with my hand over and over, with time it got easier and easier. 

I put the end of the dildo to my mouth and sucked it, opening my mouth wide to take the cool metal into my mouth.  My lips closed around the narrow neck and I held it there, I was on all fours in front of the mirror.  I loved the way the glass jewel sparked in the light as I watched myself fuck my own ass with my fingers.  It was time.

I put my shoulders down on the carpet, head facing the mirror.  With one hand I pulled the dildo out of my mouth, my jaws relaxing as it came out, my other hand still slowly fucking my ass.  I spat onto the dildo several times, getting it as wet as I could, to make it easier to insert.  Gently I lined it up with my ass, two fingers still buried inside myself.  I slowly pulled my fingers out, using the tips to open my ass wide.

I took a deep breath and pushed the dildo forward, my ass was well lubed, the end wet and I pushed one, then two inches inside myself.  Before I’d always just pushed harder, trying to get it in but this time I was enjoying the sensation of my asshole being stretched.  I pulled it out, then pushed it back in and slowly fucked my ass with it.  I was moaning in delight, I wanted to play with my clit, to cum, but decided against it.  If I got the plug in my ass that would be my reward.

Every time I pushed it in I thought I got a little more inside myself, moaning louder and louder, lost in my own world, desperate to cum.  I still had two fingers inside my ass, pulling my hole wider and wider, helping the jeweled plug in.  I had three, then four inches inside.  Only a tiny amount more and the widest part would be inside me.  I counted down, pushing it in.  As the widest part stretched my asshole I counted out loud, “Ten.”

I pulled it back, groaning in delight at the sensation and pushed it inside my tight asshole again.  “Nine,” I said, my voice high pitched and whining.  I kept it up, pulling out, in and counting down.  At one it was going all the way in.

“Three . . . . . . two . . . . . one . . . FUCK . . . .” I yelled as I pushed hard, the full length disappearing inside me.  My ass closed on the plug, sucking it in and I lay there, ass in the air, the plug fully filling my hole.  I couldn’t resist any longer, I pushed my hand between my legs and thrust two fingers inside my pussy, feeling the plug through the thin wall of skin.  With my other hand I rubbed my clit, it only took me a few second before I came, crying in pleasure as wave after wave of orgasm came over me.  I’d never had a cum like that before, there were hints of pain from the giant metal plug in my ass, but I loved it.  In that instant I resolved to leave the plug in my ass permanently.

I lay there for a while, before lifting my hands to my mouth.  I twisted round, keeping my ass up high until I could see it, the green jewel catching the light and shining.  I pushed one hand to my mouth and sucked my fingers, alternating between the taste of my pussy and my ass.  I loved it.  I loved the jewel in my ass, I squeezed my ass gently and could feel it inside me, a constant reminder of what I was becoming.

******

When I get out of the shower I do a quick time check, I’ve got time and I get a bagel and some OJ.  I kneel at the side of the chair in the kitchen to eat, why should a slave eat at her Master’s table without his permission?  In the year I’ve been his slave I’ve eaten off the floor, or kneeling at the chair every day.  The table has been unused, unless I have a friend round, eating off the floor would be hard to explain!  I break the toasted bagel into small pieces and drop them into a bowl then pour the juice into a second bowl.  I kneel in front of the bowls and bend forward, taking a small piece of bagel into my mouth, chewing and swallowing before sucking up some juice.  I repeat until it’s all gone, then stand and wash the bowls under the running tap.  I wipe my face, cleaning off the crumbs and juice stains.

It doesn’t take long to eat, then back to my bedroom, crawling, naturally, and dress ready for work.  Sheer black holdups, panties (black naturally) barely covering the green jewel in my ass, with a matching black bra.  I debate taking off the clothespins but decide that they should stay on for a long as possible to maximize my pain.  I put the bra on, but carefully lift the meat of my full tits out of the cups.  I look at myself in the mirror, I look like a whore.  I smile at myself, I like the look.  I slip on a blouse, a red one that’s quite low cut but don’t fasten it up yet – it would mean removing the clothespins and I’m not ready for that, not just yet.

Next I clean my teeth and wash my face, then go into my room and apply my makeup.  He doesn’t like me to wear too much – one day, soon after I become his property I wore far too much and he told me so, ever since then I’ve applied the mantra that less is more.  So just some foundation and some subtle red lipstick to match my blouse, then a little mascara and I’m ready.  Quick time check, it’s ten before seven so still time.  I look at myself in the mirror and take the string that’s attached to the clothespins, steel myself for the pain that’s about to come and I yank it hard, the clothespins come flying off and pain shoots through my nipples as the skin is squeezed out under the grip of the ends. 

I want to scream, to cry out, the pain is intense, it makes the pain I suffered putting them on feel like nothing.  For a minute I stand there, shaking and moving, trying to distract myself.  The instant pain of removing them dies quickly, but is quickly replaced by a throbbing pain as blood re-enters my sensitive buds.  I don’t have time, I put the torture device on the side table, push my breasts into my bra, fasten my blouse and then go to my bedside table, open the draw and take out the key.  I reach behind my neck and unlock the collar, taking it off and I place it in my shoulder bag, ready for work – along with a few other bits and pieces.  A quick check of my neck, there’s a small mark where it’s been but that will fade by the time I get to work.  I pick up my keys and walk out of my door, into the elevator and down to the car lot, into my car and I leave to join the other commuters on their way to work.

******

Traffic’s not too bad this morning, a few lucky light changes and I’m at the office in just under an hour.  First things first, I place my shoulder bag into my draw and lock it, I wouldn’t normally do that but today it’s important that no one sees inside it – I doubt anyone would look, but it would be . . . unfortunate if anyone did.  I go into his office.  We have a joint workspace, I’m in the outer office, him in the inner, and prepare it for him, I adjust the blinds, the sun can come in too much early in the morning, then I return to my own desk and start my day.  I don’t know if he knows I do these things for him, it doesn’t matter though, does it?  My role is to make his life easier, my position is below him in all things.

At just after eight the phone on my desk gives a single ring then stops.  That’s the security guard on the car park letting me know that my bosses’ car has just entered the underground lot.  He’ll be here in a little under 10 minutes, so I take out my perfume and apply a little, I like to do it here so that my scent will be in the air when he comes in.  I wait another five minutes then go to the break area, pick up a single ring donut from the pile and pour him a black coffee.  I return to our office and put these on his desk, ready and waiting for him.  A minute later I’m back at my desk and 30 seconds after that the outer door opens and he walks in. 

“Good morning Emily,” he says, his voice deep and powerful.  He’s wearing a dark suit with a white cotton shirt and silk tie, the outfit probably cost more than my month’s rent.  He looks amazing, but then he always does, I can make out the contours of his biceps under his suit, he’s strong and well-built and I guess he must go to the gym three or four times a week to work out. 

“Good morning Sir,” I reply, “How was your drive in today?”  I call him Sir to his face, it’s rather old fashioned but I like it.  When I first started he tried to get me to call him by his first name, but he quickly gave up.  I like it as it re-enforces my position with him.  I’d call him Master if I thought I could get away with it, but I don’t think that that would fly.

“Good thanks Emily.”  He doesn’t ask me about my drive, why should he?  I’m his personal assistant, his slave, not that he knows I’m his slave, I’ve never told him.  I’m pretty sure I’d lose my job if I confessed that I loved him and was his property – I’d rather he didn’t know and I got to spend five days a week with him, than tell him once and risk losing him forever.  Maybe one day I’ll tell him, maybe I’ll be lucky then and he’ll return my love, he’ll leave his wife and I can be his slave girl.  Until then I’m just his PA.  Could be worse.

He walks though my outer office, into his and closes the door and work starts for the day.  The rules of the office are clear, if his door is closed he can only be disturbed by me – if I’m not there then no one is allowed in, for any reason.  I’m the guardian of his gateway.  I give him 15 minutes then go to the kitchen and pour him a fresh coffee.  On my return I silently open his door and go in, he briefly looks up from his laptop.  I replace the empty cup with a fresh one, pick up the plate that held the donut and leave, closing the door behind me.

******

I barely got to see him or speak to him this morning, the first message I get is an Instant Message giving me his lunch order – it’s Friday so he’ll eat at his desk so he can get home early.  Just before 12 I descend to the first floor with the cafés and sandwich bars and get his order, a six inch tuna sub with plain chips and a diet coke.  I get the same and I’m quickly back upstairs where I knock on his door and go in, placing the sub on his desk.  He’s on the phone and doesn’t acknowledge me.  At the end of the month I’ll present him with a bill for the month’s lunches and he’ll pay me immediately, I like that, it’s like he’s paying to be with me.

At one he calls me and we spend the next two hours planning his next week at work.  There’s a conference on in Vegas that I’m going to, leaving Friday and back Sunday.  Usually the attending partner will take his own secretary, but Bill’s PA is on vacation that week, so I offer to attend.  Who wouldn’t want to spend a weekend in Vegas when someone else is paying?

“You’re sure you don’t mind going that weekend do you Emily?  I wouldn’t want you to attend if it takes you away from your social life.” 

“No Sir,” I reply, “Nothing planned.  I’ve never been to Vegas and I’d love to go.”

“You won’t get much time for sight-seeing.”

“I know Sir.”

He smiles at me, “Great, that’s great Emily.  You won’t get to see much, but I think that you’ll get a few hours on Saturday night, maybe you can take in a show, or just play the slots.  Whatever you fancy.  If you go to a show expense it.  And take a $200 for fun money.”  I hesitated, he backed up that statement.  “That’s an order Emily, take $200 from petty cash and have fun.”

“Thank you Sir,” I reply.  He has just given me a direct order, he’s never done that before.  I can feel my knees go weak, I’m glad I’m sat down so my body doesn’t betray me.  Sure, he asks me to do things all the time, but that was an order.  I’ll have to be very, very careful to not blow it and blurt out how I feel about him.

When I’m dismissed I’ve got a few hours work ahead of me, filling his diary and typing up the dictation. 

I know he’ll be leaving in the next 20 minutes or so.  Right on time I hear him move in his office.    I take a deep breath and suck in my stomach and thrust out my chest.  His door opens, out he strides.  I love how he looks, even this late on Friday he’s not let his appearance get worse.  He never cuts corners on his appearance.  Through the suit I can see the line of his limbs, they are solid muscle.  I’m fantasizing about having those arms wrapped around me, pulling me close.

“I’m leaving for the weekend Emily.”

“Yes Sir,” I reply.  “Do you need anything from me Sir before you leave?”

He hands me a pile of letters, “Can you make sure these go out tonight please?”

“Of course Sir.”  He starts walking and opens the door to the office corridor.  I call after him.

“Have a nice weekend Sir, don’t forget I’ll be late in Monday.”

He pauses and thinks, he’s forgotten, then the penny drops, “Oh yes, I hope the repair guy turns up.”

“So do I Sir.”

“Have a great weekend Emily,” he replies and closes the door.

I mouth, “Have a great weekend too . . . Master,” very quietly.

I flick through the mail, unlock my drawer and take out my shoulder bag.  Nervously I look round, then open it.  I take out a padded envelope of my own.  It’s addressed to me, from me.  Next I look in the bag and pull out a small key, it’s the only one I’ve got to a set of padlocks I have in the car.  I pause for a moment, if I do this there’s no going back.

I take a quick look around and put the key into the envelope.  I rip off the strip and seal it and place it with the rest of the outgoing mail my Master gave me.  I spend the next three hours finalizing his diary for next week, typing the dictation and answering emails before standing up and leaving the office.  In the corridor there are a few other PAs and some of their managers leaving.  On my way out I drop the mail into the outgoing sack and get into the elevator.

It’s a long way down to the under building lot and at this time of night it will be 20 minutes before I make it out.  I’m in no rush, but it’s time for my weekend as a slave to begin.  I live every weekend as his slave, but this weekend is going to be special.  I put my bag into the trunk and take out a brown paper bag, I remove my collar from my shoulder bag and place it into the brown paper bag.

I open the driver door and slide in.  I flap down the visor and open the vanity mirror, to make sure I can see myself.  I’m parked in a quiet corner, out of view of the security cameras.  I reach over and open the large brown paper bag.  Inside are half a dozen small padlocks, the only key for which I’ve just put into the mail.  In addition there are four cuffs and my lockable steel collar, key also in the mail.  The cuffs were very expensive, made of soft white leather. 
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First I bend over and put a cuff onto each ankle.  I fasten them tightly in place, looping the straps through the holders.  I pick up two of the padlocks, they are open.  There’s a moment of panic as I think about what I’m going to do.  But I must go through with this.  I’ve been thinking and planning it for months.

I fasten the first one into place, the cuff is tight to my ankle and there’s no way it’s coming off now.  I adjust the cuff so the padlock is at the rear and the three D rings are at the sides and front.  The die is now cast, I’m relying on the mail coming on time.  Quickly I secure the other ankle.

Next I put on the wrist cuffs.  I get the left wrist one on easily and lock it into place.  The right one takes longer but I finally manage it.  Next the big one, the collar for my neck.  I love this, I wear it at home virtually all the time, but I’ve never not had the key.

I wrap it round my neck tightly.  I can get my finger inside the collar but it’s very tight.  I slide four rings onto it, naturally they slide to the front and hang down.  I pull my long hair out from between my neck and collar then lock it in place.  Finally I turn it round so the lock is at the rear and the rings hang down my chest.

[image: Thin Stainless Steel Submissive Locking Slave Collar Choker image 1]

The last touch is a ball gag, it’s a huge red ball about two inches in diameter.  I won’t put this in until I’m out of range of the camera’s watching eyes.  I put it on my lap, put the car into reverse and pull out of the space.  I join the queue of cars leaving the garage, it’s not as bad as usual and I’m onto the street within 10 minutes.  At the first red light I open my mouth wide and insert the gag, I can’t get it all the way behind my teeth, it’s too large.  But it’s going to force my jaw wide open for a long time.  I secure it in place and continue my drive home to my apartment.  It’s going to be in place for over an hour before I make it home.

[image: ]

Within 10 minutes my jaw is agony and the saliva is dripping down my chest, leading to a big wet patch on my blouse.  I debate with myself whether I should remove it, I should ask my master for permission.  At the next lights I pull out my magic 8 ball, it will partially control my actions for the weekend.

“Master, please my I remove the gag?” I stuttered unintelligibly through the gag.

I shake the ball and wait.  Soon the answer is clear.  “My reply is no.”

“Thank you master,” I reply.  The gag is staying in.  I’ll ask for permission to remove it again later.  I continue my drive home.  I won’t ask for permission to remove it now until I get safely into my apartment, no matter how much it hurts.

The drive home is uneventful, except that at one set of lights the man in the car in the next lane saw me, we exchanged a look and he looked long and hard at my mouth.  When the lights changed he didn’t move off until the car behind beeped him.  I smiled thinking about him as I drove away, I’d certainly caught his imagination.

I pull into the lot under my apartment block.  This always makes me laugh, I get up in the mornings and get into one elevator, walk to the car, drive to another garage and into another elevator at work, without ever setting foot outside.  My jaw is agony, my mouth is completely dry, all I can think about is getting to my apartment and praying that my master will allow me to remove the gag.

Shit, I didn’t think this through.  I’m in my reserved space under my building and need to get to my apartment.  What if someone sees me?  I should remove the gag, or ask for permission to remove the gag but I’ve already told my master that I won’t ask for permission until I’m in my apartment.  A thrill goes through me, I’m about to walk collared and gagged to my apartment.  One of my neighbors could easily see me.  There’s no explaining this.

I look at myself in the vanity mirror, my chest is soaking wet from the saliva I’ve lost.  I put the 8 ball back into the bag and get out of the car.  I open the trunk and pull out my shoulder bag and walk slowly to the elevators. I press the button and wait.  It comes quickly, thankfully nobody is on it.  As I enter the enclosed space I hear another car coming into the garage.  I turn to face the open door and press eight for my floor.  As the door closes I can see a car coming straight towards me.  The garage is dark and the inside of the elevator is light, they must have seen me.

The doors close and I’m whisked quickly to the eighth floor.  I’m nervous as the doors open but the dark corridor is empty.  I walk quickly to my door, it’s only about 100 feet and I make it without being seen.  I open my bag, remove the keys and enter my apartment. 

As soon as I close the door and lock it. I start removing my clothes.  My blouse, skirt bra and panties come off easily.  It takes me quite a while to get the hold ups off as I have to ease them under the ankle cuffs (I should have thought of that).  Eventually I’m naked and I crawl to my lounge where my master is waiting for me.  It’s actually a giant male sex doll, only a torso and a head, about three foot six inches tall but between it, my magic 8 ball and a couple of dice I will serve him for the weekend.  Damn thing cost me best part of $1,500.

I’ve watched so many films, read so many articles on female submission and practiced so many times I think I know how to present myself to my master.  As gracefully as I can I move onto my knees and open my legs wide.  I have prepared for this as well and I roll a 12 sided dice.  I will stay in position for five minutes for each number.  I roll a seven, that’s 35 minutes to wait until I’m allowed to move.  Not quite as long as I spend worshipping him in the mornings, but long enough to be uncomfortable.

Should I ask for permission to remove the gag now?  It’s been in for over an hour but I decide that my master would want me to keep it in as he studies his slave slut.  I want to start masturbating as I kneel in front of him.  He must know I’m there, waiting for his orders.  My mind starts wandering and I adjust my position slightly.  In my head I hear his voice, it’s like he’s inside my mind with me.  It’s a wonderful sensation.

“You weren’t given permission to move slave.  You’ll be punished for that later,” I heard him say in his deep, powerful voice.

Shit he’s right.  I focus myself and check the clock.  I’ve been kneeling for 20 minutes, I wish I’d put my legs closer together as the pain in my hips is intense.  15 minutes to go.

When my time is up I elect to stay in place while I ask my question.

“Master, please may I remove the gag?”

I shake the magic 8 ball and wait.  The first time the answer is inconclusive so I shake again.  “Outlook Good.”  I take that as a yes and pull it out.  It takes me a couple of goes before I can close my mouth properly.  As soon as I can form the words I address my master.

“Thank you for allowing me to remove the gag Master.  How can I serve you Master?”

In my mind I hear him order me to fix him a drink and cook him his evening meal.  I crawl out of the room to the kitchen and fix him a whiskey, I’ve seen him drink whiskey and coke at company events.  I turn on the oven to cook him his pizza.  I take the drink back to my master and place it onto a side table.

“You moved without permission slave,” I hear him say.

“Yes master, I’m sorry Master.  Please punish me Master.”

I’ve drawn up a punishment chart, to be controlled by the dice.  I need to roll a six sided die to decide what I will be punished with, then again to decide what part of my body should be punished.  I’ve got a 20 sided die to decide the number of blows.

First roll, it’s a four.  That’s the cane.  Shit, from what I’ve read that will probably hurt the most.  Next roll, it’s a six.  Soles of my feet.  Now for the 20 sided die.  I roll and watch it.  11.  Could be better, could be a lot worse.

I move to the table and pick up the cane.  I put it into my mouth and crawl back to face my master.  Shit, I’d not thought this through.  Whipping my tits or anywhere else would be easy, soles of my feet would take some arranging.  I do the best I can and hit myself hard with the cane.  It hurts, but as I can’t really do my feet it should have hurt a lot more.

After I hit myself for the final time I put the cane back into my mouth, crawl to the table to remove it, then I place it back on the table.  I crawl back in front of my master.  I assume my kneeling position and speak.

“Thank you for teaching your slave a lesson Master.  Please may I be excused to cook you evening meal master?”

I don’t resort to the magic 8 ball for an answer, I assume that any master would want feeding.  In the kitchen I check the oven, once it’s hot enough I put the pizza in and wait for it to cook.  It will only take 12 minutes.  When it’s cooked I take it out, slice it and put it onto a plate before taking it to my master with a beer.  I put it onto the table and move my master to the table.

My master has a huge erection.  The doll came with a variety of cocks – naturally I put on the biggest.  While he eats I’m commanded to suck his cock.  I start sucking, my jaw is still sore from wearing that gag for over an hour, the pain in my thighs from kneeling so much also hurts but that’s irrelevant.  I’m here to serve, regardless of pain – actually I’m grateful for the pain, it makes my service seem more real and it enforces my status beneath him.  I’m determined to make him cum while he eats.  I’ve been practicing my cock sucking skills for months, ever since I first started working as his PA.  If I ever get to taste the real thing I want to be the best he’s ever had.

I start low and slow, licking his balls, taking first one and then the other into my mouth, getting them behind my teeth.  When I release them I cup them gently with my hand before starting on his cock.  I start at the base of his cock, savoring the thickness of his shaft.  I tilt my head to the side so I can slide my open lips up and down his cock.

I slide up and down twice, on the top of the third slide I straighten my head and take it into my mouth.  I close my lips, enjoying the feel of his cock in my mouth.  I start sucking gently, pulling my head down his thick cock. 

I move my head up and down, taking slightly more of his rock hard cock each time until I’ve got six inches in.  Only another two to go.

With my other hand I reach out and grab his hand and place it on the back of my head.  I want to have my head forced down and I guide his hand, pushing me to get another inch in.  It’s too much and I start to gag and splutter, but I’m not going to give up.  He deserves the best so I force myself down further and further until his crotch is jammed against my nose.

I hold it there for as long as I can before pulling back.  I want to take it all the way out but he doesn’t want a girl that gives up so easily, so I keep two inches in my mouth allowing me to breathe.  I take my hand off his balls and touch my cunt, Jesus I’m soaking.  I slip two fingers into my pussy and fuck myself with them, fuck I’m close to cumming before I hear him telling me to stop.  This is about him, all about him.  My pleasure is irrelevant.  I pop his cock out of my mouth for a few seconds and apologize to him.

“I’m sorry Master, please punish me later after you’ve cum in my mouth master.”  In my mind I hear him promising that he will punish me for that breach of protocol.  I return to his cock, sliding it back into my throat, pushing myself hard.  I wrap my arms around his torso, pulling him closer and removing the ability to play with myself.  This is a blow job, it’s all about him, my pleasure, my pain, my suffering are all irrelevant, the only thing that matters is that he enjoys himself.  Fuck, I can almost believe I’m doing this for real.

My heads moves up and down, my tongue in constant contact with his cock.  I have practiced sucking his cock three or four times a week, all that training and effort is worthwhile.  I’m desperate to please him, to serve and suffer under his hand.  I have no idea how long I’ve been sucking his shaft, clearly the mannequin can’t cum but eventually I decide that he has.  To make it more real I pull off his cock and lick his balls, then I crawl to the kitchen and take an egg out of the fridge.  Shit, I should have done this earlier.

I crack the egg into a small bowl and throw the yolk down the sink, before pouring the raw egg white into my mouth.  It’s disgusting, I hate the taste of egg white almost as much as I hate the taste of cum, but that’s not important.  Any girl should swallow when her man cums in her mouth, a slave girl must have no excuse.  He’s cum in my mouth, I’m going to swallow it.  But not yet.  From porn I’ve watched men seem to like to not only know that their girl has swallowed, they like to watch it happen.

I crawl back to my Master and kneel at his feet.  I look up at him, tilt my head back and open my mouth wide, showing him that his good little slave has taken his precious cum into her mouth and held it there, showing it to him.  I don’t know how long I wait like that, maybe a minute or two before I close my mouth and swallow the disgusting egg white, then open wide again and show him my empty mouth.  Naturally I smile throughout, a slave should be grateful that her master has used her mouth for his pleasure and allowed her to swallow his seed.  He doesn’t want to see her look disgusted, he wants to see her looking like she enjoyed it.

“Thank you for allowing me to swallow your cum Master,” I say.  I bow my head and can feel him patting my head. 

“Good girl,” he replied, I can hear him in my mind, “But there remains the issue of you touching yourself without permission.  What should I do with you?”  This is rhetorical and doesn’t demand a reply.  I know what he’s going to do to me, or rather I’m going to do to myself.  I need the dice.  First I use the magic 8 ball, to decide on my type of punishment.

“Master, do you want to hurt me or make me suffer?”  In my mind hurt is pain, short sharp and intense.  Suffering is more long term, the pain building slowly over a period of time and I have to use every ounce of self-discipline to keep the pain going.  If I break position before my time is up I will, of course, be required to undergo pain (and probably a long term suffering as well). 

I shake the magic 8 ball, a positive will be pain, a negative suffering.  I’m hoping for pain.  Bloody thing comes back with ‘Cannot predict now.’  Shit I think, I should have agreed to double the punishment for every inconclusive response.  I shake it again. ‘You may rely on it.’  That means yes.

I put the 8 ball back on the table and pick up the six sided die.  As before the six sided one will decide the implement and body part, the 20 sided one the number of strokes I must take.  Nervously I roll, it’s a six.  Fuck, a six.  According to my punishment chart that means it’s the studded flogger.  This is going to hurt.
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The flogger is about 15 inches long, a handle part and strap to put your hand through.  The wide part is about 10 inches long, inset with about 30 metal studs.  I’ve never used it on myself before, I bought it especially for this weekend.  But I read the reviews, I know it’s going to hurt. 

I pick up the dice and roll again, this time to determine where I’m going to be punished.  The dice seems to roll for minutes before finally stopping against the table leg.  It’s a four.  Fuck, my breasts are going to suffer.  Gently I take one into each hand and squeeze them, my breasts are very sensitive, I’ve had men who’ve made me cum just by manipulating them.  For the first time I think about not following through with my decision to be enslaved all weekend.  Instantly I regret the thought, I said I’d be a slave for the whole weekend and I must see it through to the end.  This punishment is no one’s fault but my own, if I’d been able to keep my hand off my cunt I wouldn’t be in this mess.

I pick up the 20 side die and hold it, I blow on it as I’ve seen people do in films when they play craps.  I want a low number.  Before I roll it I can hear my Master speak to me.  “Roll and keep rolling until you roll a 10 or more.  I don’t want you getting off lightly.”  That serves me right for wanting a low number. 

“Yes Master,” I reply out loud, in a quiet, husky voice.  I roll the die, a seven.  I pick it up and roll again, a four.  The third time I manage to roll a 13.  I must learn, and learn quickly to not have desires, other than to please.

13 blows to my breasts, what should I do – 13 to one?  Split it six and seven?  Alternate?  “You’ve got two breasts slave,” he says, “How about 13 to each?”

“Yes Master,” I reply.  This is going to hurt, we both know it.  I crawl to the sideboard and pick the flogger up, using nothing but my teeth.  It’s not easy but I manage to get the handle in my mouth and crawl back.  Once I’m in front of my Master I turn the chair so he’s facing me, I place the flogger onto his chair - again, not easy.  Twice it fell on the floor, but I decide against being punished for that, the torso has no legs (and hence no lap) so I can hardly be blamed for that.

I gaze up into his eyes, this is one of the few times I’m allowed to look on him, to ask, to beg to be punished.  It’s coming, there’s no way I won’t be let off, not after touching myself without explicit permission.

“Please Master, your slave is sorry that she touched herself without your permission.  Please Master, please punish your property, teach her that her body does not belong to her, it belongs to you Master.  Your slave needs to be punished, please Master, I’m begging you.  Hurt me, make it real.”  I mean this, every word of it.  I want to be hurt, to make the punishment real.  Obedience is everything, disobedience is tantamount to a crime and should be punished as such.

Eventually I’m rewarded and I hear him agree that the punishment can begin.  Naturally I’m nervous, I’m no pain slut, this would hardly be a punishment if I was, but it needs to be done, to re-enforce my position at his feet.

I take the flogger in my right hand, looping the strap over my wrist so it doesn’t come off.  I grit my teeth, suddenly worried about how much this will hurt.  My jaw aches, I’m crushing my teeth far too tightly together.  I relax my jaw, but it’s no good, I could seriously hurt my teeth – dental at the firm is good, but I don’t think I should self harm to that extent.  I need something to brace my mouth on.  A ball gag should do it. 

“Master, please may I wear a ball gag for the punishment?” I ask.  Nervously, so nervously, I pick up the magic 8 ball and shake it.  I’ve no idea what I’ll do if it says no, I’ll probably ask for another five strokes if I’m allowed to wear it.  But I’m fortunate, ‘Most Likely’, that’s a yes in my book.  I turn to crawl to the table, then I hear my Master’s voice. 

“Make sure your tits touch the floor as you move.”

“Yes Master,” I reply.  I lower my shoulders and bend my arms until I can feel my nipples touch the soft carpet and I crawl to the table, my nipples rubbing the whole time on the floor.  They are very sensitive and it’s a particular type of torture as they rub against the fibers.  I’ll make a note of this punishment, maybe I can rub my nipples on sandpaper as a punishment?

When I get to the table I put my fists on the floor, pull my hips and legs up, opening them wide as I rise up and locate the ball gag.  I pick the one inch one, small enough to fit behind my teeth.  I bite down on it, picking it up.  I need to use my hands to get it into place, then I secure the gag behind my head.  It’s one of my favorites, a bright red ball with a black leather strap, much smaller than the one I wore earlier.
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Once it’s in place I crawl back to my Master, again making sure my tits touch the floor.  I don’t want to earn any more pain or suffering than I need to as it will mean that I’ve failed.  I don’t want to fail.

Once I’m in front of him I pick up the flogger, push my right hand through the wrist strap and secure it in place.  I open my legs wide and put my left arm behind my back.  I look up at his face.

“Punish you slave Master,” I say through the gag, “Make me pay for my mistakes.”

I close my hand on the flogger and lift it up.  I take a deep breath and hold it, then bring it down as hard as I can into the creamy white flash of my breast.  As soon as it makes contact with me my stomach starts to pulse and I bend forward, the pain is intense, worst I’ve every experienced.  My legs are shuddering and I bring my knees closer together.  It takes all my resolve to not scream in pain as the metal studs and leather bite into my breast. 

It takes me 15, 20 seconds before I manage to straighten up and breathe, letting my lungs deflate and inflate again.  But I’m proud, I took the blow without making a sound.  Shit, imagine if he ever hit me like that?  He’s so much stronger than me, what would that feel like?  One day I’ll have to find out. 

“One Master,” I say, “Thank you.  Please may I have a second?”  I had planned to deliver 13 to one breast, then 13 to the other but no, I’ve changed my mind and decided to alternate.  Once more I take a deep breath, steel myself and bring the flogger down onto my other breast.  Once again pain explodes in my breast, quickly spreading and I bend over again, I can’t help it.

“Two Master, thank you.  Please may I have another?” I say as I straighten up.  I’m proud again, I took that without making a sound and this time I didn’t move my legs, they trembled, but I didn’t close them at all.

Master obliges and soon delivers the third, fourth and fifth stroke.  After each I thank him and ask for another.  After the sixth tears are forming in the corners of my eyes, after the seventh they are running down my face.  But I’m crying silently, and only six strikes in.  20 to go.

At 10 I pause and look down at my chest.  My poor tits are starting to bruise, they are already bright red but underneath I can see dark areas forming, they are going to be badly bruised by the end.  Tears are dripping off my face and down onto my tits, streaking across the red skin.  I decide to change and rather than hit myself above the nipple I’ll got for the under breast next.

I almost, almost make a sound as the flogger makes contact with my skin.  Shit, that’s even worse than the upper breast.  But I told myself the next 10 were to the underside, I’ll have to do it.

“11 thank you Master,” I manage to stutter, “Please may I have another one?”

At 20 I’m not sure I can take any more, my poor tits are now red everywhere. I pause for a long time before picking up the flogger.  Only six to go, I can do this.  The next two I deliver in rapid succession, one to each boob.  For the last four I decide to do two to each in turn, thanking my Master after each.  I can’t help it, I’m properly crying now, sniffing and snuffling as the tears flood out of me.

“You’re all done Emily,” he says, “Get on my knee.  Straddle me.”  I take the flogger off my wrist and put it to one side, for a few seconds I can’t take my eyes off it, so small and yet brings me so much pain.  But I’ve been allowed to get close to him.  I stand up and straddle him.  I start to kiss him, I can feel him stroking my hair, telling me he’s proud of me, proud of how much pain I took.  That makes it all worthwhile.  Any slave should live for that, for her master being proud of her.

I take the gag out and we cuddle and kiss for a long time, until I stop crying.  I hug him, then get down and put the gag and cruel flogger away.  I inspect my breasts, bright red from the flogging with bruises already developing underneath.  I take one in each hand and gently squeeze them, I let out a little gasp of pain, they are so sensitive and tender.

I pick up my Master and move him onto the couch.  I pick up the TV remote and put Netflix on, picking some Sci-Fi, I don’t much like it, but I know he does. I lie down on the couch next to him, facing into his crotch and listen to the TV.  I couldn’t help myself, I take his cock into my mouth and suck it gently as he watches.  I’m hungry and in pain but all I want to do is suck his cock. 

We stay like that, Master and slave until the end of the programme.  My cunt is dripping, I want, no, I need to be fucked.  Did he feel the same way?  I take his cock out of my mouth and crawl to the table, I shake the 8 ball.

“Can I fuck you Master?”  I ask.  The first two answers are inconclusive, the third comes back ‘Without a doubt’.  I smile. 

“And may I come Master?”  I shake the ball and wait.  The answer appears out of the darkness, ‘Most likely.’  I can’t help it, a tear appears in my eye.  I wipe it away, I’m so happy.  I rolled the 20 sided die, a six.  Six times I must ask for permission before I’m allowed to cum.  After each time I ask he will say no and I must allow the sensation to pass.  I pick up the magic wand and I crawl back to him and kiss him.  I whisper in his ear, “Thank you for allowing me to fuck you.”

My couch is an L shape, the sex doll is jammed in the corner.  I pull it out slightly and get on all fours in front of him, facing away.  The huge cock is permanently erect and I push my ass back back, bending my knees and legs as I move my cunt onto the cock.  I tease myself for a few minutes, just allowing it to touch my pussy, the tip rubbing against my wet hole.

When I can’t stand it any longer I push back and his full length slips inside my tight, wet cunt.  I gasp out loud, the sensation is incredible as he completely fills my pussy.  Back and forth I push, taking his full length then almost easing it out.  I start slowly, teasing myself keeping my hands away from my clit.  I can feel my master’s cock inside me, rubbing against the plug in my ass.  I love that sensation, the thin skin between my pussy and ass moving against the dildo and cock.

I can’t take it much more so I slip my hand between my legs and start to rub my clit.  It doesn’t take long before I’m begging, pleading for permission to cum.  All I need is permission from him . . . but of course it’s not forthcoming.  I count to 10 as I beg, it takes every ounce of discipline to deny myself, then I pull my hand away and push back, taking his full length inside me and I stay like that, holding back my orgasm, I wait for a few minutes, allowing the sensation to pass before I start again.

This time it takes longer to get close to the edge before I start to beg.  Once again I count to 10 before I deny myself.  Only four to go.  I repeat over and over, each time allowing the orgasm to build, to take myself to the edge, riding his cock, rubbing my clit, pleading and denying myself.  Finally I complete the cycle five times, this time I’m going to cum.  I know it.

I pick up the wand and switch it on, it makes a low vibrating noise and I hold it to my clit.  Instantly I moan, my left hand forms a fist and I sink my nails into my palm, the sensation is incredible as the two cocks inside me work against each other, the wand stimulates my clit.  Within seconds I’m begging, pleading again.

“Can I cum Master, please Master, allow you slave to cum.  Please . . . . oh please Master . . .”  I keep pleading until I hear him start to count down from 10.  He’s counting slowly, so slowly, I’ve never I’ve held my orgasm in for as long as this.  When he reaches one it’s like my whole body implodes, I collapse down onto the couch, my face pressed against the leather and I’m screaming in pleasure.  A second, then a third orgasm come over me before I drop the wand, still vibrating and I lie there, soaking up every second of my orgasm.  I’ve never experienced anything like it.

When I finally stop cumming I pull off his cock and turn round.  I take him back into my mouth and suck my own juices off his cock and balls, then kiss my way up his torso.  I find the wand and switch it off as I do this.  I kiss his neck, then mouth before I whisper in his ear, thanking him for allowing me to cum.

He doesn’t respond, when he does I imagine him slapping my ass.  “I’m off to bed little one, tidy up in here, clean the couch, then come to bed.  You can sleep on the floor tonight, chain yourself to the bed and fasten your hands behind your back, I don’t want you playing with your cunt tonight.”

“Yes Master,” I reply.  I pick him up and take him through to the bedroom.  I place him on the bed and cover him over with the duvet.  I walk quietly back to the lounge area and clean up, the couch is slick with my juices.  I’m hungry, but I’ve not asked for permission from him to eat, so I’ll be going to sleep hungry tonight.  I can’t wake him up.

When I’m satisfied the room is tidy, the plates and cooking implements away, the beer bottle in the recycling, the couch cleaned and dried I go to the bathroom, piss, wash my hands and face and take my makeup off.  I study my breasts in the mirror, the redness is fading but the bruising is taking over, the colors developing.  I smile, I quite like the look – the colors are pretty and they remind me of the punishment I willingly took.

I go to my room, Master is asleep.  Silently I open a drawer and take out a leash, I wrap it around the foot of the bed and attach it to one of the rings on my collar.  It takes me a dozen attempts to clip the wrist cuffs behind my back and I lie down on the wooden floor.  It’s cold and painful.  Hopefully I can serve him better tomorrow and I’ll be allowed to sleep next to him.  As I try to sleep I think about how I’ve failed today and how I’ll improve tomorrow.  I won’t sleep well, the cold, hard floor will see to that.


Saturday

I don’t have an alarm set on Saturday or Sunday, some days I’m lucky and I sleep in.  Not today, today I’m lying on the hard, cold wooden floor of my bedroom.  My arms are fastened behind my back, my neck is restrained by a short metal chain attached to the foot of the bed.  I didn’t sleep much, if I was on my side my neck hurt, when I was on my back my arms dug into my back.  I got some sleep, mainly on my front but then my sore, bruised tits had to support the weight of my chest and it hurt.

Eventually I give up trying to sleep.  I check the clock, it’s just before six am.  I decide that I might as well put the time to use and I raise myself up onto my knees, not easy with your arms bound behind your back, and look at my Master.  He’s lying there in the bed, exactly where I left him last night, not that surprising – he’s just a sex doll after all!  I gaze at him for a few minutes, imagining it really is my boss in my bed, that would be my ultimate fantasy.

It’s very quiet outside, it’s earlier than I would usually get up on a Saturday but I can start my day now.  I unclip my hands from behind my back (a tricky operation) and silently leave the bedroom, being so careful to not wake him – he’s told me that he likes a lie in on Saturdays.  First I go back to the main room of my apartment and start to clean it.  It doesn’t take long, I keep the place pretty clean.  I am, of course, naked as I work.

Several times I catch a glimpse of my breasts, either as a reflection or by looking down at them.  They are black in places from where I punished myself last night, in places they are starting to go green as the bruising forms.  I smile as I look at them, I actually think they look quite sexy, a physical reminder of what I endured to please him.  I must do it again some time.

While I work I drink a couple of glasses of water – I didn’t eat last night and I already need to pee but I need a drink.  I won’t piss yet, I’ll wait to ask for permission from my Master and he won’t be awake for a few hours.  Drinking will increase my need to piss, increase my suffering and I can show my devotion, in silence, motionless, willpower and fear of a punishment controlling my body.

I think many women, consciously or subconsciously secretly enjoy suffering for their partner.  Think about it – you wear a bra.  If you’ve got large breasts like me by the end of the day it’s more like a torture device.  When I go to bed the sensation of removing it can be incredible, the wires come away from under my breasts, the straps stop digging into my shoulders and back.  Sometimes I can stand for a minute or two as my body adjusts to the freedom.  So why wear one?  Sure, part of it it’s for the support but don’t you think you do it as your partner expects you to?

Do you remove your pubic hair – all of it?  Do you use wax?  Why do you do it?  To please him, because he likes the way it looks, you willingly take the pain to pleasure him. 

What about high heels?  My Master likes me to wear them, he’s commented on my shoes once or twice when I’m wearing three or four inch heels.  They are hard to walk in, my feet hurt and yet we all do it.  To please our men.  It’s subconscious for most of us I think, the desire to please him.  For me it’s just on the surface.

When the main room is immaculate I set the table for breakfast, one place setting, and I put two bowls onto the floor at where his feet would be.  A quick final scan of the room, it’s clean and ready for him.  I find a measuring jug (I’ll need it later), get back onto all fours and crawl to the bedroom.  I check the clock, I’m surprised, it’s just after 7 and I’ve been cleaning for over an hour.  Time to worship my Master.  I’ve got something slightly different planned for this morning.

I crawl to the side of the bed and turn him onto his side, so he can see me from where he’s lying.  My face blushes as I look at him, I can imagine him lying there for real, looking at me, studying my body.  I push back from the bed, open my legs wide showing him that my body belongs to him, that it’s open and ready for his use.  Already I need to piss, but that’s part of the challenge isn’t it?  To hold position when I’m desperate to move.

I open my drawer and pull out a set of nipple clamps, a simple chain with a clamp at each end covered in rubber.  I’ve got crocodile clamps as well, but that would be too much for the amount of time they’ll be on.  Gently I put them onto my nipples and release, the rubber biting into my flesh.  I take the pain in silence, there’s worse to come.
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When they are in place and staying put I rub the tightening clamps in my fingers.  I want this to hurt.  I pick up the 12 sided die, then roll it.  A two.  Disappointing.  I take the screws in my fingers and twist them once, then a second time.  It hurts, but not as much as it should.  I roll a second time, a five.  Another five twists onto each nipple and the pain is now intense.  This is what I need.

“Alexa,” I say, “Set timer . . .,” I smile, today I’m doing it, “one hour and 15 minutes.”  The extra 15 minutes gives me time to get properly prepared.

“OK,” she replies, “One hour and 15 minutes, starting now.”

Next item out of the drawer is a ring gag, it wasn’t the one I was hoping to pick up, it’s a bit larger than I intended, but that’s fate right?  I bend my head down and put the nipple chain into my mouth, lifting my breasts up.  The extra pressure on my nipples increases the pain as the chain goes taught, they are now lifting the weight of my breasts as well. I insert the gag into my mouth, holding the chain in place. 

Normally I put my hands on my thighs, hands open, showing him I’ve got nothing concealed.  Today I’m going for something different, more challenging.  I lift my hands to my neck and slip the ring on my collar to the back of my neck.  Next I clip my leash onto the ring, leaving it hanging down the back of my neck.  Finally I fold my hands behind my back, lifting them as high as I can.  It takes a few attempts but I manage to clip my wrist cuffs onto the leash.  I smile, this is going to be a real challenge.  I’m having to exert myself, lifting my hands up high, if I relax them the leash will pull my collar back into my neck, preventing me from breathing.

I smile, I can feel the pain in my hips, my arms, my bladder.  My chest is thrust out, my stomach sucked in and I know, I can feel him watching me.  I tilt my head down, relieving the pain in my chest.  This isn’t what I want, so instead I lift my head, the nipple chain going taught and lifting my breasts, then I close my eyes and I’m lost in the moment.  As I kneel there I start to think about him, about how this weekend I will serve him.  I’ve got a full program lined up, the dice and magic 8 ball will partially control my actions.

My hips hurt, my bladder hurts, my breasts hurt from the beating they took last night, my nipples hurt from the pain of the clamps and the weight of my breasts, my arms hurt but I can’t relax them, well, it’s a choice isn’t it?  I can relieve the pain but then I can’t breathe.  Pain it is then.  But I’m in my happy place, suffering for his pleasure.  The pain is a stimulus, I can imagine him, looking at me, slowly wanking himself as I kneel before him.  If I’m lucky I’ll be allowed to suck his cock when I’m finished. 

I can’t hear anything, the street is quiet.  I can feel him encouraging me, almost talking to me as I kneel before him.  My mind is focused on not moving, I can feel myself getting closer and closer to subspace, I have total trust in him and offer him my total submission.  Time no longer has meaning, the pain in my body is fading.  All that exists in my world is him and me, he is controlling the situation, controlling me.  I am in my place, beneath him, serving him.

Subspace is hard to describe, it’s like being high, I’m totally focused on him.  I want to move, to get closer to him but that’s not allowed, the desire drives me to be better for him.  I can no longer feel anything, we two are alone in the universe. 

I start to cough, I’ve relaxed my arms and can no longer breathe, my collar pulls back on my neck.  I have no idea how long I’ve been like that.  I raise my arms and air floods back into my chest and I feel happy.

Eventually I’m aware that the radio is playing.  I come out of my trance.  My arms are stiff, it takes me a few minutes to unclip my wrist cuffs from the leash.  As soon as I do I bring my arms to my front, the pain in my body is building quickly, I need the pain as a catharsis to counteract coming out of subspace, I don’t want to drop.  If you’ve ever been high on coke or heroin it’s a lot like coming down from that, the pain helps me to focus on recovery.  I steal a glance at the clock, shit it’s been almost an hour and half since I started kneeling.  No excuses from now on, an hour a day it has to be.

“Thank you Master,” I say through the ring gag, “Thank you for allowing me to kneel before you and worship you.  May I please release myself and move to serve you?”  I shake the magic eight ball, I don’t think I’ll be able to sustain myself like this if it says no.  Luckily it comes back as a yes.

“Thank you Master,” I say.  Gently I undo the clamps on my nipples, allowing my breasts to fall down.  The pain in my nipples is intense as the blood flows back into them.  It takes all my resolve not to cry out.  I take the gag out of my mouth and put it with the chain on the floor.  I bring my knees together, the pain in my hips is very real, and I’m desperate to piss.  I look at my Master, he’s watching me from under the duvet, warm and comfortable.  Would he want to get out of bed to piss now he’s awake?  No, no he wouldn’t.

I lift my ass up and push the measuring jug under my pussy, I’m soaking.  I want to masturbate, an orgasm would make the morning perfect.  But that’s not up to me, is it?  I piss into the jug, oh the relief.  I’m watching the level, when it’s an inch from the top I force myself to stop pissing.  I still need to go, but not yet.  I must hold it.

I imagine him there, needing to piss but not wanting to leave the comfort of our bed.  I do what needs to be done and pick up the jug, it’s almost full, over a pint of warm, yellow piss.  I’ve never drunk piss before, I’m not looking forward to it as I lift it to my mouth and pour some it.  The taste is revolting, fuck give me cum any day over this.  I swallow it and gag, then lift it back to my mouth, half turning my face away in revulsion at the aroma.   I force myself turn back to it and then I drink it all.  I imagine it’s his cock pissing directly into my mouth so he can stay warm.  The thought of making him happy keeps me going, seeing my task through.

Does he like a girl to drink his piss?  I have no idea, but if he ever wants me to swallow his piss I’ll do it.  I decide I need to do this at least once a week from now on until I can drink it without gagging and feeling like puking.  When I’ve drunk it all I consider pissing into the jug again, drinking it all until my bladder is empty, but decide against it, without even consulting the 8 ball.  I’ve had enough and it can’t be good for me.  Not until I’m used to it at least.

“Suck my cock slave,” he says.  I can hear him speaking directly to me.  I can’t help it, I smile.

“My pleasure Master,” I reply.  I move forwards and stick my head under the covers.  His cock is rock hard and I take it into my mouth.  For the next few minutes I kneel, ass half lifted, cock in my mouth and I’m happy, my Master’s cock in my mouth, sucking hard, giving him the relief he wants, needs and deserves.    When I decide he’s cum I withdraw silently, crawl to the kitchen and pour a raw egg white into my mouth.

I crawl back, ensuring that my tits touch the floor as I move.  He’s still in bed.  I kneel in front of him, tilt my head back and open wide, showing him his cum.  I’m about to close and swallow, then thank him when I hear him speak to his property.

“Stay like that girl.”  But how long for?  I can’t roll the dice, instead I decide I’ll wait until the second ad break on the radio.  I’m in luck, I get the first break at the end of the current song, then I only have to listen to two more.  My jaw aches, my neck hurts but I’ve obeyed his orders well.  I close my mouth and swallow, then open wide to show him my empty mouth.

“Thank you for allowing me to suck your cock Master,” I say, “And thank you for making me wait to swallow you delicious cum Master.”  I crawl out of the room, allowing him to have a long lie in.  I’ve got my Saturday tasks to perform.

First task is in the bathroom.  I’m now desperate to piss.  The relief is incredible, I didn’t realize how much I needed until it’d all gone.  I need to shit as well, I reach behind me and ease the butt plug out, it hurts like hell as I extract it but as soon as the fattest part is over my body pushes it out.  Instantly I put the plug in my mouth and suck it, once I’ve taken a shit I pull it out of my mouth and push it back into my ass.  The faster I do this the less it will hurt as my ass is already stretched and closing up.

Next I wash my face and get dressed, a little pair of running knickers, a small pair of shorts, a sports bra, socks and a technical tee – I’m ready to run.  To stay in trim I like to run three times a week, there’s a nice route round a local lake which is about six or seven miles.  I slip on my running shoes and then pause to look at myself in the mirror.  All I can see is my collar and wrist cuffs.  Fuck it, I can’t remove them, it’s time to run.

I pull my hair back into a ponytail, pick up my phone and step out of my apartment and into the elevator.  The elevator descends three floors and then stops.  When the doors open a man in his mid-twenties gets in.  He can’t help himself, he checks me out, taking a long look at my legs and breasts, before focusing on my collar.  I can almost hear him thinking as he studies me.  When the elevator stops again we’re on the first floor and I get out, I can feel his eyes on my ass as I walk out.  I smile to myself, I may be an owned slave but I still like attention from men.  It lets me know I’m doing something right.

I start the app on my phone and start to run.  I’ve got one hour to complete the run, I won’t punish myself if I fail, it’s just I like to do it in under and hour.  As I run I think about what I’ll do today to serve him.  It’s been a while since I practiced my slave positions, I’ll certainly do that this afternoon.  It’s also been a few days since I practiced my oral skills, so I’ll do that as soon as I get home.

The run passes without incident, a few people look at me, this isn’t unusual, but no one speaks.  Once I’m back into my apartment I rinse my face then go to practice my blow job. 

This is different to what you’re thinking.  I don’t jut take a dildo and suck it, that’s something that I do every day.  This is about stretching my jaw and my throat without remorse, it’s about training my body to survive without breathing for as long as possible.  For this I’ve got some special equipment.

The first step is lipstick, bright red lipstick.  I want there to be evidence to show my master of my training.  Second I get a towel and place it by the door of the bathroom.  I’ve been practicing for over a year but sometimes I have been known to vomit.

Next I open a drawer and pull out the dildo I’m going to use.  It’s . . . well, there’s only one word for it.  It’s huge.  Almost 18 inches long and over two inches wide.  It’s very soft and floppy as it’s going all the way down my throat.  It’s complete with balls.  I smile as I pick it up, I can’t help myself and I lick it, running my tongue down its full length.  I take it to the bathroom door and put it down.  Next I return to the drawer and pull out three bungee ropes, a screwdriver and 2 screws. 

At the bathroom door I line the dildo up with the holes I’ve made on the narrow edge.  The door is open and I screw it in place near the catch, almost level with the handles.  Next I kneel on the tiled floor and for once put my knees together, the door trapped between my legs holding it in place.

I take the bungee cords and wrap them round the outside handle, pulling them taught. 

“Alexa, set timer for 35 minutes.”

“OK, I’ve set a timer for 35 minutes.”

I take the ends of the bungees and pass them round the back of my head, then over the inner handle and secure them.  I pull my head back, the bungees go taught but I need to pull back another eight inches or so until I can lift up the dildo and get it into my mouth.  Now I’m ready to practice.

I open wide and start to lick.  The bungees are pulling my head back into the door.  It’s what I want, to make it hard for me.  The final step is to secure my hands behind my back, so I can’t use them.

I take a deep breath and allow the bungees to draw my head in.  When the dildo touches the back of my throat I gag a little.  When I first started to train myself I would frequently vomit at this point, after some research I learned the trick to deepthroating, I swallowed and relaxed my neck a little and the dildo entered my throat. 

Once it’s in it’s easy to take the full length, it’s just getting it in that’s a challenge.  I allow the bungees to go slack, pulling my head down.  The last six inches I need to force myself to take, pushing my head until my lips are level with the balls.  Once they are I adjust my mouth and push my lips onto the balls, leaving the red lipstick marks there.

I stay in place for as long as I can, my chest is heaving, I’m desperate for air.  The skill here to train myself is hold it, so I slowly count to 10 before I pull back.  The ropes make it harder, before I used them I’d pull off quickly, but in my experience men don’t like it, it’s like your rejecting him.  I slowly draw back, the instant it’s out of my mouth (I gag again a little) I push the air out of my lungs and take a fresh breath.  I pause for a while, taking deep breaths.  It’s hard to hold that position, the cock just touching the back of my mouth but the ropes are trying to force it in.

When my breathing returns to normal I allow the ropes to do their job and drag me back down onto it, like a firm hand on the back of my head.  I repeat until Alexa speaks to me, ending my training.  My jaw aches, the dildo is huge and all the time I have to keep my mouth open, to keep my teeth off it.  A gag is much easier, you can rest your mouth, with a cock you’ve got to force your mouth open.  Would a man like it if you sunk your teeth into his cock?

I think back on my training as I remove the bungees and put my toys away, I think my teeth touched the cock twice.  That will be two punishments I need to administer to myself later.  When I first started I could count the number of times my teeth touched the dildo in the dozens, I used to just administer that number of blows.  Now I only touch it once or twice I use the dice to decide the number of times to hit myself.  I’m proud that I’ve managed to get it down to only a few – some days I can manage and not touch the cock at all.  But not today.

So why train like this?  With a real cock or a dildo when your jaw aches you can take it out of your mouth, you can lick his cock, your can lick his balls or his ass and give your jaw a rest.  Here I can’t, here I’ve got to keep sucking, forcing my mouth open wide to serve and please him.  That’s what it’s all about.

Before I do anything else I roll the dice.  It’s a one, the belt.  I roll again.  Five, my cunt is going to suffer.  I smile, I’d been terrified it would be my tits taking the pain.  Finally I roll the 20 sided die, a nine and a 13.  That’s 22 strikes to my cunt from the belt.  I smile, the belt is actually one of my Master’s, I found it in his office one day.  I hid it for over a week before I sneaked it home, some days he plays racket ball and he must have taken it off then.  When I punish myself with his belt it’s like he’s actually here doing it.

Punishing my cunt is easier than you might think.  I pick up the belt and smell it, it’s made of soft black leather and, it makes me think of him.  I stand up, legs apart and fold the belt in two before I raise it up and bring it down quickly into my pussy.  I miss the first time and catch the top of my left thigh.  I take the blow in silence, as I’ve trained myself to do but the pain is intense.  I feel sweat form on my forehead.

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

Naturally I oblige myself and deliver a second blow.  This time I strike my cunt, it hurts, but not quite as much as when I hit my thigh.  I bend slightly at the waist, absorbing the pain.

“Two thank you Master,” I say, “Please may I have another?

I lift up the belt and strike myself a third time.  Once again I bend at the waist, this is acceptable, as long as I don’t move my legs.

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

The forth one catches my clit, I take a deep quick breath, the pain is unreal but I’m proud.  I bend almost double and nearly drop the belt, when I eventually straighten up I’m crying, tears gently running down my face.  I’m crying in silence of course.

“Four thank you Master,” I say through the tears, “May I please have another?”

I don’t let up, I brought this on myself by failing to suck the cock properly.  I have no one to blame and fate has decided my punishment.  It takes me longer and longer to recover from each blow, this is right, it should hurt.  Eventually when I take the twenty second strike I fall to the floor and roll into a ball.  Tears are streaming down my face, the pain is unreal and it will take several minutes to fade enough to finish my punishment.  Finally I manage to speak, more a whisper.

“Thank you for punishing you slave Master, I will try harder next time.”  I mean it, that really hurt.

I stay like that, as a ball for a long time, maybe 10 or 15 minutes until the pain had subsided enough to carry out my next task.  Every Saturday I wax myself, ready for the next week.  It’s a slow process, putting the wax on, applying the strips and smoothing them onto my legs, waiting a while then pulling them off, a few hairs coming away every time. I’m very careful, making sure I get every single one.  After I’ve finished I stroke my legs, feeling them for the few stragglers or ingrown ones that I always miss.  Tweezers take care of these.

Next it’s my cunt, it’s already sore and the wax won’t help with this.  I heat the wax in the microwave and apply it to my labia and pubic mound.  I wait on the bathroom floor before peeling it back, the few hairs it’s caught coming away.  They nip as they are pulled out, but nothing like as much as the belt did.

Finally I get into the shower and clean myself all over, shaving my arm pits (I shave them every time I shower).  I wash my hair and my body from tip to toes.  When I get out I towel myself dry, then get my hair dryer from the bedroom and dry my hair in the kitchen area, I decide that Master is still asleep and I don’t want to wake him.  When I’m done I adjust my ankle and wrist cuffs, then my collar before re-entering the bedroom.  I put the dryer away and apply a little makeup, just round my eyes and some subtle lipstick. I admire myself in the mirror, my tits are purple, yellow and black from the bruising, I actually quite like it, I think its sexy knowing that I took this to please him.

When I’m ready I go to the bed and kneel, I clip the leash to my collar and push the handle end under the bedcovers, to where his hands would be.  I’m ready to serve.

“How may I serve you Master?”  I ask.  I know what he wants, fresh coffee and a muffin.  I’ve not eaten now for almost 24 hours.  “Master,” I ask, “May I get myself something to eat as well?”  I’m terrified when I pick up the 8 ball, what if it’s says no?  I need to eat something.  I shake the ball and wait, slowly the answer appears, ‘It is Certain’.  Phew, at the thought of eating something my stomach rumbles, I’m really hungry. 

As much as I want to leave the apartment naked (I want to spend the whole weekend naked) I also don’t want to get arrested.  This isn’t something I can ask the 8 ball, I can’t risk it.  I remove my leash and crawl to the wardrobe, I select a slutty little dress, it will come to just below my pussy.  Due to the state of my tits I don’t go for the one I want, that shows far too much cleavage, instead I pick one that shows only has a hint of my breasts.  I slip it on and look at myself, I look good. 

At the door I pause for a moment, I feel my wrist cuffs and then my collar.  Can I pass them off as jewelry?  I laugh at that thought, there’s no way.  Anyone who’s even slightly interested in BDSM will know what they are, what they represent, what they make me.  When I stop laughing I leave my apartment and head for the car, there’s a Starbucks on the ground floor of my apartment block, but I’m not going there.  They know me.

In the elevator I think about that, maybe I should have used the 8 ball or dice to pick where I was going and add my local Starbucks in.  I think about that, when the elevator stops I get out.  I can’t get the idea out of my mind, what it would be like to go in there dressed like this.  I need to leave it to fate.  I open my purse and take out a quarter.  I look at it. I make my decision, George and I get in the car, Eagle and I’m going to my local.  Secretly I want to go to the local one, to gauge the reaction.

I toss the coin and watch it in the air.  It hits the ground and bounces twice before settling on the ground.  I’m thrilled and scared in equal amounts, the bald eagle is staring at me.  I pick the coin up and put my purse away, then summon the elevator.  I check my phone, at this time of the morning it won’t be very busy, so at least I won’t have to queue for a long time.

I get out at street level in the building’s lobby.  I step out of the elevator, looking around.  The security guard isn’t here, he must be doing a round.  I walk past his area and turn to my right, open the door and I’m in Starbucks.  I know the staff, they know me.  I’m shaking sightly, a combination of excitement and nerves.  There’s maybe 10 people in the line.  I join the back of it, I want the man in front of me to turn and look at me, to observe my outfit.  Despite coughing twice he’s too engrossed in his phone to look up.

Behind me another person joins the line.  I can’t help myself, I turn round and look at them.  It’s a woman, maybe a couple of years older than me.  I raise my hand and scratch my nose, she looks up at me when I do this.  Our eyes meet, then she looks at my wrist, her eyes drawn to the white leather cuff, padlocked in place.

I smile at her, she looks at my mouth and then her eyes are drawn to my neck and the steel collar with the rings attached.  I run my finger over my mouth and down my neck, slipping it inside a ring and pulling, raising and lifting the collar from my neck.  Our eyes meet again and I wink at her, then turn round.  She knows what I am.

I’m very excited, I want to start masturbating then and there.  I glance round and raise my dress at the front, then slip a hand onto my cunt.  I can’t help it, I gasp as I make contact with my clit.  The line moves and I step with it.  I see the barista taking the order from the man in front, I know him, his name is Jack, he’s about 18 and attractive, we usually flirt when he serves me.  He’s a university student and works there most weekends. 

“Hi Emily,” he says, “What can I get for you . . .” his voice fades as he looks at me, focusing on my collar, then wrist cuffs, my hand still on my pussy.  With considerable effort I remove it and let my dress fall down.

“Hi Jack,” I reply, “Two medium black Americanos and two double chocolate muffins please.  Jack.  Jack.”  I raise my voice, he’s lost to the world, looking at me.  “Jack!”  I almost shout and he’s out of his daydream. 

“Sorry,” he manages to stutter, looking at my face for the first time.  “Two black americanos and two muffins coming right up.  I take out my credit card and hand it to him, he swipes it and hands it back.  I want to blow him.

You might think this is odd, given that I’m in the service of my Master.  The way I look at it I’m training, practicing so I can get better.  And what better way than to suck real cock?  I’m not above going out for casual sex – that’s all it is, casual sex.  Practicing my skills, learning how to please men.

I go to sit down, as I turn I wink at him.  “Can you bring them to my table please . . . sir?”

Again he goes numb and I have to speak to him to snap him out of it.  “Sure Emily,” he splutters. 

I walk away and sit down at the back of the shop, near the toilets and the door marked ‘Staff Only’.  He’s over quickly and places the cups and muffins on the table.  I smile up at him, bending slightly forward, displaying a hint of cleavage.

“So Jack,” I ask, taking a sip of coffee, “What’s behind that door?” I say, pointing at the staff door.  He looks at it and turns back to me.

“That’s the staff room and supplies room Emily,” he manages to say.

“Any chance you can get a 15 minute break?  Now, I’d love to see inside.”  I lick the top of the cup, surely he can read the signs?  His face goes white, then he shouts over to the counter, telling them he’ll be back soon.  He looks around, pulls out his keys and opens the door.  I stand up and pick up my coffees and muffins.  He holds the door for me, I slip under his arm and he follows me in, closes the door behind him and locks it.  I put the drinks and muffins down on a shelf, we’re in a corridor and he pushes past me.  As he does I push against him, forcing my breasts against him.

“Follow me,” he says.

“No.”  I reply.  He stops and looks at me.  I open my bag and pull out my leash, I attach it to my collar and hand him the end.  He looks at the handle in his hand, before slipping his hand inside the loop and pulls it.  A smile starts to form on his face.

“I’ll do what ever you want sir,” I say, smiling at him.  I can see he’s not convinced.  “I mean it sir, what ever you want.”  He looks at me for a moment, then finds his tongue.

“Anything?”  He sounded (not surprisingly) incredulous.  A beautiful young woman was standing before him wearing a slave collar and had just handed him her leash.

“Anything sir,” I reply, speaking softly.  To re-enforce the point I put my hands behind my back and find the zipper for my dress.  I pull it slowly down my spine, it making the only sound in the corridor.  I keep my eyes focused on Jack as I put my hands onto the shoulder straps and push them over my arms, the dress falling down my body, revealing that I am wearing no underwear.  When it is on the floor I put my hands behind my back and fasten my wrists together.

“Anything sir,” I repeated.  He steps towards me, towering over me.  He takes my breasts into his hands and cups them. 

“Emily, what the fuck happened to your tits?”  He is very gentle with them, it is so cute.  I can feel his cock in his pants, he is rock hard.  I wonder if he’d ever touched a girl like this before.

“The last man I was with wanted to hurt my tits.  So I let him, sir.”  That’s close enough to the truth.  “You can do whatever you want with me sir, I’ll obey you without question.”

Jack takes a half step back then looks around, confirming to himself that we are completely alone.  He takes his right hand off my left breast and raises it up.  I stare into his eyes, I know what he wants to do.

“Hit me sir, make it hurt.”

He looks around again and then brings his hand down into my sore breast, slapping it.  He doesn’t do it very hard, no doubt he is testing the water.

“Thank you sir,” I whispered to him, “Please hit me again, as hard as you want.”  Our eyes are locked on each other and he half shrugs his shoulder, then slaps my breast again, this time much harder.  I gasp, I hadn’t expected him to hit me as hard as he did.

“Thank you sir, please hit me again.”  I love the look in his eyes, he’s gone from being a cute boy to a half feral animal in under a minute.  This time he lifts both his hands and slaps my breasts hard, really hard.  The sound reverberates around the corridor, I don’t like the pain but I love the look on his face, the look of a man possessed, the look of a man concentrating on what he wants and thanking his lucky stars that I’m there to provide what he wants.

He slaps my breasts another half dozen times or so, until he can’t take it any more.  Jack pushes me to the floor on my knees, naturally I open my legs, exposing my smooth, hairless cunt.  He rips at his jeans, the buttons coming away, exposing his Calvin Klein’s.  He pulls them down to his knees and I open my mouth, head tilted back to keep focused on him, showing him where to stick his cock.  He doesn’t wait and thrusts his cock into my mouth.

I close my lips around his shaft and suck hard, keeping my tongue on it, sucking him.  This wasn’t a blow job, he is using my mouth as a face cunt.  I gag a little when he touches the back of my throat and I shake my head, trying to escape.  Bad Emily.  He takes my head into his strong hands and bucks his hips, back and forth, in and out, each time forcing my throat open.  He is crushing my head, giving me no respite.  I struggle with my hands, trying to pull them from behind my back, to push him off.  I’m glad I locked them in place, I told him to do what he wanted.

It doesn’t take long and he starts to scream in delight as he cums, he pulls out of my mouth and starts to wank, shooting his load of thick, sticky white cum onto my hair, face and into my eyes.  When he stops cumming he pushes his cock back into my mouth and I clean it for him. 

He pulls out of my mouth and looks down at me.  “Emily, I’m . . . I’m sorry, shit, I don’t know what came over me.”

I smile at him.  “It’s OK sir,” I reply, I laugh, “I know what came over me.”  That raises a chuckle from him.  “It’s what I wanted sir,” I say, trying to set his mind at ease, “My mouth is always available to you from now on sir.”  I mean it, being forced like that was important training, if my Master ever wants to rape my mouth like that I want to be able to take it.

Jack helps me to my feet and turns me round, he releases my arms and holds my breasts again.  “Are you sure that was OK Emily?” he asks.

“I would have said something if it wasn’t sir,” I reply.  “May I get dressed sir, or do you want me to leave here naked?”  I’m lost in the moment, I just want to be controlled.  I can see him thinking it over.

“No, put your dress back on Emily,” he says. 

“Thank you sir,” I reply.  I pick my dress up as he pulls his pants back up.

“Give me your phone Emily,” he says, “Unlock it.”

“Yes sir,” I reply, unlocking my phone.  I catch a glimpse of my face, cum is in my hair, on my forehead and in my eyes, dripping down my face.  I want to wipe it off, but I don’t.  It’s going to be his choice.  I hand it to him and he enters his name and number, then texts himself.

“So, if I want a blow job I just call you?” he asks.

I nod.  “Or if you just want to slap me around sir, call me.”  As I say that he blushes, clearly he feels guilty about hurting me.  “I mean it sir, my mouth is yours and my body is yours.  You can hurt me as much as you want, when ever you want.”

Jack shakes his head in disbelief. 

“Get your drinks Emily.”

“Yes sir.”  I pick up my coffees and muffins.  He tugs at my leash and pulls me down the corridor.  It opens out into a staff room/storage room (thankfully empty) and pulls me through it.  He opens the back door out into the side street.  He leaves the leash on me.

“I’ll call you tomorrow Emily.  Or maybe later this afternoon.”

“I look forward to it sir.”  I mean it, I enjoyed being used like that.  It was excellent training for my slave mouth cunt.  “Sir, can I remove the leash and wipe the cum off my face?”  I can see he’s about to say yes, so I speak quickly.  “It’s your choice sir, I’ll leave them on my face and neck if you want.  I’ll walk home like the cum covered slave slut I am, if that’s what you want.”  His face breaks into a smile.

“Walk home like that Emily.  When you get to your apartment send me a photo of yourself, showing me your cum covered whore face.  Then film yourself pushing the cum into your mouth and swallowing it all.”

“My pleasure sir,” I reply.  He pushes me out into the street and closes the door behind me.  I have my orders and I obey them, I walk out of the alleyway, round the corner.  The street in front of my apartment block is busy and in my mind I get several disapproving stares from women and approving ones from men as I walk to my apartment entrance.  The foyer is empty and I get into the elevator alone and ride it to the eighth floor.  Once I’m in my apartment I take a photo of myself and send it to Jack.

I remove my dress and drop to my knees, opening my legs wide without thinking.  I lift my phone up and start to film myself, pushing the cum off my face and into my mouth, making satisfied noises as I suck my fingers.  I can see myself in the phone and I use it to get all the cum.  It tastes revolting but from the sounds I’m making you’d think I was in a gourmet restaurant.  When I’ve eaten it all I stop filming and I use WhatsApp to send him the film. 

The thought of being used like that has my hand on my cunt without thinking.  The look on his face as he came, like a wild animal, not caring about anything or anyone for the those few minutes.  My hand is rubbing my clit, round and round, teasing it from it’s hood.  I’m panting, I fall to the floor and lie on my back, legs open wide.  With my other hand I grab one of my breasts and crush it, the pain on my bruised tit is like an elixir, it’s what I need, reminding me of what I am.

I let go of my pussy and open a draw and pull out two dildos, a small one about six inches long and the other more like eight.  I push the small one in my mouth and suck it greedily, fucking my mouth with it.  I let go of my breast and use the free hand to fuck my pussy with the larger dildo.  I suck in the dildo into my mouth, pushing it, forcing it down.  I choke and gag when it touches the back of my throat, I turn my head, every fiber of my being wants to force it out, but that’s not what a man would do.  Instead I push it further, my throat opens and I take it deeper. 

I put my hand over my mouth, pushing down, preventing my body from expelling the dildo.  I’m forcing the other one in and out of my cunt, it’s huge, my pussy opening and closing on it.  I’m crying out in pleasure, I can feel my orgasm coming, it’s getting closer and closer.  I can hear my Master counting down, I’ll cum when he grants me permission.

I’m on the edge, my hand rubbing my clit, unable to breathe when I pull my hand off my cunt.  This is right, he’s not here to grant me permission to cum.  All I need to do is touch myself, I’ll cum.  I’m holding back my orgasm, waiting for the sensation to subside before I allow myself to breathe.  A slave shouldn’t cum without permission, I haven’t had permission.

When the sensation finally subsides I’m proud of myself, I resisted the urge to cum.  I spit the dildo out of my mouth and drink in the air.  I think about what happened, I need to practice this, edging myself.  I make a decision, I’ll edge at least twice a day from now on.  I’ll extend the amount of time each time I edge, keeping myself on the verge of cumming for longer and longer until I can hold my orgasm in indefinitely. 

Now for my Master, I reheat his coffee in the microwave and take it to him with his muffin.  I put them on the table at side of his bed and crawl to the kitchen, where I pick up my bowls.  I take them to the bedroom and put them on the floor.  I pour my semi cold coffee into one and rip up the muffin and put it in the other.  Silently I eat (God I needed that) and lap up the coffee.  My phone beeps a few times while I eat and drink but I ignore it.  I’m certain it will be Jack.

I clean up my food, then clean up my Master’s.  I pour his coffee down the sink and throw the muffin away.  I want to eat it, but it wasn’t meant for me.  I check my phone, it was Jack asking me if I could come down at his lunch break.  I text him back, saying I’ll be busy, but asking if he gets a break in the afternoon?  Within seconds he replies that he’ll be in touch at around four.  I check the clock, that gives me plenty of time for what I want to do next.

I get my Master out of bed and dress him in an expensive cotton shirt.  I put a tie on him and slip a suit jacket over his body.  I carry him through to the living room and put him in a chair.  He looks good, the clothes are not his (sadly) but they are something he would wear.  He looks amazing, I can imagine his face on the mannequin.  I kneel before him and hand my leash to him.

I think there’s something incredibly sexy about a well clothed man and a naked woman serving him.  I’ve set the temperature in my apartment to be comfortable for him, for me it’s a little cold I shiver occasionally.  It’s time to serve him again.

“Master, may I practice my positions for you?”  I shake the 8 ball, it’s a positive result and I smile.  I’d have shaken again if it had come back no.  I’ve got a twenty positions committed to memory and I practice them twice a week.  When I first decided to become a slave I did my research and slave positions were something I learned quickly.  I have no idea if I’ve picked good ones or if he’d like me to hold them for him, but I enjoy practicing them.

The first you know, I set a timer for five minutes and kneel in front of him, staying motionless with my legs open wide, hands on my thighs.  As you know, I can hold this one for an hour but this is just the warm up.  Others will be much more challenging.

When I first started on my journey as a slave I was surprised at how many girls adopted this pose.  I’ve never consider vaginas particularly attractive, so why kneel displaying it?  It’s symbolic, exposing yourself, showing that your body is not your own, wanting him to touch you and control you.  I can relax in this position and focus on him.  Some other positions require a great deal of mental control.

The second is a variation of the first.  When the alarm goes I lift my hands off my thighs and put them behind my head, crossing my wrists behind my neck, lifting my hair, exposing my neck.  My legs don’t move.  This position emphasizes my breasts, lifting them slightly, but the main reason is to expose my neck, inviting him to put his collar on his property.  This one is easy to hold as well.  I wait for 5 minutes, imagining him studying me.

For the third I pull my arms in front of my body, upper arms parallel to the floor, elbows touching and bent at 90o, wrists bent at the same angle, palms face up.  The idea being that I could be used as a table, to offer a drink or some food.  My head is down, reducing my status to that of an object.

Next I still don’t get to move my legs.  I bend at the waist, pushing my body forward until my breasts touch the floor, my arms pushed forward, extending them out the floor, my legs still open wide.  This one is easier to hold than the last.

For the fifth I pull my arms back to my side and raise my ass up, pushing my head and chest forwards until my thighs are vertical, pussy on display, ready to be fucked and used from behind.  I like this one, it’s one of my favorites, I can imagine him on his knees behind me, using me for his pleasure.

For the sixth I finally get to move my legs, I pull them together under my body and put my arms at my side, leaning on my elbows.  I like this one as well, I’d be used as a footstool like this.  At the end of the day he could come in, kick off his shoes and order me to assume this position and put his legs on my back, taking the weight off his feet.  I can hold this one for hours without trying.  I’ve angled myself so I’m at 90o to him so that if I move he can cane my ass.

Seven is more challenging.  I lie on my front and reach behind myself as I bend my legs back towards my ass and grab my ankles with my hands.  I tilt my head back as far as I can and open my mouth wide.  I can imagine myself on the couch or on a table, breasts hanging over the edge as a string of men use my mouth.

Eight comes as a relief, I stand, legs apart on tip toes with my arms above my head, wrists crossed, mouth open.  This allows for total access to my body, showing me that it’s not mine, it’s yours, available to you.

Nine is even easier, I bring my legs together and place my feet on the floor.  I fold my arms behind my back, my hands gripping my arms just above the elbow.  This is, I believe, the second most common way for a slave to present herself.  This is probably the easiest of all and can be held for long periods of time.

For ten I bend forward, unfold my arms and grasp my ankles in my hands, my ass is thrust out, either ready for use or available to be punished.  The only issue with this position is staying still, I have a tendency to wobble.

The last two are much harder to maintain, they even take a minute or two to assume the position.  For eleven I’m back up on my knees, legs slightly apart.  My thighs are vertical, I put my hands behind my back and grab my ankles.  Next comes the difficult part, I push my stomach forward and bend my back the wrong way, I tilt my head back and shake my head to get my hair hanging down, half hiding my arms.  I open my mouth wide, ready for a cock.  This one is hard to hold, I can only imagine what it’s like if my mouth was being used.

Twelve is hardest of all.  I lie on my back, arms over my head and push upwards with my arms into a reverse crab, this is physically demanding to hold.  I want to be in front of my Master and hold this pose while he uses me as a table.  Instantly my back aches, my neck aches from my head hanging down.  I can feel the blood rushing into my head and sweat starts to form.  By the end I’m shaking and I fall to the floor when my five minutes are up.  Some days I can’t manage even five minutes in this position.  I get punished then for my failure.

Thirteen is a rest after the two challenging ones.  I lie on my back, legs and arms apart in a star formation, like a child might do making snow angels.  I can hold this one for a long period of time.  It’s almost like a reward after eleven and twelve.

Fourteen is the opposite of thirteen, I lie on my front in the same position.  My breasts hurt as they support my weight, but it’s OK.

For fifteen I lie on my back and raise my legs vertically into the air, supporting my ass with my hands.  Once I’m stable I open my legs wide, exposing my pussy for inspection.  I fantasize about having a candle thrust into my pussy, having to grip it to prevent it from moving and having the hot wax drip onto my cunt.  Maybe I could have other candles placed on my breasts at the same time . . . .

Sixteen is easier, I get onto all fours, head down, back straight so that I could be used as a table.  I think about my Master and his friends putting drinks onto my back, all the while I have to stay perfectly still so they don’t fall off.

For seventeen I walk to the corner of the room and stand, facing into the corner, I rise up onto tip toes and fold my arms behind my back.  This is a position for contemplation, I think it would be used after a punishment session to allow me to reflect on how I’d failed him and why I deserved to be punished.

Eighteen is a variation of the same pose, but rather than face into the corner I face the wall directly.  I place a quarter on my forehead (or my nose or chin, depending on how I feel) and touch it to the wall, holding it in place.  If it falls I will have failed.

Nineteen is challenging to hold.  I squat in front of my master, balanced on my tip toes, legs wide apart exposing my cunt to him.  I fold my arms behind my back, head down, looking at the floor.  This is hard to hold without over balancing or legs moving too much.  Frequently I’ll fail at this one, falling over or moving.  Today it’s different, I’m in front of him, knowing he’s watching me.  Today I find it easy to hold, being in his presence makes all the difference to this one.

The final pose is a variation of the first few.  I kneel back on the floor and open my legs wide.  I form my hands into fists and place them floor, I straighten my arms then bend my back and raise my ass slightly.  I tilt my head back, close my eyes and open my mouth wide, inviting a man to use it for a blow job or somewhere to piss.  I’d love to have him piss in my mouth, then I could be of even more use to him.

When the 100 minutes is up I’ve practiced every pose once.  No doubt I’ll need to learn more for him, should he ever own me.  I get the 20 sided die and roll it twice, first to pick the pose and second the amount of time to hold it.  Should I get 11 or 12 for 20 minutes I’ll fail, I know that.  Until Jack messages me I’ll practice my poses.  I check the clock, three hours or so of posing to go.  Should I fail any of them I’ll punish myself before I go out.  First roll is a 9 followed by a 17.  I smile, a nice easy start.

******

When my phone beeps it’s a relief.  I’ve been moving from one position to another for almost three hours and I’m tired.  Tired, thirsty and hungry.  My body aches, holding these positions for that length of time isn’t easy.  Will power has got me through, will power and a deep desire to serve.  I pick my phone up and read the text.

Meet you in 15 at the back door.  Kneel in the alleyway, naked and leashed.

There’s no way I can step outside naked, but his instructions didn’t cover that.  I go to my room and slip my dress back on and a pair of heels.  I pick up my phone and keys and walk out of my apartment.  I go to the basement level and walk up the stairs onto the street and turn down the alleyway.  It’s quiet, I must be the only person in it.  When I’m opposite the Starbucks back door I strip off and put my items under a box at the side of the building, then drop to my knees, legs open wide, head down and I wait.

I don’t have to wait for long, the door opens and I hear someone step out.

“Fuck Jack,” I hear a male voice say, “Fuck . . . you weren’t kidding me, were you?”  A man steps out, down the three steps.  I pick up the handle for the leash and put it into my hands, then assume position three, the leash on my open hands, offering it to Jack . . . or the unknown man.  He takes the leash from my hands and pulls on it.  I move onto all fours and follow him, up the stairs and into the coffee shop store room, my head down, looking at the floor.

Once inside he guides me to the staff room area, I can make out a couple of chairs and a table.

“Keep you eyes closed Emily,” orders Jack. 

“Yes Sir,” I reply, closing my eyes.

“Lie on your back.”

“Yes Sir.”  I move onto my front and then roll over.  I can sense the bright lights but I keep my eyes shut, as ordered.  They lift me up onto the table where they stretch my arms out and use my wrist cuffs to secure my arms to the table.  One of them slips a blindfold over my eyes, I can’t see anything now until they remove it.  They lower my head, gently, it’s hanging off the edge of the table. 

Next they take one leg each, open them wide, then secure them to the table, my ass and cunt just over the edge of the table.  My body is now theirs, I can’t wait to be of use to them

“Mouth or cunt?” asks Jack.  The unknown man doesn’t speak, I guess he must be pointing as Jack says “Good choice, I fucked that earlier.”  I have to speak.

“Please Sir, if you’re going to fuck my cunt please use a rubber.” 

I cry out in pain, someone has slapped my tits hard.  I can take more than that, but I wasn’t expecting it and the pain is a surprise, hence the cry.

“Shut the fuck up Emily,” says Jack.

“I’m sorry Sir,” I reply.  I’m thrilled, he’s learning how to use a slave.  Or at least use this slave.

“Don’t worry,” says Jack to the unknown man, “She’s game for being slapped, aren’t you Emily?”  I reply with a ‘Yes Sir’, “Hell,” continues Jack, “She’ll even thank you for it and ask for another, won’t you?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Ask my friend to hit your tits Emily.”

“Please Sir, please hit my tits,” This is thrilling, Jack is teaching an unknown man how to abuse, hurt and use me.  A useful lesson for me to learn.  “Make it hurt Sir, look at my bruised tits, they can take much more Sir.”  I can hear jeans being opened and near my head a zipper being undone.  I’ve never been double penetrated before, this is a useful learning opportunity.

I can feel a finger on my pussy, it slides down my wet labia and onto the jewel in my ass.  He takes hold of it and pulls on it, I squeeze my ass together, resisting, keeping it inside me as he pulls back and forth on it.

“Not willing to give this up Emily?”

“No Sir.”

He slaps my ass instead.  I’m listening hard and I think I can hear a Trojan packet being opened.  He may have punished me for speaking out of turn, but he listened.  The man at my head grabs it in his hands and tilts it back.  I open wide, expectantly waiting to have my mouth fucked.  I don’t have to wait long, he thrusts his cock inside my mouth, it’s not fat but quite long and soon he’s pushing at the back of my throat.  I swallow, granting him access and his cock slides down my throat.  As he enters my throat he groans in pleasure, internally I smile, I’m being useful to a man.  There’s no better sensation.

Jack puts two hands on my pussy and pulls my labia apart, exposing my cunt.  He takes one hand off and lines his dick up, then thrusts into me.  I can feel every inch of it, touching against the dildo in my ass.  It’s a heavenly sensation.

The unknown man lets go of my head and grabs my tits, taking my nipples between his fingers and thumbs.  He squeezes hard and twists them, I’d have cried out if I could breathe.  I hear him laugh.  He pulls his cock out a little, allowing me a little breath before ramming it back in.  At my pussy Jack does the same, they are fucking me in tandem, in, out, in, out.  I can hear them both grunting, the stranger’s nails are sinking into my tits.

I pull against the restraints (bad Emily), I want to pull his hands away but they do their job and hold me in place.

“Keep hurting her,” Jack says, “Her cunt goes so tight when you do that.”  The man laughs and sinks his cock all the way down.  He lets go of my tits and I hear him pick something up.  I know this is going to hurt and prepare myself.  I want to cry out, he’s used some implement on me, he’s much stronger than me, this hurts so much more than anything I’ve done to myself.  My body is thrashing, Jack puts his hands onto my waist and pulls me back, there is no escape as blow after blow lands on me. 

The man reverts to throat fucking me, he throws the implement away and takes my tits back into his hands and screams in delight as his cock starts to pulse, pumping his cum straight down my throat.  At least I don’t have to taste it.  At the other end Jack yells out in delight, I can feel his cock pulsing inside me.  He stays there, motionless as he cums, lost in his pleasure.

The stranger pulls out and I take a quick breath, then lift my head, following him, keeping his cock inside me for as long as possible, chasing it, showing how much I loved sucking it.  I decide to speak.

“Thank you Sirs,” I say, “Thank you for a new experience, I’ve never been fucked in both holes at the same time.”  I can’t see anything, but I can feel them both smiling.  Jack pulls out of me and I hear him walk round the table.  I hear him remove the condom, the he opens my mouth with his hand.  The end of the rubber touches my lips before he lifts it away.  I chase after it, he teases me, pulling it away, moving it to the side, making me work for it.

When he gives in the cum drips out of the condom into my mouth.  I wait until it’s all inside my mouth, then I close and swallow, before opening wide again to show I’ve been a good girl.

“Thank you for you cum Sir,” I say.  I hear the men high five each other, then they release me.  As soon as I’m free I move on the table and get into my submissive kneeling pose, legs spread wide.  Someone puts a hand on my pussy and starts to move it, he’s not subtle and it’s quite painful, but I moan as though it’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me.

Abruptly he pulls it away and holds it to my mouth and I suck my own slickness off his fingers.  There’s one final slap to my chest when he pulls his hand away and they pick me up and lower me to the floor. 

“All fours Emily,” says Jack and I twist over.  He tugs at the leash and walks me out of the store.  At the door he makes me descend the four steps on my hands and knees then orders me to kneel, I obey without question.  He removes my blindfold, but I keep my eyes closed, I’ve not been told I can open them.

“I’ll call you tomorrow Emily,” he says, then closes the door.  I wait 5, 10 minutes, in case this is a test, then I open my eyes.  The door is closed, I’m kneeling naked in the street having just been fucked and abused by Jack and a total stranger.  I hug myself, I‘m very happy.

I crawl to the box I’d put my clothes and keys under and lift it, expecting to see my items.  My mouth falls open, all that’s there is my keys and phone.  I look around, my dress is no where to be seen.  Frantically I move the wall of boxes, checking each one.  I can’t find it anywhere.

Dumbfounded I pull some boxes around me to hide while I think.  After a while I realize that Jack must have taken my dress.  I pick up my phone to call him, to beg for its return.  Once unlocked I see there is a text message.

You will not get your dress back until the morning, or until you come into the shop naked.  Your choice.

Fuck.  There is no way I’m walking naked into Starbucks.  Shit, how many of my block would be in there, how many people would take photos?  It will be all over Facebook, Instagram within minutes.  How long then until someone from work sees it and I’m dismissed?  There’s no way I can do that, I’d never get to see my Master again.

I think.  I’ve got two options as far as I can see.  Go into Starbucks and recover my dress.  Well, I’ve discounted that already.  The alternative is to try to get to my apartment.  Without being seen.    I sit for a few minutes and plan out what I’m going to do.  It’s kind of thrilling really, to be about to move naked in my own block.  This is the only option.

I push the boxes away, take a deep breath and start to move.  Clearly I can’t go out onto the street, instead I crawl down the side of the building (crawling not submissively, crawling so I can stay hidden in the shadows).  Once I’m past the doors to the various concessions on the first floor there is a line of windows that lead into the basement parking lot.  There’s no glass obviously.

I push my head through one to take a look.  There’s a six or seven foot drop down to the floor.  It won’t be easy but I push my feet through and shuffle myself into the opening.  Once my waist is through the window I bend and push my legs down, trying to reach the floor.  I keep pushing myself though, I fit easily and soon I’m hanging by my fingertips.  My feet still don’t reach the floor, I take a deep breath and let go, luckily it’s only a couple of feet to fall to the floor.  I scrape my breasts on the wall, but other than that I’m uninjured.

There is row after row of cars in the lot, I’ve parked here for a couple of years and I never really took notice of how many there are, and there are another two levels below this one.  I can see my goal, in the corner there are the elevators.  I can’t hear any vehicles, but I take precautions and move slowly across the garage, sneaking between lines of cars until I’m beside the elevators.

Shit, I look up, the security cameras, fuck, fuck, fuck, they will be recording me.  Shit, and now I’ve looked directly up into one.  I stare into it for a few seconds, then smile and blow the camera a kiss.  In for a penny, in for a pound.  I press the button and summon the elevator, then run away and hide behind a SUV – when the elevator opens there’s no one in it and I run quickly to the open doors before they close.  Once inside I smile up at the camera there and press eight for my floor.

The elevator starts to move and I relax, but too soon.  It only moves one floor and comes to a shuddering halt.  I move into the corner, but there’s nothing I can do, I’m naked, bruised, collared & cuffed and there is no where to hide.  I make the best of it, I take a deep breath and thrust out my chest.  I hope that children don’t get in, there aren’t many families in this block but I wouldn’t want to be naked in front of a child.

I’m in luck, an old man gets in, he must be in his late fifties.  He gets in without looking at me and presses 21.  A penthouse – he must have some serious money.  He turns to face the door.  The door closes and we start to move.

“Travel naked a lot do you?” he asks.

I smile.  He’s not looking at me but he’s paying attention.

“Only sometimes,” I reply.

“Any reason?”

“Sure, I went to Starbucks to blow one of the baristas and he took my dress and ordered me to return to my apartment naked.”

He thinks for a few seconds before he speaks again.

“Do you always do as you’re told?”

I pause before I answer.  “Usually.”

The elevator slows, we’re approaching my floor.  When the door opens the man doesn’t move.  He’s blocking the doorway so I have to speak to him.

“Please may I get out of the elevator,” I ask.  He turns to look at me, taking a long, slow look at my youthful body.  He smiles and steps to the side.  As I ease past him he slaps my ass hard.  I smile and turn to look at him.  I step back in, wrap my arms round his shoulders and go onto my tip toes.  I push my lips against his and kiss him, our mouths closed.

“Maybe I’ll see you again?” he says.

“Maybe,” I reply.  I walk backwards out of the elevator and blow him a kiss as the doors close.  I walk back to my apartment and unlock the door without further incident.  Once I’m inside I take another photo of myself and send it to Jack.

I do a quick time check, I need to shop so I can prepare my Master’s evening meal.  I know that he loves steak, there’s a whole foods a few blocks away.  I wash my face and give my pussy a quick clean, select a dress and step out.  I leave the building without incident and walk to the store.  I’m in and out in under 20 minutes and quickly back in my apartment.  I’ve only bought one steak, fate will control if I get to eat.

Once I’m home I go for a bath while the meat comes to room temperature.  Once I’m in the warm, soapy water I think back on being double penetrated on the desk.  It’s not long before I’m lost in the moment and my hand is on my pussy, rubbing my clit under water.

My fingers slip in easily and I lie there, fucking myself.  With my other hand I grab the jewel in my ass and pull on it, making sure it doesn’t leave my ass but just gently pull it in and out.  I’m thinking about being fucked by a stranger, having his cock thrusting in and out of my throat, waiting for him to cum inside me.

I tilt my head back, placing it on the edge of the tub.  I can see my breasts, rising out of the water, bubbles on my chest.  I feel incredibly sexy when I’m in the bath.  I take my fingers from my pussy and start to rub my clit, I open my mouth, close my eyes and the sensations run over my body.  It doesn’t take long, I can feel myself getting close to cumming.  I’m panting and groaning, my breathing is shallow and fast and I count down, wanting to cum.  When I get to two with a huge effort I pull my hand away, denying myself the climax I crave.

I take my nipples in my fingers and crush them, the pain helps focus me, concentrating on not cumming.  When I come down I smile, I’m pleased with myself, that’s twice I’ve edged today.  Each time I took myself to the edge of orgasm and denied myself.  I need to practice this though, so I can control my orgasm more easily.

When I get out of the bath I dry myself, re-apply my makeup and go to the kitchen.  I pour my Master a glass of wine and serve it to him, then I cook his meal, a steak with a blue cheese sauce and side salad.  I’ve watched him eat at company days out and when we entertain clients, he almost always refuses the potato option and selects a side salad. 

Once the food is ready I take it to him on a plate and I kneel in front of him and take his cock into my mouth.  It tastes so much nicer than the real ones I sucked today, because it’s his cock.  I don’t know how long I spend sucking it, I’m lost in the moment, serving him as a good slave should.

When I come down from my high I take the plate, the cheese sauce has congealed and the meat is cold.  I ask my question.

“Master, please may I eat?”  I shake the 8 ball.  The word ‘Yes’ forms and I smile, in the last 36 hours I’ve eaten one muffin.  I cut the steak into small pieces and place it into a bowl, then I place that next to him and eat without using my hands.  When I’ve eaten it all I thank him for allowing me to eat, then I clean up.

When my apartment is clean I get the twenty sided die.  It will control what I do tonight.  I’ve written out 12 challenges for myself, some easy, some hard, some pleasant, some horrible.  I want to roll a one, a one means that I will stay home and serve my master.  A five means going to a lesbian bar and leaving with the first woman that makes a pass at me.  I’ve never been with a woman, I should try it as every man I’ve ever known fantasies about a threesome.  If I’m to fuck a woman I want to be good at it, I would want her to cum.

12 is the one I’m dreading.  Dress like a whore and go to the red light district.  Come back when I’ve got $200.  I really don’t want to do this but I will if I roll a 12.  It would be an order, I’m a slave.  I will obey any order my Master gives me.  And these 12 instructions are orders from my Master, the die will control my fate.

I pick it up and roll it, it bounces a few times before hitting the table leg and coming to a halt.  I look at it, a 10.  I smile, this was one of the better outcomes.  Go to a bar and get picked up, spend the night with the guy.  Make sure he’s dominant.  Yes, this is a good one.  If he’s dominant he should recognize my necklace for what it is.  I ask for permission to get dressed.

First a matching set of underwear, a lacy bra and a tiny pair of panties.  Second is my holdups, black and sheer.  As with yesterday they take a while to get on, sliding them under my ankle cuffs is not easy.  I select a black skirt, it’s above my knees, classy not slutty.  I could wear it to the office.  Next I select a patterned blouse, long sleeved to cover my wrist cuffs.  I pick out a pair of black boots that come part way up my calves – I choose these to cover my ankle cuffs.

I brush my hair, apply perfume and a little more make up – most men like more than my Master does.  I look at myself in the mirror, I look good.  I undo a couple of buttons on my blouse to show my chest, I can’t show too much, well, not in public.  I’ll be showing them tonight to some lucky man.

I pick up my handbag and slip my burner phone into it, whom ever I end up with will no doubt want my number.  I add my leash, keys and a packet of condoms –and I’m ready to go out.  I’ve picked a bar on the other side of town, once I’m on the street I flag down a taxi and I’m in the bar 20 minutes later.

I sit at the bar, it’s a nice place, I like it.  The bar is long with huge mirrors on the wall behind, opposite me.  I look around, there are several single women, looks like I’ve chosen well.

“What can I get you?” asks the bartender.

“A glass of white wine please,” I reply.  I don’t drink that often, but this is a bar after all.  He’s back quickly and I take my first sip.  I look at myself in the mirrors, catching a view of myself between the bottles of spirits.  I look good, I know it.  I don’t have to wait long before a man approaches.  He stands next to me and leans on the bar.  I look at him, he’s good looking, about my age.  Will he be what I want, what I need?

I dread what will come out of his mouth, usually it’s some corny line, attempting to show humor or wealth.  I smile at him, he’s the man, the predator, it’s up to him to make the first move.

“Can I buy you a drink?” he asks.  Well, at least it’s not corny and it doesn’t make me cringe.  Before I became a slave I would have accepted but I want a man who will recognize the collar on my neck for what it is.

You’re probably wondering why I don’t go to a BDSM club.  I’ve tried them, I’ve been picked up in them but it’s too easy.  Most men, I’m convinced, are dominant.  They just sometimes need a little help in bringing it out.  That can be part of the excitement for me.  Besides, there’s only one BDSM club in town (that I can find) and I don’t want to be a regular there – I’m out for sex, to practice my skills, training myself to be the best fuck I can be.

“No thankyou,” I reply.  He’s cute but if he’s what I want he should recognize my collar.  He tries to talk to me but I turn away and ignore him, soon he gives up and walks off.

Over the next hour a dozen or more men approach me, each is polite, sounding me out.  With each one I dismiss them equally politely.  Eventually a woman approaches me, she tells me she’s been watching me dismiss the men, maybe she would be more to my liking?  I tell her I’m not gay and she puts her hand on my ass.  “Neither am I honey, but we can surely have some fun?” 

“No thank you,” I reply.  My fate was made clear, one day I’ll have to fuck a woman, but not today. 

“Pity,” she says as she runs her hand up my ass, onto my back before walking away.

The next man that approaches me is a little older, maybe 30.  He’s wearing a suit, no tie, and has three or four days of stubble on his face.  He’s good looking, I’m attracted to him instantly.  He stands next to me and we look at each other in the mirror for a few seconds before he speaks.

“How submissive are you?” he asks, before continuing, “Your collar gives it away.”  Internally I hug myself, this is the man I came out to meet.

“As submissive as they come sir,” I reply.  I pick my wine up, the glass is almost empty.  The bartender comes over and asks if he can get us a drink.

“I’ll have a Molson,” he says, “And she’ll have a gin and tonic.”  I love the way he’s taken control of the situation, taken control of me.  He didn’t ask what I wanted, he decided.  This is the man I’ve come out to meet.

“What’s your name girl?” he asks.

“Emily sir,” I reply.  When the bartender puts the drinks down the man throws down two $20s and tells him to close my check with it and keep the change.  When he moves away he speaks to me without looking.

“Pick up the drinks and follow me Emily.”

“Yes sir,” I reply.  I follow him to a booth at the back of the bar.  He slips into the seat and I slide in opposite him.  He picks up his drink and sips from the top of the bottle before speaking to me.

“Understand this Emily, I expect your submission and you obedience.  If you fail you’ll be punished.”

“I understand sir,” I reply.

“Don’t look at me again,” he says.  I look down at the table, he’s established his dominance over me very quickly, I’m putty in his hands and know that I’ll do what ever he tells me.

“Take your panties off Emily.”

I don’t speak, I just raise my ass off the leather seat and pull the hem of my skirt up.  I put my hands onto my panties and pull them down slowly, over my legs and boots.  When they are in my hands I sit back down.

He puts his hand onto the table, open, demanding my panties.  Neither of us speak but I hand them to him.  He closes his hand onto them and lifts them to his face, I can hear him breathing in.

“You’re wet already Emily,” he says.

“Yes sir,” I reply.  He’s right, this is very exciting.  I don’t know his name but I’m under his control.  Completely under his control.  This is part of the thrill for me, to be obeying a man I don’t know who has already threatened me.  I can’t wait to get back to his place and fuck him.

“Get under the table Emily,” he orders me.  I look round, the bar is busy, someone is bound to see me move. 

“Emily, I said get under the table, I did not say look around the bar, then get under the table, did I?”

“No sir,” I say, my voice barely audible.  Every order would have to be obeyed instantly and without question.  I slide onto the floor, I can see his crotch and he opens his legs and unzips his fly.  I know what I have to do, I also know that anyone who wants to watch will see me sucking this man’s cock. 

I reach in and find the gap in his underpants.  I pull his cock and balls through the gap and take him into my mouth, his cock is flaccid to start and I take the full length in and suck.  It’s clean, he must have had a shower recently.  Sometimes you can tell that they’ve not showered for days, the revolting taste is all part of my training to never object, to never complain.  His cock soon starts to grow in my mouth, I’ve never met a man that doesn’t like having his cock in a girl’s mouth.

He uses his feet to widen my legs, without thinking I’d adopted an open legged posture but he wants them even wider.  I put my arms around his waist, this is going to be oral only from me and I suck hard, moving my head up and down, taking him all the way, even as his cock grows inside my wet mouth.  Soon he’s touching the back of my throat, the training is all worth it as I catch him moan a little as my throat opens and I take him all the way.  I love it when I make a man moan, it’s like a drug to me, knowing that I’m pleasing him.

He puts a hand on my head and pushes me all the way down his cock, burying my face in his trimmed pubes.  He’s not applying pressure, just showing me what he expects from me, showing me what he wants.  I stay like that for as long as I can, when I need to breathe I try to pull back.  Now he exerts pressure, now a second hand goes onto my head and he pushes hard, keeping me in my place.  Only when I start bucking, twisting my head does he release me.

Even then, my training takes over and I pull back slowly, despite what I’m feeling.  I’m close to passing out when his cock leaves my throat and I can finally breathe, I suck in the air, desperately needing it, all the time sliding up and down his cock, flicking it with my tongue.  I want him to cum in me, to use me as I was destined to be used.

As soon as I calm down I push back down his thick shaft, once again denying myself air to pleasure him.  This time he doesn’t touch my head, he knows I know what he wants and knows that I’m happy, no, that I need to please him.  Twice more we repeat this before he takes a handful of my hair and pulls me off.

“Get back on the seat Emily,” he orders.

“Yes sir,” I reply and I get back onto the seat, it’s not as easy as sliding under the table was.  I remember not to look at him and I pick up my drink and sip from it.  I look to the side, into the bar.  A couple of dozen people are looking at me, more than one raises a glass or bottle to me.  I blush and smile, they’ve obviously been watching me perform.

The man doesn’t speak to me, he just picks up his drink and sips it, then I hear him put his cock away and zip up his pants.  I start to think about what just happened, did I displease him?  What did I do wrong?  Is he going to punish me or dismiss me?  I open my mouth to speak, to ask him what I did wrong but he speaks first.

“Don’t speak unless you’re spoken to Emily.”

Relief floods over me, he wasn’t ignoring me, he was testing me and controlling me without me knowing it.  He doesn’t sound unhappy, surely I pleased him?  “Yes sir,” I reply.

“Drink up,” he says, picking up his beer and downing it.  I don’t respond, I just pick up my drink and finish it off.  He finishes first and he leans over the table and picks up my bag.  I don’t resist or question him as he opens it and looks inside.  He pulls out my phone, keys and leash.  I sneak a glance when he picks up the leash, he’s smiling.

“Planning on being led out of here on a leash are you Emily?”

“That’s you choice isn’t it sir?”  I respond.  He laughs.

“Yes it is and yes you will be.”  He pauses then speaks again.  “What are your limits Emily?”

I think for a moment before answering, “Sir, I have three limits.  First I must be released by 10am tomorrow, I’ve got work at 12.  Second, if you fuck my pussy or my ass I insist that you wear a condom.” – he nods at this – “And finally no permanent damage to my body, no broken bones, no blood play.”

He nods and agrees, then he leans over the table and I lean forward, I tilt my head back (eyes closed so I don’t look at him) and he clips the leash onto my collar.  The bar is busy, but at our end it’s gone silent, only the low music in the background is making any sound.

He stands and steps out of the booth, he tugs on my leash and I follow him.  I want to get on all fours and crawl out, should I?  I think for a moment, maybe that would be too much and anyway, it’s his choice isn’t it?  He puts his hands onto mine and feels my wrists.  He touches the cuffs under my blouse a few times, working out what they are before he moves behind me.  He pulls my arms behind my back and raises my blouse sleeves.  He attaches the cuffs to each other, locking my arms behind my back.  He undoes three buttons on my blouse, revealing more of my breasts.  He pauses to study the marks on them and smiles.  With this final adjustment to my outfit he takes the handle of my leash into his hand and tugs at it, turning me to face the exit.

We walk through the bar slowly, it’s packed but around us there is space, people move out of the way, watching as he leads me out of the bar.  Several of the men that tried to pick me up are watching, open mouthed, realizing where they went wrong.  Soon we’re outside, it’s still hot and we are quickly in a taxi, on the way back to his place.  He doesn’t live near me, which is good.  Hopefully I’ll never see him again after tonight.

******

Once we are inside his apartment I relax a little, he didn’t speak a word in the taxi.  He helped me out of the taxi by pulling on my leash and led me through the lobby and into the elevator.  As soon as the door closes to his apartment he turns to face me, I look down at the floor, not giving him an excuse to hurt me.

“Why are you here Emily?” he asks.

“To serve and suffer for you sir,” I reply.

He pauses for a moment before speaking, “But why are you here – are you an owned slave?”

“Yes sir,” I reply, “My Master told me to go to a bar and get picked up by a dominant male for the night and to serve him well.  He believes that I’ll be a better slave for it, more skilled.”  I’m almost shaking as I speak.

I can’t see his reaction, but he walks behind me and releases my hands, then unzips my dress, pulling it over my shoulders and down my body, allowing it to fall to the floor.  Gently he undoes my bra and removes it, disposing of it in the same way. 

He runs his hands over my breasts, taking one in each and squeezing gently.  Then he moves down my body, over my smooth, hairless pussy and pushes one hand between my legs.  I’m already wet, his fingers glide effortlessly over my labia, pushing them apart and into my wet cunt.

Next he kisses my back and runs his other hand down it, over my ass before slapping it, not hard.  He’s still finger fucking me and I moan, I’m enjoying this.  He takes the jewel in my ass and pulls it gently, my ass unwilling to give up the prize.  He kisses my ear and whispers into it, “Does that live inside you all the time?”

I reach up behind me and touch his head, I pull it and turn to face him, closing my eyes to avoid looking at him and whisper back.  “It lives inside me 24/7 sir, only coming out if I’m going to be fucked in that hole.”  I can’t see him, but I can feel him smiling.  I reach behind with my other hand and start to rub his cock through his trousers, he’s already hard and I want to turn and take him back into my mouth, but he’s got other ideas.

He pulls his finger from my cunt and puts it under my nose.  I sniff it, then open my mouth and suck it – I don’t like the taste of a woman but this is what he wants.  He tugs my leash down, pulling me to the floor.  I expect him to tug on it, making me crawl after him, but he doesn’t.  Instead he stands astride me, then sits down on my back.  I make a sound, this was unexpected.

He’s heavy, heavier than me as he sits on my back it bends, accommodating his weight.  He shifts his weight so he is on my hips then raises his legs off the floor and puts them behind him, I’m now carrying his full weight.  I’ve read about pony girls, never thought I’d be one.  He slaps my ass and speaks to me.

“Let me show you round my apartment Emily.  Walk on, if I slap you left cheek turn left, right cheek right.”  I start to crawl, it’s not easy with him on my back as he shows me round.  It’s bigger than mine, with a separate kitchen and dining room, a living area and two bedrooms.  There’s also a balcony with a table and chairs on it with views over the city.  It’s nice.  I could see myself here, serving this man, if I wasn’t already owned.

He rides me back into the living room and parks me in front of a chair, pulling me down to the floor.  I want to kneel, legs apart, to show him my body but I don’t think that’s what he wants.  Instead I adopt my mushroom pose, kneeling, breasts on the floor and he sits in the chair and puts his legs on my back.  I can’t begin to describe how incredible this feels, being nothing more than a footrest for a man.  I feel utterly worthless and yet totally in control at the same time.

We stay like that for a long time, I can’t see what he’s doing but I remain motionless, serving my temporary master, serving my purpose, serving under a superior male.  I’m very happy.

When he lifts his legs off he takes my leash into his hands and tugs at it.  I get onto my hands and knees and follow him, he’s walking slowly and only has to tug on the leash a couple of times to speed me up.  He pulls me into his bedroom and positions me at the side of the bed.  This time he allows me to kneel, legs open wide, hands open on my thighs.  I hear him open a drawer and he takes something out.  He’s behind me as he slips a blindfold over my eyes.  I smile, that makes things easier for me.

I can hear him, he’s undressing himself.  I hear him move around the room, opening drawers, taking things out.  I’m really turned on, my body will be his for the night.  When he sits down I can smell his cock, it can only be an inch from my mouth.  I open wide and bend forward, trying to find it, trying to taste it.  He’s playing with me, moving it to the side, moving away from me.  Eventually my persistence pays off and I get him into my mouth and I suck hard, tasting his pre-cum, pulling him in, deeper and deeper until I open my throat and take his full length.

We stay like that for as long as I can manage, his pubes up my nose, my hands on my thighs, not moving, not breathing, just holding him in my throat until I start to convulse, even then I force myself to stay on his cock, pleasing him until he takes my head in his hands and pulls me back, releasing me and allowing me to breathe. 

He strokes my hair and speaks to me, “What’s your safe word Emily?”

“I don’t have one sir,” I reply.  I don’t need one, obviously.

“With me you do.  Your safe word is red, understand?”

“Yes sir,” I reply, then repeat “red” to show I understand.

“Lock your hands behind your back Emily,” he orders me.  I’m glad I practiced this, it takes me a couple of attempts but I soon manage it.  I hear him lie back on the bed, he uses his legs to pull me in and soon his cock is back where it belongs, in my mouth.  I suck him lovingly, putting everything into it, moving up and down, taking him all the way until he pulls my hair.

“Suck my ass hole Emily.”

It’s an order, it needs to be obeyed.  I don’t reply, I just run my tongue down his thick shaft before taking one his balls into my mouth.  I close my lips round it and suck, gently pulling my head away from him, flicking his ball with my tongue.  I can hear him moaning, one hand just on my head.  He’s enjoying his.  With his other hand I can hear him wanking himself, slowly.

I open my mouth and his ball pops out, pulling away from me I make him wait, teasing him as I lick the tops of his legs before I take the plunge, push forward and lick his ass.  I’ve never done this before but I’m looking forward to it.  I take my first taste of his ass, or any ass.  It surprises me, there’s a vague smell of shit but nothing too unpleasant.  I lick slowly, starting where his body touches the bed and lick upwards, over his asshole and up to his balls.  He moans when I touch his asshole, clearly this is what he enjoys the most.

I lick upwards again, this time pausing at his ass hole and I take a deep breath and push my head in, jamming my nose against his skin, my mouth open, covering his asshole and I push my tongue out and start to fuck him with my tongue.  He wraps his legs round the back of my head, pulling me closer, preventing me from breathing.

When he releases me he pushes me away and sits up, I’m upset, did I do something wrong?  He must be able to see my emotion, he strokes the side of my face before he reassures me.

“You were too good Emily, I was about to cum.  And I don’t want to . . . . not yet anyway.”  He strokes my face and I smile, I’m happy that I pleased him.  I love pleasing people, it’s part of any submissive’s nature.

He leans in close and whispers in my ear again.  “Can I hurt you?  I mean, really hurt you?”

“Yes sir,” I whisper, “Please remember my limits though sir.”

“I will.  Promise me you’ll use your safe word if I go too far.”

“I will sir,” I reply.  I won’t, he can do what ever he wants to me.  My only issue is that I won’t be able to see his face as he hurts me, I love that look when a man is reduced to his base, animal state as a woman submits to him completely.  But it’s his choice, isn’t it?

I’m listening intently as he moves away from me.  He’s not away for long, in the mean time I wait, kneeling upright, displaying my body.  I hear a few clicks, it takes me a moment to place them.  It’s a cigarette lighter.  I have a moment of panic, fuck he’s not going to burn me, is he?  He strokes my hair and reassures me.  I can smell something, it’s a candle.  He’s going to drip wax on me.  The question is, where will he start?  I take a deep breath and wait, pain is easier to deal with when you’re not breathing.

He’s toying with me, he waits until I can’t hold my breath any longer and I let it out, the instant I do he upends the candle and the hot wax drips onto my breasts.  I cry out in pain, it hurts.  I can sense that he’s enjoying it, he moves the candle, the trail of wax over my chest giving away the motion of if his hand.  He keeps the candle dripping onto my other breast, I cry out again when a fresh puddle of wax is poured onto my other breast, he’s got two candles and is dripping wax onto my skin.

“Do you want me to stop?” he asks in a low voice.  The only sound I can hear is his voice and our breathing.

“No sir,” I reply, “Please keep hurting me if you’re enjoying yourself.”

“Oh, I will, I will.  Tilt your head back, open your mouth, stick your tongue out.”  I do as ordered, he stops dripping the wax on my chest, I know what’s coming next.  I’m not wrong, he pours wax onto my tongue.  I cry in pain as the hot wax lands on my tongue and runs off the end, onto my chin and down onto my breasts.

He kisses one of my ears and speaks into it, “Well done.  Ready for the next part?”

“Yes sir,” I reply, well what else can I say?  He uses his fingers to pull the congealed wax off my tongue.  I don’t move as he does this.  Once my mouth is clean he allows me to close it and then he uses the leash to pull to my feet.  He directs me onto the bed and makes me lie on it, face up, with my head hanging off the side, mouth open, ready to be fucked.

He releases my arms then secures them to the bed frame, then secures my legs the same way.  I’m spread eagled and ready to be used, my mouth and pussy on display, open and ready for use.  The next part takes me by surprise, he pulls my nipples and then applies a nipple chain to them, drawing my breasts together.  I’m used to pain in my nipples, I’m just surprised at how much it hurts when he applies them.

I can smell his cock again, he lines it up with my mouth and thrusts it in.  I can’t really move my head, it’s not a blowjob, he’s fucking my mouth, fucking my throat, using it like my pussy.  He pushes all the way inside my throat, then my breast flames with pain.  He’s used a belt or a flogger on it and is lashing the already painful area over and over.  I shake my head but he’s relentless, I’m trying to pull away but the restraints hold me.  I take a dozen or more blows, I’m crying when he relents and stops hitting me, he pulls back and finally I can breathe.

He’s tender once more and strokes my hair.  “You OK slave?”

Through my tears I sob in response, “I’m OK sir.”

He strokes my hair again and bends down.  We kiss and he speaks again, “I’m just knocking the wax off your tits.  Ask me to clean your other tit.”

“Please knock the wax off my breast sir,” I say through my tears.  He stands up and reinserts his cock into my mouth.  Tears are flowing down my face as he belts my other breast.  They’ve taken so much damage over the last two days what’s a little more?  The belt starts to hit my breast and I cry again, I want to scream in pain but his cock is stuck in my throat.  I want to close my mouth and it takes all my concentration to not sink my teeth into his shaft.

When he throws the belt away I’m a quivering mess, my tears are flowing down the sides of my face and into my hair, I know that my makeup must be streaked.  He pulls out of my mouth and bends down again, we kiss and he strokes my hair, soothing me and calling me a good girl.  I tell him I’m OK, that this is what I was destined for, to serve and be used.  We are kissing again when he takes the chain on the nipple clamps and yanks it off, the pain is excruciating and I pull my head down and scream in pain.  He laughs.

“Ready for your reward Emily?”

It takes a second to answer, “Sir, I’m only allowed to cum for my Master.  I’m sorry sir.”  This is the punishment I’ve picked for myself for crying out in pain.

He doesn’t answer for a moment, then says OK, in a semi menacing tone.  He moves away from me and I hear him walk away, the bed creaks as he climbs onto it.  My sobs are slowing as I feel him, he kisses my pussy and then starts to lick it, he starts slowly, teasing me.  Soon he inserts two fingers and finger fucks me as he licks my clit, circling it and teasing it out of it’s hood.  Soon I’m writhing around, I’m glad of my self denial practice.

He doesn’t stop, I want to cum, I’m on edge, panting and pleading with myself for an orgasm.  When he pulls his fingers out and stops licking me it’s a relief, I didn’t know how much longer I could hold my cum back.  He climbs onto me, kissing my tortured breasts on the way up and I lift my head, we kiss again as he slides his cock inside me and starts to fuck me.  I want to ask him if he’s wearing a condom, but a slave shouldn’t question her partner.

I feel something start to buzz, he puts a hand between our bodies and slides a mini vibrator onto my clit.  Holy fuck, this is going to be torture for me.  I squeeze the walls of my pussy, willing him to cum quickly.  He puts a hand on my throat, strangling me as he pounds in and out.  I’m lost in my own pleasure, sinking my nails into my hands, using the pain as a distraction from cumming.

He starts to yell, I can feel his cock pulse, his balls bouncing against me as he cums, pumping load after load inside my tight, wet cunt.  He stops thrusting into me and pins me down with his body, he releases his grip on my neck and the vibrator slips out of position (thank fuck).  My ability to cum passes and we kiss, before he pulls out of me and rolls off. 

He gets off the bed and walks round to my head.  I hear something, he’s removing his condom and I open my mouth.  He puts the end of the condom into my mouth and he pushes it, the cum drips into my mouth.  I leave it wide open, taking every drop.  When he pulls it away I close and smile before I swallow, opening wide again to show him what I did.

He kisses my forehead and whispers to me, “Good girl, good girl.  Your Master is a lucky man.”

“Thank you sir,” I whisper back, “But I’m the lucky one.”  He kisses me again.

“Can I leave you like this all night?” he asks.

“Of course you can sir, you can do whatever you want with me.”

He stands again, it takes him a few minutes but he finds a couple of blankets and puts them over me, he walks out of the room, leaving me spread eagled on the bed, secured in place.  Looks like another uncomfortable night coming up.


Sunday

I spend a second uncomfortable night in a row, on Friday I slept naked on a wooden floor, last night I was under a couple of blankets, so at least I was warm.  My head was, no, still is, hanging off the edge of the bed, my neck aches.  My breasts are sore, last night they were covered with hot wax and then had it whipped off.  I still can’t see anything, the man left a blindfold over my eyes all night.

I have no idea what time it is, nor how long I’ve been there when he comes in.  He just walks over to me and slides his erect cock into my mouth.  I can smell it, it’s intoxicating as his balls bounce on my nose.  He’s not subtle, it’s straight down without any warning.  I gag, I can feel myself about to puke on his cock when he pulls out, saliva runs down my face and onto the floor.  He pulls off the blindfold and I blink rapidly, adjusting to the light.

He slaps my breasts and re-inserts his cock.  This time I’m waiting, expecting it and I swallow when he hits the back of my throat and I open wide and take him in.  He fucks my mouth relentlessly, he makes no attempt to pleasure me in any way, shape or form.  When he cums he pulls out of my mouth and shoots his load over my face, some lands in my mouth and I swallow it all, the rest runs down my face, into my eyes causing me to blink rapidly.

He kneels down and runs his hands over my hair, he’s being tender and gentle.  He kisses me on my forehead, so gently.  The he speaks to me.

“Have you ever drunk piss Emily?”  As soon as he says this I’m aware of my own desperate need to go, I’ve not gone since I left my apartment yesterday.  I have no idea what time it is now.

“Yes sir,” I reply, honestly.  Only my own, but it’s still piss. 

“Can I put my cock in your mouth and will you drink it?”

I think for a moment, “Sir, I’ve never drunk piss direct from a cock, but I’d love to try.”

“Look at me Emily,” he says.  I look up at him, he’s as good looking as I remember from the bar last night.  He smiles at me, then walks out of the room.  When he returns he’s carrying several towels.  He puts two on the floor and uses the other to enclose my head, leaving only my face exposed.  I guess if I fail to swallow this will save his carpet.

He gets in front of me and puts his soft cock into my mouth.  Gently he lets out a little piss.  It tastes different to mine.  I try to swallow, but with his cock in my mouth I can’t do it and I cough, some piss escapes my mouth and I’m grateful for the towels.

He pulls his cock out and I swallow, then open wide to show him it’s gone.  He strokes my hair then puts his cock back into my mouth and fills it once again with urine.  We repeat the process over and over until I’ve drunk it all.  He doesn’t kiss me, instead he works his way round the bed, releasing me from my bondage. 

He walks me on my leash to the bathroom and leaves me alone, allowing me to empty my bladder.  I rinse my mouth out, take a little toothpaste and use my fingers to wipe it over my teeth, refreshing me and hopefully removing the smell and taste.  When I come out he’s on the balcony.  I look at the clock, it’s just before eight am.  The sun is up and the heat of the day is starting to build.  He's sat in a chair, legs crossed, there are two chairs set out with a table.  Should I take the other one?

Of course not!  I know my place.  At the doorway I drop to my hands and knees and crawl to him, breasts touching the floor.  When my nose touches his foot I move elegantly as I can, I place my fists on the floor and slide my legs forward until I’m resting on my calves, legs spread wide, exposed to him, exposed to the elements, exposed to the world.

“Coffee?” he asks.

“Yes please sir,” I reply.  He pours it black and offers me the cup.  I take it from him and thank him and we drink, looking out over the city.  When he refills his cup he speaks to me again.

“Can I put my number in your phone Emily?”

“Yes sir,” I reply.  He picks up his phone and asks me for my number.  I rattle it off and he texts me.  Another phone beeps, I hadn’t noticed, mine was on the table.  He’s been into my handbag.  He smiles.

“I wondered if you’d give me your real number.”

“Of course I did sir.  You asked for my number, I gave it to you.”

He smiles.  “And will I see you again?”

“I don’t know sir, that will be up to my Master.”  Maybe next time I want to get laid I’ll call him.  The dice will decide.  We stay like that, talking as dominant and submissive, not moving until the cafetiere is empty.  Once the coffee is gone he takes my leash and puts me onto all fours.  He sits on my back and I walk him to the door of his apartment.  My clothes are on the floor by my bag.  When he gets off my back I don’t move until he pulls me to my feet.

We look into each other’s eyes.  He’s dressed in chino and a tee, I’m naked.  He pulls me in close and I rise up onto my tiptoes and we kiss.  He slaps my ass and I take the slap silently.  When we break off he pushes me away and takes out his phone.  He points it at me.

“Do you mind if I take some photos?  A memento of last night?”

“Of course not sir,” I reply.  I’m proud of my body, I’ve enjoyed sharing it with someone.  I spent 15 minutes or so posing for him, I work through my full repertoire and I can see he’s impressed.  When we’ve finished he allows me to dress.  I hope he doesn’t offer me money for the taxi, that would make me feel like a whore.  I’m in luck, he doesn’t.

He takes the leash off my collar and slips it into my bag, along with my phone.  We kiss once more, a long slow kiss as we part company.  I can’t help it, I put my hand on his cock and rub it though his pants.  I want him.  Now.

I drop to my knees and pull down his pants, his cock is soon in my mouth, my hand is on his balls, the other rubbing my cunt, getting it wet and ready for his cock.  As soon as I’m wet I open my bag and take out a condom, I open it quickly and keep it ready as I work on him, it’s not that long since he came and it takes time to get him hard. 

I push him back against the door, his hands are on my head, encouraging me as his cock grows under my attentions.  I take him out of my mouth, instantly wanking him.  I remember how much he enjoyed having his ass licked, so I pull his pants down and work my head between his legs until I can get my tongue into his ass.

As soon as I force my tongue against his skin he groans and calls me his good girl.  Fuck I love that, being a good girl.  It’s degrading, it humiliating, it puts me in my place, beneath him.  And I love it. I know my position, serving him, fucking him as he wants, no, deserves, to be fucked, by a girl who loves to serve and please.

When he pulls my hand off his cock I’m puzzled for a second, then I realize he was about to cum.  I work my way back under, pausing for a quick lick of his balls.  He takes a handful of my hair and pulls it hard, lifting me up by it.  The pain is intense, I can’t move fast enough to keep my feet on the ground and for a second or two I’m hanging by my hair.

When I get my feet down I slip the condom into my mouth, I’ve never done it in real life before but I’ve practiced many times on a dildo.  I grab his cock and drop to my knees, then take him into my mouth and I push the condom onto his cock.  I look up while I do this, he’s got his eyes closed and he’s leaning against the door.

I manage to get an inch onto his cock but I need to use my hands to roll it down his cock, it’s not easy when it’s pulsing, rising and lifting as I suck.  As I unroll it I take more and more into my mouth, until the rubber is unrolled and his cock is buried in my face.  Once more he takes my head into his hands and holds me in place as I flick his cock with my tongue.

He only lets go when I struggle, I need to breathe, to pull free and he releases me.  He takes my hair in his hands and pulls me up.  We kiss and he twists me round, he takes my ass into his strong hands and picks me up, I have my back to the door and he thrusts his cock into my pussy in one swift move.  I cry out in pleasure and wrap my legs around his waist, my arms around his shoulders as he pounds in and out of me.

He’s grunting, his hands on my sore tits, sinking his nails into them as he uses me, he’s like an animal, only focusing on cumming inside me.  I start to scream, I’ve not been used like this for a long time.  I want to cum, I’m close but this isn’t about me, it’s about him, always about him.  I’m proud that I hold it in.

“I’m cumming, fuck I’m cumming.”  I can feel his cock starting to pulse and he stops pumping in and out of me.  I kiss him, I want to keep his orgasm going for as long as possible.  When he comes down he releases his grasp on my tits and we stay like that, buried in my hot wet cunt, his balls empty.  When he lets me down I fall to my knees and take the condom off, I hold it in my hand as I suck his cock clean.

I keep him in my mouth until his cock his soft and he pulls me to my feet.  We kiss again.

“You’re fucking incredible Emily,” he says.  I can’t help it, I smile, I’ve more than satisfied him, I’m pleased, really pleased.  I start to laugh.  He laughs with me.  He pulls me to my feet and we kiss for a final time.

“I’m happy I pleased you sir,” I say to him.  He slaps my breasts, playfully, for a final time.

“Get dressed Emily, it’s time for you to go home and get changed.  I’ll order you an Uber.” 

“No thank you sir,” I reply, “I’ll call it myself.”  I don’t want him to know where I live.  Not yet anyway . . . .

He turns and picks up his phone.  I put the used condom into the corner of my bag and slip on my bra and dress, followed by my shoes.  It only takes a minute.  I go to the bathroom and wash my face, adjust my hair and I’m ready to leave, I order an uber, it will be here soon.  The last few minutes are always awkward.  He tries to make it as easy as possible for me.

“You should leave, the elevators aren’t always the fastest.”  I lift myself up and kiss his cheek, the door is open and I walk through it, he slaps my ass on the way past and closes the door behind me.

Once outside his apartment I take out the condom and my phone.  I film myself as I lift it my lips and empty the contents into my mouth.  I open wide to show my mouth is full of his seed, then I summon the elevator.  Once outside I send him the film and a message.

I’ll swallow once I’m in my building sir.  I hope you enjoyed using me.  I loved serving you.

My ride pulls up and I get in.  I catch the driver checking me out and I smile, but keep my mouth closed.  We’ve just pulled away when my phone bleeps.

Fuck me Emily, you’re the perfect slave.  If you’re ever looking for a new master or your master wants to sell you get in touch.  Tell him he’s lucky, I give you 10/10.

David xxxx

I hug myself, I can feel something starting in my brain.  10/10 he said . . . perfect slave . . . I can feel it, I’m in the back of a taxi and I’m slipping into subspace, time is fading away, I can’t see anything . . . must not swallow . . . perfect . . .

******

“Hey . . . HEY,” I snap out of it, I look round and straighten up.  “If you want five stars get out lady, I’ve gotta keep working.”  I look round, shit we’re outside my apartment block.  I shake my head and open the door and get out.  I can taste the cum in my mouth, salty and revolting but I’ve kept it.  I slam the door closed and walk to my apartment, I take out my phone and give the driver five stars, he’s given me the same.  I film myself walking, as soon as I’m in the foyer I look around, open wide, close, swallow and open again.  I blow a kiss to the camera and end the film and send it to David.

I look at Starbucks, a coffee would help get rid of the taste, but I want to sort myself out before I see Jack again.  I probably don’t look my best.  I decide to go back to my apartment and shower, then use the dice to decide if I can get something to eat and drink.  Plus I need to worship my Master.  And show him David’s message.

As I walk past the security desk the guard looks up, he’s eating (he’s always eating, you don’t get to 300lbs without eating).  He nods at me, then brushes the crumbs of a Danish away from his face.  He speaks to me, he’s a nice guy.

“Emily . . . you’re Emily right?”

I stop, “Yes, that’s me.”  He must want something.

“Package came for you yesterday Emily, got it in the control room.”  I’ve been expecting this, assuming it’s what I think it is.  It was due on Friday but I got a message saying it would be late.  If I had my real phone I’d be able to tell what it was.  He stands up and moves from behind the desk.  “It’s in the control room, come with me and I’ll give it to you.”

He opens the door behind him and steps in, I expect him to pass it out, when he doesn’t I follow him in.  Inside its dark and I blink as I adjust to the low light.  There’s a rack of shelves and he’s looking on them.  Opposite is a bank of screens, I watch them, watching people move around the building.  I smile, if someone had been in here yesterday they might have seen me naked in the car park or elevator.  I hear him pick something up, he checks the label and smiles.

“This is yours,” he says as he hands it over.  It’s quite heavy, maybe 15 or 20lbs.  He offers to take it to my apartment but I tell him I’m OK.  I take one last look at the monitors then turn to and thank him.  He looks at the monitors too and smiles, then looks at me and raises an eyebrow before scanning his eyes down my body to my feet and back up, pausing on my breasts.  Shit, he knows, he saw me.  And he knows I know he knows.  He smiles at me and lifts a finger to his lips.  “Shhh,” he says.  I can’t help it, I blush and turn away and walk out, struggling with my parcel.

Once I’m in my apartment I strip off.  My Master is where I left him (I’d have been surprised if a sex doll had managed to move).  First things first, it’s almost 10 and I need to worship him.  I get on the floor, open my legs and place my hands on my thighs.  A calmness descends on me in his presence, and I relax my mind.  I can feel him examining me.  I place my phone onto the table so he can read my review.

“Alexa, set timer one hour,” I say.  She sets the timer and I stay where I am, motionless for an hour.  Normally I enjoy Sunday worship more than any other day of the week, I’m usually out of bed before six am and there is almost silence at that time of day.  Today I’m much later and the noise from the street prevents me from concentrating and achieving subspace, the mind drug I crave.  It’s not long before my legs ache, my back aches but it doesn’t matter, what’s a little pain compared to being able to kneel for him?  I know he enjoys it, every man I’ve ever met wants a woman to submit to him, most of them just don’t know it.

In my experience every man loves a submissive woman.  Some have to have it drawn out of them but it’s always there, they just don’t know it or don’t accept that a woman can submit.  Every man also enjoys hurting a woman, sexually.  I thought back to my first experience of this.

When I was a student my first serious boyfriend was sophomore while I was a fresher.  We met in my second week at some rally, shit, I can’t even remember what we were protesting about.  We chatted during the demo and afterwards in a bar.  He took my number and we went on a date, within a week we were an item and within a month we were fucking.  He was kind, gentle and sweet, everything a girl should be looking for.

We’d been dating for two or three months when he asked if he could go and watch a game with the boys in a bar.  See, he asked, his friends told their girlfriends that they were going to watch the game.  That’s the kind of man he was, or I thought he was.  My roommates were away for the weekend so I was home alone all afternoon.  I decided to do something productive and I started to bake.

When he came home he was, to put it mildly, drunk.  He was slurring his words.  I was in the kitchen, making cookies when he came in.  He paused at the doorway, smiled and laughed, then came over to me.  He wrapped his arms round my waist and kissed my neck, then moved to my side and leaned back on the island worktop.

“What are you making?” he asked.  Well, what he actually said was “What . . . whatcha makin’?” his speech split by hiccups and pauses.

“Cookies for tomorrow,” I said and kissed him back.  He smiled.  “Could you get me a wooden spoon please – over there, by the cooker.”  He looked round, his head almost rolling on his shoulder.  He was really drunk.

When he moved he almost stumbled and it took him a couple of attempts to pick up the spoon, it would have been faster to get it myself.  When he came back he leaned against the island again before turning side on to me.  He ran the spoon down my back and onto my ass, holding it there, I turned my face to him and I spoke. 

“Just give it to me,” I said.

He thought for a moment, laughed and said “Alright.”  He took the spoon off my ass and I held out my hand as I turned back to my cookie dough.  Next thing I knew I cried out in pain, he’d hit my ass with the spoon.

“Ow,” I said to him, “Cut that out.”

He didn’t, he grabbed my arms, pinning them to my body and proceeded to hit me again with the spoon.  “Ow,” I said again, but this time I didn’t follow it up with an order to stop.  I was looking into his eyes, it was the first time I’d ever seen a man look like that.  This wasn’t my boyfriend any more, hitting me with the spoon had turned him into something different, something not quite human.  I was scared and worried for what was to come next, but also turned on.  I’d done this to him, me.

He pulled me closer to him and hit me again, harder this time.  I didn’t react, I took the blow in silence and then we kissed, he hit me again while we were kissing and I bit his tongue on purpose, to see what would happen next.  He pulled away, a faint tang of blood in my mouth.

“Bitch,” he said and struck me three more times in quick succession, each time causing me to cry out.  I couldn’t take my eyes off him, I’d never seen anything like the look on his face.  He put the spoon down and put his hands onto my jeans, he pulled them apart and down my legs, taking my panties with them.  I didn’t struggle, I was enjoying being the center of his world.

He pushed me down, forcing me to bend at the waist until my chest was on the island surface.  He took the spoon up again and hit me again and again, over and over.  Without my clothes it hurt much more and I was soon crying.  But I didn’t want him to stop.  I could have pushed him off, forced him away.  He was much bigger and stronger than me, but he was also drunk and moving slowly.

I folded my arms behind my back and he took my wrists in his spare hand, pinning me down.  He threw the spoon away and kicked my legs, forcing them apart.  I heard him pull his pants down and then clumsily he forced his rock hard cock inside me.  I cried out through my tears, more in surprise than pain as he forced himself onto me, using me as nothing more than a hole for his cock.

He grabbed my hair and pulled it, forcing my head up as he used me.  Before he’d always been considerate, now the only thing he cared about was himself. 

“Fucking take it all bitch,” he yelled at me.  I didn’t reply, he seemed to like my silence through my tears (and cries of pain).  I was pushing back against him, maximizing his pleasure.  In and out he thrust, using me, this wasn’t making love, hell this was barely sex.  This was a man using a woman.  He took one of my breasts into his hand and crushed it through my tee-shirt, I cried out and he just crushed it harder.  I was nothing to him in that moment other than 2 tits and a hole to fuck.

Despite his drunkenness he started to yell out, “I’m cumming, oh fuck yes.”  I could feel his cock pulsing inside me and he pumped his load inside his whore.  “YESSSSSSSS” he yelled, releasing his grip on my arms.  When he pulled out he grabbed my hair and forced me onto the floor, head back against the cupboard door.  “Open wide,” he said.  I looked up at him, wanting to protest.  I wasn’t much of a one for sucking cock back then.  But one look at his eyes told me I had to do this, no, I wanted to do this, to please him.  To keep him in this state.

I did as he asked and opened my mouth, he pushed his cock inside me and I sucked it, hating the taste of my pussy and his cum, loving the desire that I’d awoken in him.  His cock wasn’t huge, but even so I couldn’t get it all inside my mouth and I gagged, saliva running everywhere, choking on his cock.  He jammed a foot between my legs and kicked them apart, then kicked them again and again until they were spread wide.

Despite my efforts he was getting soft and soon he pulled out of my mouth.  “I need to piss,” he said.  Nowadays I’d have told him to use me as his toilet, back then I allowed him to wander off.  As soon as he’d left the room I put my hand on my pussy and was amazed at how wet I was, his cum was leaking out of me and that helped as I rubbed my pussy, fuck I was wet.  I rubbed my clit and fucked myself with my fingers, within seconds I was pleading with myself, begging to cum. 

“Please,” I was begging, “Please . . . I’m so close . . .” I was talking to myself, I needed a push, I thought about how I’d been used, “Please . . . fuck me like that again, use me as your whore.”  As I said whore my body convulsed, wave after wave of orgasm came over me, I collapsed onto my side, my hand stuck between my legs.  I’d never cum like that before, I lay there on the cold, tiled floor for what felt like ages.  When I finally stood up I looked in the door of the microwave, I could make out my reflection.

My makeup was running down my face, I removed my tee shirt and bra and inspected my breast, it was red from where he’d abused it.  I turned and gasped when I looked at my ass, it was bright red and covered in marks from the spoon.  In places bruises were starting to form.  I looked at it for ages, running my hand over it, it was captivating.  I couldn’t take my eyes off its beauty.  I loved the marks.  I couldn’t resist, I fell to the floor and started masturbating, I got onto my hands and knees, legs apart, ass up so I could look at its reflection as I toyed with myself, I couldn’t look away and I came quickly, not as hard as last time but to cum twice in 10 minutes was amazing.

When I stood up I washed my face and hands and went to find my boyfriend, he was in my bed, fast asleep.  I cleaned up my cooking stuff, throwing the cookie dough away.  I no longer cared about cookies.

In the morning he was contrite, apologetic and generally fawning.  It didn’t matter how many times I told him I enjoyed it, how I loved the abuse, how I wanted to do it again he just kept promising me it would never happen again.  When he saw my ass he broke down in tears.  We split up a week later, I wanted him to hit me and he refused.  I think he wanted to as well, but he was too conditioned by society.

******

My legs are hurting, my hips hurt but I hold my position.  When I need a reminder of why I do this I look into his face, seeking his approval.  Men love looking at a woman like this, submitting to his will, his power.  I love being their toy. 

When the alarm signals the end of my morning worship I fall to the floor and kiss where his feet would be then I speak.  “Thank you Master,” I say to him, looking up, “Thank you for allowing me to kneel before you and worship you.”  I mean every word of this, to be allowed to kneel before him is an honor.  The only way it could be better is if I could maintain it for longer.  Two days ago I could just do this for 45 minutes, now I’m doing it for an hour and already I want to do it for longer.  Oh, and if I was in front of him for real of course.

After I’ve thanked him I roll onto my side and bring my legs together.  It hurts and I bring my knees up into my stomach and a tear or two escape my eyes.  When I can I get back to kneeling and ask for permission to get him a drink, the 8 ball grants me permission.  I crawl to the kitchen and make him a black coffee.  I place it on the table and form the mushroom shape, I imagine his legs on my back as he drinks his coffee.  When I think it’s gone cold I ask for permission to get a drink myself, once more the 8 ball says I can and I pour the cold liquid into my dog bowl and drink from it, keeping as still as possible to not disturb his legs on my back.

When it’s gone I do a quick time check, just before 11.  I know my Master’s Sunday routine well, he takes the family out for breakfast most weekends, then home when he’ll get changed and go to the club, he’ll talk with friends, eat something light before teeing off around midday.  Golf is a ritual for him, he’ll frequently play on a Wednesday as well, with one of the other partners or a client.  I find the sport dull but I’ve learned all I can about it so I can talk to him  Fuck, I’ve even been taking lessons and once a week I go to the driving range, just in case I’m ever asked to play.

So I’ve got six hours to myself.  I’ve planned out what I’m going to do, the package I picked up this morning is an essential part of my plans.  It’s a pulley and a selection of ropes.  I smile as I open the package, I’ve fantasized about suspension bondage for years but never tried it.  I should join a club really, but I don’t want to be part of a scene, I want to be a private slave to my Master, not just a member of a club.

When I looked round the apartment there was an egg chair hanging from the ceiling in the window, when I moved in the chair was gone but the hook remained.  It took me a while before I noticed it, when I did I started to think about what it would be like to be suspended from the hook. I’ve never done it, but today I will. 

I open the box and take out the pulley, it’s manually operated with a selection of ropes.  I’ve written out six positions, I’ll try each in turn and then use the dice to control which one and how long I must endure. 

It takes me a while to get the pulley set up, when I do I try something simple and use it to lift a suitcase full of clothes off the floor.  I practice with it, locking it off and releasing it, this can be done by pulling on control ropes.  Before I start I text a friend, she’s got a key and we’ve arranged to go out for dinner tonight, she’s still coming round at eight.  In an emergency she’ll be able to rescue me.

When I’m confident everything works I prepare for my first position.  The first is the easiest, I lock my wrist cuffs together and tie the rope around my wrists.  I put a portable step under the pulley and pull the rope taught.  Before I kick the step away I check several times that I can release the pulley.  When I’m confident I kick the step away and I’m left hanging by my wrists.  I cry out as my wrists and shoulders take the strain, instinctively I thrash my legs around, searching for the step.  My movements just make the pain worse and I quickly learn to stay still.

“Alexa, set timer for five minutes.”  She starts the timer and I hang there, the pain slowly building in my shoulders.  When the timer is up I pull on the rope, I’m nervous, what if I’m left hanging for . . . fuck, nine hours?  But everything works and it slowly lowers me to the floor.  The pulley was expensive, but worth it.

When I’m down I untie the rope and release my wrists.  I want to masturbate, but my Master isn’t here to ask for permission.  Instead I prepare for position two.  For this one I tie my ankle cuffs together and pull on the rope, inching myself upwards.  The pulley makes it easy and my back drags across the floor as my legs rise.  Blood is flooding into my head as I go up and up. 

When my ass is high and my neck is just on the floor I swallow and pull again and again, soon my head is off the ground, my hair hanging down and I’m inverted.  I want to raise myself high, but this is my first time, so instead I stay there, an inch off the floor, just in case I fall.  I set the timer again, the blood is pouring into my head but I’m calm.  I’ve watched videos of girls being suspended like this for twenty minutes or more, I should be able to do five.

When the timer goes it’s almost with sadness that I release myself and I sink slowly to the floor.  Here I get into trouble.  My head hits the floor and I’m balanced on it, but the pulley keeps lowering me.  Fuck, I’m coming down, but I’m unsupported.  I put my hands onto the floor and push myself away, face to the floor as I slowly come down.  My neck hurts, it’s not supposed to bend like that, I should be coming down onto my back. 

I keep coming down, my face is down but now it’s my back that’s bending the wrong way.  I keep pushing and pulling and I make it down in one piece.  The blood flow is leaving my head, I look in a mirror first, my head is bright red from the excess blood.  I sort of like the look.  When I’m down I think about what went wrong.  I need to come down on my back, next time I’ll tie a rope onto my table so I can pull on it to let myself down in a more controlled manner.

The third is a variation of the second.  I take my spreader bar and attach it to my ankles, forcing my legs three feet apart, pussy completely exposed, then tie the ropes to my ankles.  I check the floor rope, I can pull it and the tables doesn’t move.  I smile as I pull the rope and lift myself off the floor.  This time I’m braver and I lift myself until I’m a foot off the floor.  If the ropes give way I’m in trouble, the fall could kill me.  That’s part of the thrill.

After my five minutes I pull the release and I’m gently lowered down.  Before my head hits the floor I use my hands and arms to pull myself away, this time I come down on my back, it’s much easier.  I smile when I’m down, I enjoyed being exposed like that.  Should the need arise I decide there and then I’ll adopt that position for a pussy whipping that I’ll administer to myself.

For four I release myself from the spreader bar, this will be hard to set up but should be easy to do.  I tie one rope round my knees, a second at the top of my thighs, a third in the small of my back and the fourth under my arms.  I tie all four of them to a ring, and then tie the ring to the pulley.  I lift myself up and I lie there, this position is almost peaceful, my head hanging down, my hair touching the floor.  I smile, I’m happy and relax.  I set the time for 15 minutes and close my eyes.

Five is the one that worries me the most.  I think six will hurt more, but five worries me.  It’s simple enough, but escaping could be difficult.  I’ve read about it, it was used as a torture position in ancient days.  I won’t be able to do the full torture position, which I’m quite glad about really. 

First I reattach the spreader bar to my ankle cuffs, forcing my legs open wide.  I run my hands down my legs, I love the way they are stretched and there’s nothing I can do about it.  I tie a hook onto the end of a rope and fit it to the pulley.  I fasten my hands behind my back and slot the cuffs over the hook.  Then I take the rope and start to pull.

I’ve read about this and seen photos, watched films and it’s not recommended to do this by yourself, but I’ve got no one to try it with.  And that’s part of the thrill, if this goes wrong I could be in real pain until my friend gets here. 

It takes a while, slowly lifting myself into the strappado position.  For torture I should be lifted off the ground, my arms and shoulders taking my full weight, but clearly that’s impossible to achieve by myself – even if I could I wouldn’t, it would be far too dangerous.  Instead I lift myself up until I’m on tip toes, even so the pain in my shoulders in intense.  I pull myself up as high as I dare and spend the full five minutes in that position.

I’m proud that I’ve got myself into this position, it hurts but I’m bent at 90o at the waist, my arms forced upwards behind me.  In a perfect world I’d have my elbows tied together, but clearly I can’t do that to myself.  My breasts are hanging down.  Maybe one day someone could attach my nipples to my toes and tighten the tension, pulling my breasts down. 

Then I’d want to be beaten like this, to have my master strike my ass with a cane, I’d already be in agony but I’d have to stay still, if I moved the clamps would pull at my nipples, my shoulders would twist and the pain might become unbearable.  When I’d become a sobbing, screaming mess he’d throw the cane to one side and slide his fat cock inside my hole.  He’d take my collar in his hand and pull on it, chocking me as he used me, forcing me to be silent.

Fuck, I’m panting thinking of this, my knees are going weak, I need to be strong.  “Focus on the pain Emily,” I hear him telling me.  My Master is right, as he always is.  I take his words as gospel, the thought of being fucked leaves me and the pain returns.  Pain is good, pain is real.  It reminds me of my place in the world. 

When Alexa releases me I’m on the verge of tears, tears of pain.  It takes me another minute to operate the release, as soon as I’m down I release one end of the spreader bar and then I roll into a ball, I struggle to undo my arms, when I manage it I hug myself.  I’m proud that I managed it, terrified that I’ll have to do it again.

The final position is the one I fear the most.  I’ve watched videos online, I’ve seen people do this to themselves, I’ve watched professionals get part way through and quit though clearly I won’t quit.  I’m going for a full breast suspension, suspending myself by my breasts.  They’re big enough, but from everything I’ve read the pain will make the last position look like nothing.

Preparation is key, my breasts are too firm to be tied straight away.  I start by taking the longest bondage rope and fold it in half.  I pass the loose ends round my back and through the loop.  I pull it tight, just under my breasts and pass it back round, over my breasts, then under, over and under until it’s almost all used, then I tie it off.  I look at myself in the mirror, I quite like the look.  I’ll leave that on for the rest of the day. 

I get a little sad as well, if this was being done right my Master would be tying the ropes, he would also secure my hands and arms behind my back so that I couldn’t move or use them.  I look at the sex doll, it’s not the same.  One day, surely one day he’ll notice his little sex slave and use her the way she was meant to be used.

I take another rope, this one is a little thinner, I’ve tested it before, it can take my weight and there’s going to be two of them.  As before I fold it in two and I pass the end between my breasts, under the previous rope.  I pass the end back through the loop, leaving the two ends hanging down.  I take one end in my hand and start.

I take my breast in my other hand and lift it, passing the cord end under it and pulling it as tight as I can get it, without it moving, then lower my breast and wrap the cord over the top, pulling it tight.  The second time round is easier and I can get it tighter and tighter with each loop over my breast.  After half a dozen loops there’s about four feet of rope left, I pass the end under a couple of the loops and pull it tight.

I examine my breast, the cord is tight and I pull it, it hardly moves.  I smile, my breast is turning purple as the blood is constricted.  As an experiment I pick up a nipple clamp and put it on my nipple, the lack of blood has numbed my breast somewhat.  It still hurts, but nowhere near as much as usual.  I smile and leave it in place, then wrap my other breast in the rope and put the other clamp on.

I take the ends of the rope and attach them to the pulley.  I take the control rope in my hand and start to hoist, I’m quickly on my tip toes.  I stay like that, my upper body swinging, the pain in my tits and my calves building.  I take a deep breath and pull once more, my toes leave the floor and I start to laugh, I’m hanging from the ceiling, supported only by my breasts.  The pain in them is intense, I don’t know why I’m laughing.

Soon I start to cry as the pain gets worse and worse.  From what I’ve read it will only subside when I let myself down, but I can’t do that until my five minutes are up.  I look down, my breasts are deep purple now.  Tears are flooding down my face, I keep raising and lowering my hands, I desperately, desperately want to grab the ropes, to pull up, to take the pressure onto my arms, but if I touch the rope I’ll be cheating.  And then I’ll have to punish myself for cheating and the clock will reset.

When the five minutes are up I pull the release rope and lower myself to the floor.  I fall onto it, collapsing.  The pain in my breasts in unbearable and I undo the ropes as fast as I can, when I get the first one off the blood starts to flow back in and the pain just increases, I cry out when I rip the clamp from my nipple.  I lie there, crying.  When the tears stop I rub my tortured breasts and gasp as I touch them, always sensitive they are now unbelievable.  I squeeze them gently, pushing them together.  I moan, they feel incredible.

I need some lubrication, I stand and go to the bathroom quickly and get a bottle of oil.  I return to the living room and apply it.  Now my hands run freely over my flesh, pleasure coursing through my breasts.  I take my nipples into my fingers and squeeze them gently, I gasp, the sensation is incredible.  I pull on them, when they slip out of my greasy fingers I bend my head forward and push up on my chest, pushing my nipples towards my mouth. 

I fantasize that my Master is pushing my chest to his mouth.  I open my mouth and take in nipple.  I close on it, sucking gently, I gasp and it comes out of my mouth and take the other one in,, sucking it before gently biting it.  I gasp when I bite it, the sensation is intense.  I’m breathing deeply and I push my hands onto my legs, avoiding my pussy, that would make it too easy.

I twist my nipples and suck them again, I’m breathing more quickly now, I can feel myself getting more and more excited.  I concentrate on one breast, cupping it in both hands and bringing it back and forth to my mouth, sucking and biting it, as I sink my teeth in hard something happens and my body doubles as I cum, sensations explode throughout my body, shooting from breasts to my pussy.  I let go of my breasts, they are too sensitive to touch. 

I lie on the floor panting, that orgasm took me completely by surprise, my face flushes, I just came without permission.  I touch my pussy and gasp again.  I’m desperate to be fucked.  I look at my Master, I don’t ask I just walk to him and sit on his knees, guiding his cock into my pussy, I start sliding up and down, his cock filling my cunt.  I rub my clit, touching it and soon I’m gasping, panting.  I start kissing my Master’s neck, running my tongue over his skin.  Soon I’m begging, pleading with him.

“Can I cum for you Master,” I beg, “Please Master, please allow your slave to cum Master.”  I shake the 8 ball and drop it, I don’t look at it, I’m going to cum.  Nothing can stop this now.  “Please Masssss,” I manage as a second orgasm take over my body, I collapse onto him, his cock buried deep in my pussy.  I imagine him cumming inside me, feeling his cock pulse.  I start crying, I’m so happy.  I kiss him again, mouth to mouth and thank him for allowing me to cum.

When I lift off I get on my knees and suck his cock clean, taking him deep into my throat.  I thank him over and over, then look at his face.  I imagine him smiling down at me, patting my head, thanking his slave.  I’m so happy in this moment, my life feels almost perfect.  Then I think and I get a little sad, he’s not with me, he’ll be somewhere on the golf course.  Fuck, he’ll never be with me.

I wipe away my tears and look at the 8 ball.  I pick it up.  There can be no doubt, the answer was no.  I frown as I look at it.  I’ve just cum twice without permission.  I need to be punished.
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I find the dice and look at my Master.  “I’m sorry Master,” I say, “I will accept your punishment.”  My earlier euphoria has gone and I can feel myself dropping, I’ve failed him.  I need to learn from this lesson.  A slave should never cum without permission, it’s a serious infraction of the rules.

I roll the dice, it’s a three.  The single tailed whip.  I go to my room and pick it out of my cupboard, I’ve got two in there, one about five feet long and one much shorter but heavier.  I pick the shorter one, it’s heavier but doesn’t move as quickly through the air.  The longer one is too hard to use on myself.  I want him to use it one me one day.  I smile at that thought.
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The one I’ve selected is made of black leather.  I polish it every 3 months, along with my floggers and leather implements.  I consider this to be my most demeaning task, keeping my implements of pain and suffering in working order.  I run it over my body, this is going to hurt, this always hurts.

At the table I pick up the six sided dice and roll it.  I watch it bounce, nervously, praying it won’t be a four, my tits hurt enough already.  It comes to a halt on five.  My pussy.  Great.  Next I roll the 20 sided dice, 13.  I came twice without permission so I roll it a second time, a four.  17 strikes to my pussy with the whip.  I wince, thinking of the pain that’s to come.

I hand the whip to my Master, placing it on his lap.  “Your slave is sorry for cumming without permission Master.  Please whip you property Master to make sure that she learns her lesson.”  As I’ve said earlier in my experience men enjoy hurting a woman – this is different.  Hurting a girl comes in two forms, the first is sexual gratification.  This isn’t about that, this is about punishment.  And 25 strikes to my cunt is going to hurt.  Being whipped on your cunt always hurts.

I stand up and open my legs wide, then I pause.  I look at the pulley and the spreader bar.  I’ve seen this done online but never experienced it myself.  Next time the dice land the right way I’ll suspend myself by my ankles, legs spread wide, held in place with the spreader bar and whip my pussy that way.  I smile, this is going to hurt.  This should hurt, he deserves better than me.

I roll the dice again, a five.  The 20 side dice comes up with a seven.  Seven minutes in strappado.  I check the clock, then check my phone.  Jack has messaged me, he expects me to be naked and in position outside the back door at four, when his shift ends.  I check the clock, three hours of suspension to come and that leaves me with a little time to clean up the apartment and myself afterwards.

When I release myself from the strappado my shoulders ache (as they should) and I roll the dice.  I smile, it’s a three.  Time to hurt myself.  I pick up the whip and return to the pulley where I attach the spreader bar to my ankles and tie it to the pulley rope.  I check the rope on the floor, to make sure I can pull it for when I come down. I lay the whip on the floor, in easy reach, take a deep breath and start to hoist.

It takes me a while to get myself lifted, I pause several times and hold my breath.  I have more confidence in the set up this time, I’m convinced that the pulley and ropes will hold so I haul myself higher and higher, until my hands can barely touch the floor.  I look at my Master, I’m spinning slightly and I imagine him looking at his prize possession, smiling at me, knowing that I’ve failed him but that I’ll take the punishment, in silence.

I speak to him.  “Master, please punish me.  Your slave is ready.”  I’m spinning slowly and I’m so high it takes me three attempts to pick up the whip.  Once I do I slip my hand inside the strap and take a deep breath.  This is going to hurt.  I look at him, well it would hurt a damn sight more if he did it.

I let my hand down, the whip handle touching the floor and then I bring my arm up in one smooth, fast action.  The whip hits my body on my stomach before wrapping over my pussy mound and the end lashes into my cunt.  I cry out in pain, this hurt more than I was expecting.  I almost drop the whip, the pain is that intense.  An important lesson for me there, with a big heavy whip like this you don’t need speed to generate pain.  My training kicks in.

“I’m sorry Master for breaking silence.  Please can we start again Master?”  Thank fuck I cried out on the first blow and not the last.  For the second I move the whip slower, it still hurts like hell but I take the lash in silence.  “One thank you Master,” I say, “Please may I have another?”  In my mind I can see him smiling and nodding.  My wish is granted and I lash myself a second time.  “Two thank you Master, please may I have another?” 

After five I pause and do a stomach crunch so I can see my body.  There are thin red lines stretching down my body, starting just below (just above?) my tits from where the whip has bitten into my flesh.  My head hurts, it’s pumped with blood and I’ve got 12 more to go.  I drop back down and deliver them to myself as quickly as I can, thanking my Master after each one and asking for another.  As I’ve trained myself I don’t cry out again (not after the first one), but I am soon sobbing, the tears dripping down my forehead.

After I apply the last lash I thank my Master for punishing his slave and promising him that I will try harder to please him in future.  I check the clock, I’ve got another eight minutes to stay hanging upside down.  I take the whip out of my hand and open my mouth.  I place the handle into my mouth and bite down on it gently.  I stay like that, happy that I took my punishment in silence, as I am trained to do.  When my time is up it’s with regret and sadness that I lower myself.

I spend the next few hours moving from position to position, holding them all until the timer sounds, and it’s almost time to see Jack.  I put the equipment away and go for a shower.  As the water warms up I inspect my wrists and ankles where the white leather cuffs have been locked in place since Friday.  They are tight to my skin and there are red marks where the leather has rubbed.  I pull at a padlock and as the cuff moves against my skin it irritates it.  I test the ankle ones, they are just the same.  I want to remove them and allow my skin to breathe.  I pull hopefully at the padlocks but it doesn’t yield, I don’t have the key yet.  It will come Monday.

Next I inspect my collar.  The cold steel feels amazing against my skin.  It’s not too tight, I can get my fingers inside it, between my neck and my collar.  I pull at it, it won’t come off either, but unlike my leather restraints it’s not chafing me.  I love wearing it and in a perfect world I’d wear it to work on Monday, he would see it and recognize it for what it is. 

I can’t stop smiling at the thought, he’d call me into his office, he’d bend me over his desk and raise my skirt, he’d cuff my wrists behind my back and lock them to my collar, causing me so much pain, I wouldn’t be able to lower my arms without choking myself, then he’d pull my lacy black panties to one side and thrust his cock inside me, fucking me hard until he came.

It’s subconscious, I’m not aware but my hand is on my pussy, rubbing myself.  I put one hand on the wall for support, gasping as the warm water cascades over my body and breasts, down my stomach and between my legs, I toss my head back and open my mouth, it soon fills with warm water.  I close my eyes, lost in the moment, fantasizing about being fucked in his office, the danger of being interrupted at any moment.

Soon I’m begging, pleading for permission to cum, forcing my fingers in and out of my pussy.  I hold myself on the edge, all I need is for him to allow me to cum, until with supreme self control I pull my hand away and allow the sensation to subside, leaving my body weak.  I suck my fingers, catching some of my taste before the shower washes it away.  I’m proud, I edged well.

Once I’m out of the shower I dry myself off and inspect my body.  My stomach is red from the whipping, I check my pussy and it’s equally damaged.  My breasts show the bruising from yesterday and the rope marks from today and I don’t look good.  I smile, the marks will soon fade.   I don’t dress of course, I’ll be going naked to my next appointment.

I pick up my phone and text Jack, “I’ll be in the alleyway soon sir”.  I find my keys.  I’m going to be naked outside of Starbucks, waiting to be taken into the staff room where I’ll be fucked, or be told to suck cock.  It’s all good training for a slave girl.

******

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.
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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 there, 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.


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. 
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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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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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