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The Waitress
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Iwork the night shift in a seedy diner just of the Interstate, open 24 x 7 x 365.  We’re usually busy at night, not like 200 covers busy, but busy enough to warrant staffing the place from 11 at night to 6 in the morning with a chef, a kitchen porter (both illegals I suspect) and a manager.  He just sits in his office with the door closed, probably jerking off on the free Wi-Fi.  We rarely saw him, suited me down to the ground.

For seven hours every night I’d take orders, ferry plates, pour coffee and sodas.  The pay wasn’t great, but the tips more than made up for it.  The owner was good about it as well, he never took a cut, but 20% was always held back for the kitchen staff.  The food wasn’t great, I mean there was nothing wrong with it, the usual burgers, wings and fries type joint.  There were a dozen roadside diners up and down the interstate.  The diner I work in did very well for one reason and one reason alone, the staff.

To be hired you needed some basic qualifications, you needed to be female, pretty, very pretty, long luxurious hair, brilliant white teeth, you had to wear your hair in a high ponytail.  And the uniform, such as it was, would make a Hooters girl blush.  The dress code was simple, a white man’s shirt, sleeves rolled up but none of the buttons were allowed to be fastened, instead they were tied in a simple knot under our breasts.  Bras were not allowed either of course, the customers frequently got to see the goods.

We wear micro skirts, tiny things that start well below our belly buttons and end just above our pussies.  Bend over and you’re flashing everything you’ve got, no panties, no leggings, nothing but a tiny skirt and a shirt that mostly covered your modesty.  On our feet we had to wear black shoes with three inch heels.  We looked like cheap street whores, but that was why the customers kept coming back.  It sure as shit wasn’t for Miguel’s overpriced hot dogs.

I was stood at the waitress station, it was quite quiet, only a dozen customers in, I was watching a huge semi coming into the lot.  90% of our customers were truck drivers, no man would bring his wife, girlfriend or family in here.  You got the odd sales rep or group of guys, but mostly it was truck drivers.  I watched him climb out of the cab and walk over, he was a typical driver, 250lbs of fat, kinda comes with the job when you live in a cab, along with the jeans, dirty checked shirt and a baseball cap.

A blast of heat came in when he entered the diner, like most of America we over airconditioned the diner, the owner did this on purpose, he liked the girls to be cold, erect nipples were a turn on for the customers.  I smiled at him as he approached the ‘Please wait to be seated’ sign.  I nodded at him and grabbed a menu.

“Hi,” I said, chewing gum, “My name’s Cindy and I’ll be your waitress for the night, please follow me.”  I walked away, I knew he, and pretty much everyone else was watching my ass as I moved, some of the customers in front of me were watching my tits, they didn’t care that I saw them staring.  It bothered me at first, not anymore.  You get used to it, you can get used to anything.  I walked slowly, one step in front of the other, ass and breasts swinging.

“Have a seat honey,” I said, putting the menu down, “Coffee?  Water?”

“Get me a coke,” he said, not looking up from the menu.

“Sure thing,” I replied, smiling.  I was back two minutes later with a 24oz glass, half filled with ice, half filled with soda.  I put it on the table and pulled out my pad, the pencil held in my hair, the owner insists on that as well.  The customers like the way my breasts move when I take it out.  He’d put the menu down, he’d watched me approach, huge smile on his face.  “What can I get you?”

“I’ll take the chili dog, fries,” he said, he was chewing a toothpick as he spoke, his face abroad smile.  Many customers do this, like they think I’ll actually sleep with them.  Right . . . . .

“No problem Sir,” I replied, picking up the menu, “Coming right up.”  I turned and walked to the waitress station, heels clicking on the floor.  I posted the check and topped up some customer’s glasses of water and replacement sodas.  I heard the fryer go on, a chili dog only takes seconds to prepare, the fries only a few minutes more.  True to form, three minutes after I’d hung the check the bell rang and chef shouted, ‘Check On.’

I picked the order from the hot plate and walked to the customer, he watched me the whole way, making me feel slightly uncomfortable for once.  I put the plate on his table with cutlery wrapped in a serviette.  “Can I get you anything else sugar?”  He picked up a fry and put it in his mouth, chewing it slowly.  He sat back and made eye contact with me.

“Just some ketchup darling,” came the reply.  His smile unnerved me, but I had to remain professional.

“No problem sweetie,” I smiled, dragging out the word sweetie.  Customers who think they’ve got a chance with me always tip better.  I turned to walk away, behind me I heard some metal clatter to the floor, a fork appeared in front of me.

“Whoops,” the driver behind me said, “I appear to have dropped something, could you get that for me please?”  I looked over my shoulder, he was chewing another mouthful of fries, almost laughing.

“My pleasure Sir,” I said.  In any normal situation you’d bend at the knees to recover the fork, but I knew what he wanted to see.  What I was being paid to show.  Instead I bent at the waist, all the time looking over my shoulder at the customer.  I could feel my micro skirt rise up, I knew my pussy was on show.  The customers behind me in the booths were leaning out to look, the ones in front doing the same to see if my tits came out.  I picked up the fork and straightened up, I looked up the row of booths as I did, half a dozen people were watching me, examining me.

“I’ll get you a clean one Sir,” I said.  He threw back his head and laughed out loud. More than one other customer was doing the same.  I dropped the fork into the washing tub for the kitchen porter and got a clean one, along with a ketchup bottle.  I walked back slowly, the gross man watching me the whole way.

I put the fork on his table, then started to put the ketchup bottle down as well, his hand came out and grabbed my wrist, touching is a huge no-no.  Men can look but not touch.  I met his eyes, I was still holding the ketchup bottle, he pushed the fries along the table, towards me.

“Squeeze that for me, would you?” he said.  I swallowed.  “Squeeze it nice and hard.”  I knew everyone else in the restaurant was watching, listening.  You could cut the atmosphere with a knife.  Our eyes met, I nodded.

“Yes Sir,” I said.  I aimed the nozzle at his plate with the fries and the chili covered dog, then I met his gaze again.  I squeezed the nozzle, as hard as I could, the ketchup came flying out, all over his plate, over the table onto the his jeans and shirt. 

“What the fuck,” he yelled, standing up, “You dumb bitch, look what you’ve done to me, what the actual fuck.”  I started to laugh, big mistake.  He grabbed my arm in his giant hand, I struggled, but there could be no escape from the man, he was six or seven inches taller than me and must have weighed more than twice as much, there was no way I could resist him. 

“Arrgh,” I said, he was twisting my wrist.  I needed someone to come to my aid.

“Help,” I shouted, “Help me!”  I heard someone, people were moving, the customers were coming to my aid.  I heard a door open, hopefully the manager was coming.

“Let her go man,” said someone.  He didn’t.  More people were coming.

“What’s going on here?” asked someone, I recognized the voice, it was Bob, the manager.

“This dumb bitch,” the customer said, twisting my wrist a little more, “Squirted ketchup all over me.  Look at me man, fuck am I supposed to get this clean?”  There was no love lost between Bob and me, he looked at me, then at the meal drowning in ketchup, then at the customer.

“Man I’m sorry,” he said, “She’s fucked up your food.  Let her go, then order whatever you want, it’s coming out of her wages.  And send up the bill for cleaning your clothes, actually fuck it, I’ll take $50 from her wages now to cover the cleaning.”

“And what am I supposed to do right now?  Fucking look at me?”  Bob did look at him, I stifled another laugh.

“Clean him up Cindy,” said Bob, slowly and deliberately.

“Bob, come on, he was being a dick,” I replied.

“Don’t insult the customers Cindy, now clean him up.  Now.”  The last word was cold.  It was an order.  I stared at him, he was supposed to defend me.  “I said now Cindy.”  I looked round, the man let go of my arm and I reached for the serviette.  He grabbed it from me.

“You ain’t using that honey,” he said.  I looked round.

“I, I don’t understand,” I said.  He smiled at me, he stepped out of the booth he was in, he towered over me.  He reached out and touched my face.

“Yes you do Cindy,” he whispered, “You’ve got everything you need right where you are.”  He pulled me in close.  “Now clean off the ketchup Cindy, do a good job.”  I didn’t back away.  I knew what he meant.  I put my hands onto my breasts, pushing them together, a dozen men were stood around me, they cheered as I did it.  My shirt was what he meant.  Well, my tits barely covered by my shirt.

I took a half step forward and bent over slightly, then as I held my breasts I started to rub up against his body, starting on his shirt, pushing my flesh into his, only our shirts between us, I looked up at him, he was grinning like a child.  I knelt down, then lifted my ass up so my breasts were opposite his cock, the thick line of tomato sauce across him.  I pushed my breasts into his groin and rubbed hard.  This time he moaned, I could feel his cock, it was huge.

I did the best I could, my once clean, white shirt was covered in ketchup, I undid my shirt and wiped as much as I could with it, when I’d done the best I could I pulled back and stood up, shirt open, beasts exposed.  “I, I’ve finished Sir, and I’m sorry.”

“You ain’t finished you little prick tease,” he growled, taking my hair into his hand and pulling me up.

“I’m sure I don’t understand what you mean Sir,” I replied, almost silently, bashfully, my face turning red.

“Yes you fucking do slut,” he said.  He pulled my shirt wide open, off my shoulders.  I didn’t resist and it fell off my shoulders, leaving me standing almost naked, just the tiny skirt covering my body.  He took my wrists in his hands and lifted them, putting my hands onto my huge tits and used them to push my tits together.  I looked round the restaurant, no one was eating.  They were all watching me or standing to come nearer.

The trucker controlled me, he sat down on the bench seat, facing outwards, legs open wide, still holding my wrists, he used his strength to push me onto my knees, bent upwards, breasts level with his groin, then he pulled me in until my tits were touching his crotch.

“Now clean me bitch,” he growled.  I met his gaze and nodded, he let go of my wrists, I kept my hands on my chest and started to move, pushing my breasts into his crotch, rubbing them against his denim, the remains of the ketchup smearing onto my skin.  I could hear men breathing deeply, ahead of me the trucker’s cock was growing in his jeans.  I worked hard, I was turned on.  A dozen or men were watching me use my body to arouse this guy.

He moved quickly for a big man, he grabbed my hair, then waist and lifted me, he turned to another customer, “Clear that table, fucking clear it.”  The guy moved quickly, he swept everything off the table as the trucker lowered my ass onto the table, then he lay me down and spun me round, so my head was hanging off the table, I knew, what was coming next.  I opened my mouth in anticipation.

I watched as he pulled at his belt, it came out of the loops then he pulled at the buttons, his fly came open and I could make out his cock, long and fat in his stained boxers, he pulled them down and his cock flapped out.  He took half a step forward, taking his cock into his hand and he slid it into my mouth, he wasn’t gentle, he just thrust in and out, touching the back of my throat, he laughed when I gagged, then he started to pound my mouth.  I tried to push him off, he put his hands onto my throat and continued to pound.

“Tie the bitch up,” he shouted.  Someone, I don’t know who, grabbed my arms and they were pulled down and tied to the table legs, all the time the huge guy kept using my mouth.  When I’d been restrained he started to slap my tits, he hit me so hard I tried to cry out, but all that happened was my throat opened and his cock slid in, balls deep, resting his nuts on my nose.

“Holy, fuck,” he cried, “You’ve gotta try this cunt’s mouth.  Yes, oh fuck YES,” he shouted, I was unable to move or breathe but I felt his balls contract as he came in my throat, his salty load shooting straight down my throat and into my stomach.  He pulled out and used my hair to wipe his cock, as soon as he stepped back another guy took his place, I felt my legs being pushed open, a guy was between them, he pushed his cock inside my pussy and started to pound me as I sucked cock.  I squeezed my pussy muscles as tight as I could.

One of them was slapping my tits, it didn’t take long before I came, bucking on the table, barely able to breathe, arms restrained, as I came the guy fucking my pussy pulled out and he jerked himself over my stomach and tits.  “Fuck she’s tight,” he yelled, “You’ve gotta try her cunt.”  I lost count of how many times I came as all the customers and staff used me for hour after hour, my tits battered and bruised, jaw aching as I swallowed load after load of delicious cum.

As the sun rose they’d all finally had their fill and I was released, I put my ripped and stained shirt back on as best I could, my breasts were bruised and stained, my makeup ruined.  I wandered into the warm dawn, still a couple of hours before I was due to finish, I was exhausted.  It would be two hours until my bus came by, I started to walk along the side of the road, in my heels, micro skirt and ripped, sweat, cum and ketchup stained shirt, bruised body.  Before long I heard a car slow down and pull alongside me.

“You OK?” asked the driver asked though the open window, “Can I offer you a ride?”  I stopped walking and turned to face him, I leaned on the car door, my chest on full display, aware that the marks from my brutal gangbang must be very evident.  I smiled at him.

“That’s very kind,” I said, putting my hand on the handle, I opened the door and slid inside and put the seatbelt on.  He put the car in gear and pulled forward, heading towards the interstate.

“Where you heading, er,” he said.

“Cindy.”

“Where you heading Cindy?”

“Downtown,” I replied.

“That’s a little out of my way,” came his reply.  I looked at him and he took one hand from the steering wheel and put it inside my ripped shirt, onto my breast.  He looked at me, our eyes met.

“I think we can come to some arrangement,” I said, I undid the seatbelt and twisted, facing him as I undid my shirt, I licked one of my breasts, then bent and unzipped his fly, taking his quickly growing cock into my mouth.


Online Submission
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I rubbed my eyes and pushed the laptop away, almost three on a Friday.  That was a good place to stop for the weekend.  Behind me I heard a chair spin round.  I turned to face Marcus.  He looked at me.

“Had enough?” he asked.  I nodded.

“Friday traffic as well,” I said, “Can’t beat it.”  This is true, leave at three on a Friday and I’d be home for four, leave at three thirty and maybe home for just after five, traffic depending.  I don’t love my job, but I hate staring at a license plate on the freeway even more.

“Got anything planned for the weekend?” asked Marcus.  I shook my head as I closed the laptop and stuffed it into the backpack.

“Nope, you?”  He shrugged.

“Taking the wife and kids upstate, how about you?”

I shook my head, “No plans.”

“Man, must be great being single.”  I think he meant it, he looked a little down, he was harking back to the glory days of his youth, the long nights of hard partying, the almost zero responsibility, the fun times.  The reality of being single aged 40 something was very different.  Go home, watch the TV, drink a bottle of wine or a six pack, maybe watch some porn and go to sleep.  Repeat for two days.  I almost welcome Monday, someone to talk to.

I drove home, walked the two blocks to the store, got a bottle of wine, a six pack and a microwave meal for one, then home.  I thought of Marcus as I opened the first beer and popped the meal for one into the microwave and set the timer, I downed the first half of the can and raised it to Marcus, yes, I was living the dream.

When the microwave pinged I took out my gourmet curry and opened my personal laptop, VPN on, to find some porn, that would fill in twenty minutes.  I don’t watch mild stuff, I don’t watch lesbian, hell I don’t even watch anything with a cock in it.  I like to watch women in pain, severe pain, I want to see the cunts screaming in agony, and then when they break, when they plead to be released and use their safe word, I want the sadist to ignore them and just increase the pain until they pass out.

I loaded the VPN, then the TOR browser before I finally logged onto my favorite porn site, while the ads loaded I lifted a forkful of chicken to my mouth, ooh, I had a message.  I clicked on it, then put the fork down.

I like your videos Sir.

I did a double take, then clicked on the profile, TeenSlave4U, she was hot, maybe 20, perhaps even younger with long dark hair, well, assuming ‘she’ was who I was looking at.  A lot of men get off online by pretending to be women.  She had a real girl next door look to her with a nice smile.  I put the fork down and checked her profile, single and looking.  I was getting hard.

19 years old, freshman in Minneapolis, half a dozen photos of her in clothes, she had a strong belief in male superiority and a tantalizing ‘My friends get to see all of me . . .’.  Could be a fake profile I guess, but what did I have to lose?  I messaged her back.

What do you like about them?

I didn’t expect an instant response, I didn’t even know if she was online.  I hit refresh half a dozen times in the next half hour before she finally replied.

I like the way the women are the playthings of superior Men Sir.

Is that how you see yourself?  A submissive or a slave?

A slave Sir to an older, sadistic man.

A man like me?

Yes Sir.

Shit, my beer was empty.  I got another one and sat back down, I sent her a friend request, she accepted straight away, I checked her private photos, another dozen or so images of her wearing bikinis at first, then topless, then finally naked.  Still could be fakes or just some guy.  Time to test her.

Great body.

Thank you Sir.

Write SLAVE on your tits and upload the photo.

Five minutes passed, no message or photo.

I’m waiting slave, if you don’t obey me soon don’t contact me again.

Please don’t make me do this Sir.

Another swig of beer.  How should I play this?  I should take command of the situation, take command of her.  Let her know where we were going from the start.  Besides, if the cunt refused what had I lost?  Nothing.

Don’t bother me again until you’ve obeyed my order.

Nothing lost if she didn’t reply.  I finished my beer, slowly jerking myself looking at her images.  I downloaded them all, if nothing else I’d got some fresh stuff to add to my collection.  Once they were all stored on my laptop it pinged again.  Fuck, she’d obeyed me.  There was her face, her breasts and she’d written SLAVE on herself in bright red lipstick

Please don’t share this image Sir.

I’ll do whatever I want with it.  Tell me I can.

Almost ten minutes passed before she replied.

You can do whatever you want with my image Sir.

Now update your status, change your relationship status from single to owned by me.

Yes Sir.

She did it, I got a message from the system saying that TeenSlave4U had changed her status to being my slave, did I accept?  Do the bears shit it the . . . . of course I did.

From now on I expect your submission and obedience.

Yes Sir.

And as you are my slave I expect you to call me Master from now on.

Yes Master.

Where are you?

In my room Master.

Are you alone?

Yes Master.

I downed the rest of my beer, surely this was too good to be true?  I rubbed my chin, then created a Zoom meeting, making sure my camera was off.  I sent her the link.  I expected her to reject the meeting request, but within a minute there she was, topless, sitting on a bed, the word slave clearly visible on her young tits, she was wearing jeans.  She couldn’t see me of course.

“Remove the rest of your clothes, I expect you to be naked from now on when we call.”

“Yes Master, sorry Master.  Master, I cannot see you.”  I watched, she was on a laptop, she put it down and stripped off as I watched.

“My camera is off and staying off, understand?”

“Yes Master.”  I wondered what was going through her mind.

“Get on the floor, put the laptop down so I can see you, kneel for me.”

“Yes Master.”  I watched, she put it down and she knelt, exactly as I would have asked her to.  I was going to ask her how she knew, then it occurred to me, I’d liked dozens of images of women kneeling exactly like that.

“Are you enjoying kneeling like this for me?”

“Yes Master,” she said, a huge smile on her face.

“You’ve done this before I take it?”

“Yes Master, I like kneeling like this, but this is the first time I’ve been watched like this.  I like it, it enforces my status Master.” 

“Stay like that until I give you permission to move.”  I made her wait nearly an hour, she was struggling at the end, I jerked off watching her, reveling in her discomfort and desire to be controlled.  I told her she was to kneel like that, one hour a day as soon as she got up from now on.  I did some quick math, I wanted to see her soon, but it would be a couple of weeks before I could get some time off.  Fuck America for being so big.  And my ex-wife for taking all my fucking money.

“We’ll do calls daily slave, my camera will never be on.”

“Yes Master.”

I created a new profile on Telegram and told her to do the same.  We did a lot of video calls over the weekend.  I made her masturbate while I watched, I made her hurt herself until she was crying – just hitting her breasts with a hair brush over and over.  I got her to flick elastic bands onto her nipples, she never said no, just obeyed me.  I made her masturbate over and over until she was pleading to be allowed to cum.  I never let her, I owned her, her orgasms belonged to me now.

******

Monday morning, back in the office, I messaged her as soon as I got to my desk.  I’d given her instructions on what to wear, a short skirt, thick sweater.

Where are you?

In the library Master.

Are you alone?

Yes Master.

Remove your panties, rub your pussy with them for five minutes, then stuff them in your mouth and masturbate until you cum.

Please don’t make me do this Master, there are other people in the library.  Please Master.

You will be punished for your disobedience. Put the clothespin on your nipple and keep it there until you cum.  Film yourself.

I didn’t get a reply for a few moments, shit had I gone too far?  Then I could see her typing.

Yes Master.

I watched, she turned on her camera, she showed me the library, not busy but hey, it was only eight AM, I guess most students would still be in bed.  She put the phone on the desk, I watched as she looked around, then a hand went inside her sweater, and she winced in pain as the clothespin went onto her nipple.  I was rock hard; I was glad I was the only person in the office.  She half raised herself out of her seat and eased her panties down, then I could see her arm moving, she kept looking around, bitch did it for the full five, then she quickly stuffed them into her mouth.

My cock was twitching as she played with herself, it didn’t take her long to cum, she struggled hard to look normal as she came, if she was being watched people would have guessed.  She must have been desperate after a weekend of denial.  If it wasn’t for the security cameras in the office, I’d have been jerking myself was well.  Instead, I had to make do with messaging her.

Now use your panties and wipe your cunt as best you can, then wipe your panties on your thighs.  You may not wash your hands until you go home tonight.

Yes Master, I understand.

I had to visit the bathroom myself.

******

Over the coming weeks I took more and more control of her, I got her to piss herself, blow a stranger, I bought her a collar and had it delivered to an Amazon drop box.  She obeyed every order until I went too far one day, she refused to pierce her nipples with needles.  Point blank refused.  As punishment I made her rub Bengay onto her butt plug and put it in for 30 minutes as she knelt on rice.  When we met, she’d learn to never say no.

Online was good, but I wanted to meet her, to enslave her.  We arranged to meet for a weekend, I booked a hotel and flew to meet her, I checked in and messaged her the room number and sat back to wait.  I didn’t have to wait long.

There was a gentle knock on the door, I checked the spy hole, there she was, wearing the collar I’d bought her.  I watched as she got onto her knees and waited for me to open the door.  When I did she silently crawled inside, I kicked her ass as she moved.

“You’re late,” I said, “What happens to slaves who are late?”

“They get punished Master,” she replied.  She crawled into the room, looked around and got into a kneeling position.  I sat in the office chair and looked at her, she was dressed exactly as I’d ordered.  I nodded, she was the real deal.  I thought.  I picked up the crop I’d brought with me

Two second later the door to the room burst inwards and half a dozen men came gushing in.  I stood in silence, then I dropped the crop.  I looked down at my slave, she was standing up.  I tensed, ready for a fight, then relaxed.

“What the fuck is going on?” I asked.

One of the suits helped my slave to stand.  She looked at me, pure hatred on her face.

“You’re under arrest,” she said.

“For what?”  She spun my laptop round.

“Possession of extreme pornography.”  Our eyes met, I didn’t resist as her fist came flying in, I didn’t resist as it connected with my face, it hurt.  Everyone in the room laughed, no one tried to stop her.  Why would they?

“And that’s for the pain you made me inflict on myself.”

I was shaking, light was dawning.  I was fucked.  I started to cry.


The Rules I live By
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	I will stay fit and healthy for Him. 
	I will always be perfectly obedient to Him at all times and in all things. 
	I will not speak without His permission. 
	I will say Yes Master to every order and obey it without question. 
	I will cook and clean for Him to His satisfaction. 
	I will put His wants, needs and desires above my own in all things and always. 
	I will never complain, bitch or moan. 
	I know I am only as good as my last blowjob. 
	I will not complain if He sleeps with other women or brings them home.  That is His right and I will make Him and them as comfortable as I can. 
	I will never say no if He wants to use my ass, His pleasure is what matters. 
	I will never refuse, if I do I know another girl might say yes and replace me in His life. 
	I will be bi for Him, even if I am not I will pretend for His happiness. 
	I will dress according to His wishes, if He allows me clothes. 
	I will filter every thought to ensure I am thinking of Him and putting Him first. 
	I will accept His corrections of my behavior and speech without question. 
	I will serve his friends when they come over and remain silent and subservient to Him and to them. 
	I will accept all punishments without question that He deems necessary and thank Him for correcting and punishing me. 
	I will never ask for anything, I will accept what I am given. 
	I know that if I fail, I will be replaced. 
	I am three holes and two tits and that is all. 
	I will grant Him access to all my social media accounts and never post without His permission. 
	I will always keep location tracking on so He will know where I am. 
	I will read these standing orders aloud a minimum of four times a day. 
	I will do my best to bring other women to please and pleasure Him. 
	I will not speak to other men without His explicit permission. 
	I will not spend His money without His permission. 
	I will keep my makeup immaculate and how He likes it at all times. 
	I will accept His right to amend these rules as He sees fit without question. 
	I will worship Him daily for a minimum of 30 minutes, kneeling, legs open wide, head down. 
	I will not have friends without His permission. 
	I will not cum without His permission. 
	I will be His personal toilet when required, and I will thank Him if He chooses to use me as such. 
	I will accept whatever body modifications He deems necessary without question. 
	I will wear my collar as a sign of His ownership of me 24x7x365.  I will treasure what it means and entails and will embrace it as a sign of what I am. 
	I will be open and honest about my status as His property to anyone who asks. 
	I am property, His property.  I accept His right to sell or otherwise dispose of me as He sees fit. 
	I will have no hair, other than that on my head. 
	I have no rights, other than those given to me by Him. 
	I chose this life willingly and freely. 
	I am a slave, an object, property.  Because I want to be His. 



London Nights
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Adam checked his phone, a message from Susie, I’ll be there in 5, just paying off the taxi.  Adam didn’t reply, he was waiting at the first class check in.  Seven minutes later Susie arrived, 30 years his junior, and his colleague, for the three weeks in London.  Adam to represent the management side, Susie the technical.  They knew each other reasonably well, but all strictly professional.  Adam couldn’t help but smile when he saw Susie, her mass of suitcases and bags, trying to pull them all at once.  He walked to her, shaking his head.  He was however pleased that she’d taken his advice, she was wearing a figure enhancing black business suit, with a short skirt, heels and a white shirt.  She was going to wear jeans and a Tee shirt, until Adam suggested otherwise.

“Need a hand Miss?”  She looked up.

“If you don’t mind, that would be great.” 

“We’re going for three weeks, not emigrating.”  Susie gave him a look; Adam shook his head and took two of them and started to push them towards check in.  Susie made for the coach check in, Adam stopped her.  He pointed to the first class check in; Susie shook her head.

“I’m coach,” she replied.  Adam knew this, as senior Vice President he got to go first class, as a Senior Technical Consultant Susie got to go coach.  That was the way it was.  The logic being Adam would arrive fresh and ready to go, it didn’t matter of course that the junior grades arrived exhausted and worn out.  They just had to deal with it.

The airline staff weren’t going to allow her access to the first-class line when they looked at Susie’s ticket, then Adam flashed his Platinum Elite card and his First-Class ticket and Susie was grudgingly granted access.  She checked her bags, looking at the long coach line, Adam had saved her twenty or thirty minutes standing in the line.  After they were handed over he guided her to the fast lane, again his pass did the business and they were both accepted, the final port of call was the first-class lounge, Adam got one guest as a perk. 

“Have a seat,” he said to Susie, “What can I get you?”  Susie looked around; she’d not been in the lounge before.  She wasn’t sure what she could afford, by the rules of the road Adam would get the first round, but she’d have to get the second.  As if sensing her dilemma Adam spoke again.

“Everything is complimentary,” he said, winking at her.

“Well in that case I’ll have a white wine,” she said, smiling back at him.  Adam picked up the menu and handed it to her.

“Everything is cooked to order, and one white wine coming right up, no problem.”  Susie sat in the black leather seat looking around, she was the youngest person in the lounge, there was a strictly 18+ policy.  She watched Adam order, then he spoke to the airline staff member manning the concierge desk who looked at her, then spoke back to Adam before he returned a moment after the wine arrived.  Susie was unsure what to do, should she take out her laptop and start working, or maybe make small talk, or just play with her phone?  Best to look keen, she thought, and pulled out her laptop.

“I hope you’re not going to work,” said Adam, picking up his glass, “Plenty of time for that when we arrive.  Have you ever been to London before?”  Susie shook her head and slid the laptop back into her backpack.

“No, this will be my first time in Europe,” came her reply.  They spoke about business and pleasure for the next hour, Adam was a seasoned road warrior, he’d been to London many times and told her about some of the highlights, until their flight was called.  Again, Adam took the lead, he joined the first-class line and insisted that Susie come with him.

“Give me your ticket,” he said, “I’ll sort this.”  He handed them over with their passports, the hostess checked them both over, she handed them and some more paper back to him and then they were air side, walking down the air bridge to the plane.  He handed the tickets to the air steward who checked them.

“9A & B,” he said, then gestured to his right.  Susie hesitated, she’d been booked into 27E, down in the cheap seats.  Adam looked at her.

“I downgraded from first and upgraded you to Business, I hope you don’t mind?”  Susie shook her head.  It had always seemed bizarre to Adam that you could go first class when others were expected to go coach.  This was something he always did when he travelled if his colleague was going in the back.  As long as the seat reclined he was OK.

Also, sitting next to Susie would be better that flying next to someone he didn’t know. 

******

The first week in London flew by, up early, back to the hotel late, no real chance to see anything of the city.  After work they’d meet either the client or go out with the local staff, come Friday there were no such offers, people wanted away for the weekend, to spend time with their families and friends.

“Got any dinner plans?” asked Adam over lunch to Susie, who shook her head.

“There’s a restaurant I know, small Italian place, there’s a great pub next door, real traditional London boozer, if you fancy a pint or two before we eat?

“Sure, I should try English beer I guess.”

“Why?” came the reply.  In Adam’s mind beer should be ice cold and fizzy, not warm, flat and brown.

******

They met in the hotel lobby, Adam arrived first and was pleased when Susie arrived on time, he was wearing a casual light green shirt and she was wearing a summer dress with spaghetti straps over the shoulder and a button fastening it just about together under her small breasts.  She was sun tanned, no strap lines Adam noted.  He did a double take, he was seeing her in a different light, the business suit gone, now she was a young woman out on the town.  Her breasts bounced as she walked toward him, she wasn’t wearing a bra. 

When they stepped into the light outside the both blinked, it was high summer, the heat was oppressive – not New York hot, but still unpleasant.  The evening sunlight illuminated her body, her curves visible, Adam nodded as he looked at her ass then chided himself, she was less than half his age and a colleague, she was off limits.  Still, he could look, her dress ended a long way above her knees, she was wearing kitten heels and he could make out the line of her panties.  They made small talk as they made for the tube station.

Susie loved the pub as soon as they saw it; it had history, you could feel it.  From the traditional brick built front with the sign hanging over it, ‘The Saracen’s Head’; depicted by a picture of a man’s head, presumably severed.  At least the flower baskets made you feel welcome, even if the name was slightly off putting.

“Sure we’re welcome here?” Susie asked as Adam held the door for her.  He nodded.

“Yes, I’ve been here many times.  If you prefer we can go to ‘The Slaughtered Lamb’”.  Susie laughed, what was it about British Pub names that could make you feel welcome and scared at the same time?  American pub names were so dull by comparison.

They stepped inside, out of the oppressive heat of Summer and into the cool dark bar, the air conditioning a tip to the modern world.  Inside the walls and floor were dark wood, there were a half dozen booths with deep leather seats, round the bar a dozen high bars stools.  The place was maybe half full, the after work rush had died down and the evening drinkers yet to come out in force.  People were laughing and joking, Susie loved it.

“This place is amazing,” she said.  Adam nodded.

“No one does pubs like the English,” he replied, “We just get it wrong, like a Disney copy of a castle.  Anyway, what can I get you?”

“How about that pint of warm, flat beer?”

“Coming right up,” he replied, then he pointed to a booth, “Want to grab that one?”  She walked over to it, Adam paused for a minute, watching her ass move in her summer dress.  Dirty old man, he thought, then moved to the bar.

Adam stood at the bar, the pub was busy, but there was still space.  “What can I get you,” asked the barman when he got to Adam.

“Pint of lager and pint of London Pride please,” said Adam.  The drunk slouched over the bar next to him half turned to face Adam.

“American?” he drooled.

“That’s right,” replied Adam, politely.  The man was very drunk, he slurred his words, he was holding a pint glass with an inch or two of liquid left in it. 

“What brings you to London?” he asked.

“Business,” replied Adam, not giving the man any more information that he had to.  The drunk looked around, he saw Susie sat in a booth, she was playing with her phone but she looked up and smiled at the drunk man.

“That your girlfriend?” he asked, pointing back at Susie.  Adam turned to look at Susie, her long dark hair and tight dress making her look good.  Adam had never looked at her as a woman before, she was a colleague and worthy of respect.  Something in the drunk’s tone of voice implied that if he said no the man would go over and try to talk to her.  Adam wanted to save her from that.

“She is,” he said, smiling and winking at the man.  The drunk turned back to Adam.

“You’re hitting that?” he asked, his voice higher in surprise.  He looked down at Adam’s fingers, the gold band on his ring finger clearly visible.  “And what about your wife?” he asked.

“Well, I won’t tell her if you don’t,” replied Adam, winking again.  The drunk laughed.

“Good one,” he said.  The drinks arrived, Adam paid and left, the drunk watched him walk back to his booth.  Adam sat down, Susie looked up from her phone, then at the drunk.

“Who’s your friend?” she asked.  Adam drank an inch of his beer, then looked at the bar.

“No idea,” he said, “He just started talking to me.  He, he fancied his chances with you, so I put him off.”  Susie shuddered; the man looked like a slob and was clearly the worse for wear.

“What did you do to put him off?” she asked, sipping her beer.  She looked at the glass, the taste was very different.  She was surprised; she liked it.

“I told him you were my girlfriend,” he replied, shaking his head.  They looked at each other, then Susie looked back at the drunk.

“You might have to tell him again,” she said, “He’s coming this way.”

“Fuck,” said Adam, looking up.  Susie was correct, the man was weaving his way across the bar, making his rather unsteady way towards them.  “Fuck.”  They both looked up as he drew close, the drunk put his hand onto the table and looked from Adam to Susie, then back again with a very slow, exaggerated motion.

“That’s your girlfriend?” he asked, clearly not believing them.  Adam looked at Susie.

“She sure is,” he replied.

“I don’t believe you,” he said.

Susie picked up her beer and sipped it, then she did something that surprised Adam.  She put her hand onto Adam’s thigh and ran it slowly up to his crotch, then she put her other hand round Adam’s neck and turned him to face her.  Adam took the hint, he bent down a little and their mouths touched, she opened hers wide and they exchanged a kiss, Adam put a hand onto her thigh and caressed the exposed skin.  The drunk just watched as they kissed for what seemed like ages.  When they broke it off Adam looked at the drunk.

“Do you mind buddy?”  He nodded to Susie, “I mean, I’m here with my girl.”  The drunk laughed, the pointed at Adam.

“You lucky bastard mate,” he slurred, “You’re living every man’s dream.”  He took three steps back, then bowed to Susie and winked at Adam, before he turned and the Americans watched him retreat, pushing the doors of the pub open and staggering out into the warm evening light.  Adam turned back to Susie, their eyes met and they started to laugh.

“How drunk was he?” asked Adam.

“Very, very drunk.”  She laughed again, then she went all serious and looked down, Adam’s hand was still on her leg.  Adam looked down; it took him a few seconds before he realized; he was still touching his young colleague’s leg.  Instinctively he pulled it back, he could feel his ears burning and his face started to turn red.  He had kissed and was touching a much younger colleagues’ leg, that would be him unemployed if she complained to HR.

“Susie,” he stammered, “I, you know I just did that to get rid of him.”  She put her drink down, then took hold of his hand and put it back onto her thigh.

“Did I ask you to stop?”  Adam shook his head, then gently squeezed her young thigh.  He looked into her eyes again, she was smiling at him, inviting her to kiss him.  So he did.  Susie touched his leg again, she was enjoying this.  When she broke it off she looked into his eyes.

“So,” she said, lowering her voice, making it deep and husky, “What do you like in a woman?”  She kept talking, taking the lead, “Me, I like strong, older, powerful alpha males.  Men that know what they want and take it.  Men that take control of a situation and dominate it.”  She picked up her drink and sank another inch.

“Men like me?” he asked.  Susie nodded.

“Men like you, Sir.”  She emphasized the last word.

“You know I’m a married man, right?” he said, showing her his wedding ring.

“And you know we’re here together for two more weeks Sir, and your wife is far away?” she added rubbing his thigh.  Adam nodded.  He picked up his pint, it was time to test Susie.

“Go to the rest room, rub your pussy for two minutes through your panties, then remove them,” he said, “Come back with them stuffed into your mouth.”  Susie didn’t move.  “Or stay where you are, we’ll have diner and go back to the hotel, then meet again Monday morning for work.  Your call.”  Susie still didn’t move, when she did she put her pint down.

“Yes Sir,” she said.  She stood up and started to walk away

“And don’t wash your hands, just wipe them on your thighs.”  Susie didn’t respond, she just walked away, Adam followed her with his eyes the whole way, at the door to the restroom she hesitated, she turned to face Adam and she put a finger into her mouth and sucked it, then stepped inside, letting the door close behind her.  Adam checked his watch, he was timing her.

Inside the restroom Susie walked to the furthest stall and pushed the door gingerly, it opened, and she stepped inside, locking the door behind her.  She could hear a sound from somewhere else, she wasn’t alone inside the bathroom.  Susie opened her phone and leaned against the wall of the bathroom, she lifted her dress and started to masturbate, she started a timer on her phone and tried to keep silent as she rubbed her already wet pussy through the thin material of her panties.

When time was up she pulled her panties down and stepped out of them, her pussy was soaking, she picked them up and opened her mouth, stuffing them inside, then she did as ordered and wiped her hand on her thigh, before flushing the toilet and stepping out.  The stall next door opened, a woman about her age came out and looked at Susie and smiled, then the unknown girl went to the sink to wash her hands, Susie flushed as she realized she couldn’t do that.  Instead, she just walked out of the restroom and back to Adam, sitting next to him.

Adam didn’t look at her, he put a hand onto her legs and pushed them apart, then ran his hand up her leg and onto her pussy, he rubbed her gently, then pushed one of his thick fingers inside her pussy, causing her to gasp, the panties stuffed in her mouth barely muffling the sound.  Adam worked his fingers in and out of her tight young pussy, finger fucking her slowly, he watched her hands, she was gripping the edge of the table, trying to sink her nails into the hard wood and look normal.  She failed, her eyes were half closed, she was breathing deeply and quickly.

Susie moaned softly, her head going slightly back, Adam could read her body, her lips were quivering, her nipples rock hard and visible through her dress as he slowly finger fucked her, rubbing her clit with his thumb.  No one was watching them as she got closer and closer to cumming, she was moaning softly, trying to keep her head still, she was shaking until finally she came hard, the frustration of not being able to move, not being able to scream just intensified her orgasm.  Her pussy contracted, holding Adam’s fingers in place, her head fell forward, her face hidden by her long sandy hair. 

Adam kept his fingers inside Susie and picked up his drink, trying to look normal.  When she opened her legs slightly he pulled his fingers out of her and held her knee, Susie lifted her head and looked at Adam who winked at her.

“Take your panties out of your mouth,” he ordered.  Susie looked round the pub, her face flushed as she realized anyone could have watched her cum; but no one was looking at them.  People were just going about their business, each in their own little world.  She put a hand to her mouth and coughed, spitting them out into her hand, then hiding them under the table as she slipped them into her purse.

“Drink up,” he said, “And then we can go back to the hotel and order room service.”

Susie picked up her drink, “Yes Sir,” she said, a cheeky grin on her face.

“I hope I won’t have to spank you,” he said.

“I hope you will,” she replied.

They drank up and walked out of the pub holding hands, the idea of going for a meal long gone from their minds.

******

They rode the half dozen stops back to the hotel and went to Adam’s room.  Susie had a standard room, a room with a private bathroom, a double bed, a TV and a small desk for working.  Naturally Adam had a suite, it was as big as her apartment back home, the bed in a room off the main area, there was a small kitchen area, a couple of couches and huge windows that looked out over the city.  “Wow,” she said softly as she came into his room.  Adam smiled behind her, he wasn’t going to let on that that had been his reaction as well when he arrived.  They stepped inside, Susie did a tiny, almost imperceptible jump when she heard Adam close the door and slide the bolt closed.

“Go kneel there,” he said, pointing to comfortable looking chair.

“Yes Sir,” she replied.  She walked sexily to the chair, looked back at Adam and dropped to her knees.  She watched as he removed his wallet and phone, placing them on the table near the door.  He went into the kitchen area and opened a couple of drawers until he found what he was looking for, he pulled out a wooden spoon and swished it in the air, Susie watched, each time he swished it she took a sharp intake of breath, she’d only been hand spanked before.

Adam took off his shirt, exposing his ripped chest and toned arms.  He walked over to Susie and sat in the chair, he looked down at her small frame and put one of his hands onto the side of her face.  Instinctively she opened her mouth and he pushed his thumb in, she sucked it.  Adam helped her to stand, then he put her over his knees and pulled up her dress, her panties still in her purse.  Without being told she folded her arms behind her back.

He ran his hands over her ass, before putting one under her, inside her dress and holding a breast, then he lifted the spoon and hit her ass, not hard enough to break the skin or mark her, but hard enough so that Susie felt it.  She gasped as the wood bit into her skin, a soft moan of pleasure.

“Ah,” she said, “Would you like me to count?”  She looked up at him.  Adam nodded.

“One thankyou Sir, please may I have another?”  Adam knew what he was doing, he enjoyed a little S & M.  He spanked her again and again, leaving gaps between each strike so that the pain lasted longer.  Each time Adam would hit her in a different place, he watched her reactions, her hands started to quiver as he struck her over and over, when tears started to form he put the spoon down.  Susie looked at him.

“I can take more for you Sir?” she asked.  Adam shook his head.

“That was enough, besides . .” he let his words trail out.  Susie slipped off his knee and cupped his cock through his jeans, he was rock hard.  Adam stood up and undid his belt, he pulled it out, Susie pulled at the zipper and button, pulling his jeans down.  Adam put the belt round Susie’s neck, passing it through the buckle as a makeshift collar.

Susie was on her knees, her face an inch from Adam’s cock.  She took it into her hand and started to jerk him, he put his hand onto the back of her head and pulled, she opened her mouth and took his cock into her warm, wet hole and sucked his cock, Adam moaned as she did so, it took all his self-control not to cum there and then.

He sat back down, Susie sucking his cock the whole time, as she did, she pulled her arms from the dress, allowing it to fall down, exposing her breasts.  Adam moaned again; she had such a tight body.  He put his hands onto her breasts, caressing them gently.  He took her hair into his hand and formed it into a pony tail, then pulled her off.  Susie looked at him quizzically.

“Have I done something wrong?” she asked, taking his cock back into her hands to jerk him.  Adam shook his head.  He put his hands under her armpits, then flexed his biceps as he lifted her off the floor and onto the seat with him, straddling him.

“Fuck me,” she gasped, “Fuck me hard Sir.”  With that she sank down, her soaking wet pussy welcomed his cock and she started to ride him, fucking him up and down.  They kissed, Adam slipped a hand onto her pussy and started to rub her clit, both of them were gasping as she rode him, her breathing getting shallower and shallower as she got more and more excited. 

“Can I cum please?” she begged. 

Adam shook his head, “Not yet little one,” he replied, “Beg for it.”  His control of the situation, his control of her just got Susie more and more excited.  She was moaning, pleading with him for permission to cum.

“Please,” she begged, “Please, please let me cum, please, Please SIR, I NEED TO CUM.”

Adam took hold of her waist, her breasts bouncing as he pounded her tight wet pussy, in seconds he started to cum, shooting inside her, as he did, he spoke to his young girlfriend.

“Yes, oh fuck yes I’m cumming, YES.  Cum for me Susie.”  Susie did, instantly, collapsing forward onto Adam, sinking her nails into his shoulders as wave after wave of orgasm consumed her body.  They stayed in position, kissing for ages before she got off him, slid to the floor and took his cock back into her mouth, to clean it, then she sat back, they looked at each other.

“I’ve been wanting that since I met you on my first day,” she said, “Thank you.”  Adam touched her hair.  The remainder of their trip was going to be fun.


Afterword

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




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




Paige

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


Praise For Author

[Bladelaw]

Very kinky, very hot and very well written. Don't miss this series.

- Potter Heigham

[Predicaments]

Predicament is intriguing and educational to read and quite imaginative. It brought documentary memories of my life in a wonderful way

- tbh

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

It's a must read!  It was wonderful I fully enjoyed it thank you.  I hope you write more like this you're descriptions of everything It was great.

- Diana Milam

[Poler Slaves]

Amongst the thousands erotic stories on amazon, Paige Bond's stories shine out like a beacon welcoming you home. They are imaginative, well read and unlike much of the rest, they have even been proof-read. Poker slaves is of course fantasy but Paige's ability to create characters of depth and her imagination in creating erotic scenarios mean that the fantasy is believable and extremely sensual. Reading this book (and indeed all her books) is a guaranteed pleasure, but you'll need to hold the kindle with one hand.

- SC2574


Books By This Author

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.

The Laird of Bladelaw

Malcom Blade, the 9th Laird of Bladelaw is “helping the Police with their enquires” into his affairs in a bleak interrogation room at a Perth police station. During an interview lasting several hours explicit details of what most would view as an alternative lifestyle are revealed. It begins with his time as a student in the early to mid-90s when he learned that not all women want to be treated as equals, at least not all of the time. Some strong women expect to be treated equitably in public but behind closed doors it's a very different affair . . . .

Bladelaw: The Student is the first part of a new eagerly anticipated trilogy from the acclaimed author Page Bond.

Predicaments, the Complete Collection

In this new collection of short stories Paige explores the frequently dangerous, always thrilling world of predicament bondage. Over 28 short stories and 65,000 words she describes being in compromising situations such as stress positions, punishing a true pain slut & dealing with a brat who keeping pushing the boundaries. Most of these stories have previously been published in a 6 part series, but the complete collection also contains 2 brand new stories about predicament bondage.

Warning: this collection contains stories about naked females in potentially dangerous situations. Do not buy or read unless you are OK with this.
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