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This book is only for those 
who have the courage 
to explore the boundaries 
of eroticism and discover 
their hidden 
desires.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The important 
things first
 
 
Immerse yourself in a sensual world of seductive passion brought to life in this enchanting masterpiece. 
This book will captivate you with its captivating story that magically combines fervent lust, burning desire and devoted devotion.
The words in this work have been carefully chosen to awaken your senses and stimulate your imagination. 
With provocative descriptions, it takes you into the depths of human lust and lets you feel the tingling eroticism on every page.
Only for those who have the courage to explore the boundaries of eroticism and discover their hidden desires, this book is made. 
It is a work that will speak to your most intimate dreams and ignite your deepest desires as you plunge into the dangerously tormenting maelstrom of passion..
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MASTER FLIGHT
 
 
Her master's order came via email.
'Tie off your tits, take the hose clamps, but carefully, clamp your cunt with the wide metal clamps and push a cock in first. You know which ones I like. Business dress. Ban on speaking! Bring handcuffs and the small steel rod. In four hours you'll be on my mat. And put this email in your pocket!'
500 km in four hours. Ina had to fly. She was prepared for these last-minute appointments. Everything was ready in her playroom. She screwed the hose clamps tight so that she could just about stand it and also please her master.
 
 The special screwdriver for this disappeared into her handbag. 
She chose the ribbed steel dildo, extra thick, and placed the ordered clamp in her cunt flaps. She could already feel a slight burning sensation in her udders. ,Well, that'll be fun'. 
White blouse, knee-length skirt, jacket, heels and thong, that's how her lord and master liked her. On the back of the printed email she wrote quickly To the airport please! and One ticket to Hamburg, please, one way. She wasn't allowed to speak!
Ina didn't forget the sturdy stainless steel handcuffs or this little snappy rod with the very thin wires.
She ran to the nearest taxi rank, showed the driver her note and rather carelessly jumped into the back seat. She had completely forgotten about the clamps on her cunt and had to regret it sorely. During the 20-minute drive she calmed down a bit. She was concentrating on her aching cunt when her vision almost went black. The security check.
 
 'That pig, blackmailer, I'll bite your tail off and chew your balls.' But it's of no use to her. If she doesn't fly now, the revenge would be terrible. She knew her master, his impatience, his short temper. Security check on all that metal. She had to go through it whether she wanted to or not.
 
She nervously bought the ticket and had to hurry. The flight would be called soon. There was no way she could miss her flight. She rushed to security. There wasn't much going on this morning. She was completely insecure. 
What would happen right now. It was unlikely that she would be waved through.
Everything looked like routine at first. Bag on the band, the jacket with it. Then through the security gate and of course it started immediately. The LEDs on the body scanner told the security woman where metallic objects were likely to be found.
“May I?” She began to feel Ina without hesitation. First the shoulders, the upper arms, forearms. She was then asked to stretch her arms to the sides. 
 
Back, flanks, hips, legs. She got the ring-shaped hand scanner and started scanning the more intimate parts, which of course made a loud impact on her tits.
“What is that, what do you have there?”
Ina remained silent, hooked her teeth into the side of her lower lip and looked down embarrassed.
“What do you have there?” the security officer repeated. This time a little more impatient and louder.
Ina was silent.
“May I ask you to come with me! You can take the bag and your jacket with you.”
Ina took her utensils from the conveyor belt and walked ahead of the officer.
“The question again, what have you hidden there?”
Ina remained silent. “Take off the blouse!” This tone seemed like a command and Ina had learned to react to commands immediately. Quickly but unhurriedly, she unbuttoned her blouse and presented her severed udders to the woman's astonished face.
She whistled softly through her teeth. 
“Gerd, come here!” She’s actually not allowed to do that; men are not allowed to strip search women. “Have you seen anything like this?”
The security officer who had been summoned entered the barren room. He stared transfixed at her tits. Of course he had seen something like this before, on the Internet. 
 
“No, nothing like that,” he lied, “doesn’t that hurt?” He looked into Ina’s face. This made Ina uncomfortable, but what could she do about it. She was only carrying out her master's orders. She shook her head. She lied too. His hand approached the different sized tits and grabbed the larger one.
“Gerd, you’re not allowed to do that, it’s against the rules!”
“Leave me alone with your rules. You shouldn't have called me either. There was no danger for you. Call Harry in and close the door from the outside,” the colleague was dispatched.
Completely perplexed, she left the room, which the next moment another man in uniform entered. “What kind of pigeon do we have here?” he greeted Ina. “Here, have you seen that before?” “Constricted tits, I don’t believe it!” He now reached into the udder flesh, the smaller one, and squeezed just as hard. Ina didn't move, she was used to worse.
“First look in the bag, I saw something on the screen.” He took the bag and turned it over. The entire contents tumbled onto the table. Handcuffs, credit card, change, ticket, screwdriver, keys, boarding pass, whip and the email from her master.
“That’s interesting, read the email.” Ina’s face turned red.
 
“Read out loud!”
“Tie off your tits, take the hose clamps, but carefully, clamp your cunt with the wide metal clamps and push a cock in you first. You know which ones I like. Business dress. Ban on speaking! Bring handcuffs and the small steel rod. In four hours you'll be on my mat. And put this email in your pocket! Hey, that’s a slave and what a slave she is.”
“Take off your clothes now!” Harry narrowed his eyes and pressed the command between his lips. “Is it going to happen soon or do you need tutoring?” Harry reached for the steel rod. That worked. In a flash, all the clothes were on the floor and Ina folded her arms behind her head and spread her legs wide, just as she always does when standing in front of her master, still in the open front door.
“We should stick to the rules!” Harry winked at Gerd.
“And they say…?”
"Everything needs to be examined!" Harry laughed.
“Gerd get the long, thin needles out of the cupboard, the ones we recently took from a surgeon.”
Harry first stabbed her big udder. At first very slowly and only superficially, as if he was expecting some liquid substance to be about to squirt out. Again and again he pulled the needle all the way out so that he could push it in even deeper the next time. Harry's hand became like a hammer. Ina kept her eyes closed and moaned loudly all the time. Small drops of blood formed in several places on the udder skin. If the needle had been a knife, Ina's tits would have been completely shredded.
“I don’t think there’s anything in it. But lift up the flesh by the nipples, maybe there's something on the underside." Gerd didn't need to be told twice and Harry continued his work from below. With every stitch the needle came out at the top.
“She has such big warts that if you poke her tits, you usually always hit the wart. “It’s rare to see a warthog like that,” said Gerd happily, who now hoped to get his hands on it. According to the hierarchy, he was entitled to the small udder.
“Gerd should get the knitting needles from dear grandma the other day, who cried so much when she had to leave her needles behind.”
Gerd stood in front of Ina with two knitting needles. They were thick needles. You could knit a winter sweater with them and so that the long needles wouldn't dance around and hurt anyone, they were flexible in the end. There was a small lump at the very end. This prevented the stitches from falling down.
“The little udder is yours, so let’s go! Start now, otherwise the bitch will miss her flight!” Ina didn’t like hearing that about the missed flight. She was still standing there in her slave position. Both of them only had their tits in mind. How much she would have liked to feel relief in her cunt, which she almost didn't feel anymore.
Gerd's eyes sparkled. Finally he was allowed. The sadist in him literally blossomed. He took both needles in his hand and rubbed Ina's tit with the flexible parts. Clear traces could be seen.
“May I give you some support, Gerd?” Without waiting for an answer, he took the steel rod in his hand and hit her naked ass with full force.
Ina's ass was more sensitive than her udders and she screamed. She did not expect that. Four or five times the whip landed on the intended target called the ass. In no time it was bloodshot.
“Thanks, but now full concentration. This also applies to you, you pig! Just stand there.” Gerd took the nipple of her little tit hard in his fingers, lifted it and drove the needle through the udder meat from below so that it came out again at the top.
Ina was in pain, tremendous pain, even though she gets her tits trained again and again and also trains herself. The pain of the puncture was still bearable, even though the skin offered resistance. But the slow progress in the flesh and, above all, the resistance when exiting, bothered her more than she would have liked. But she endured it for her master, albeit loudly.
Gerd still had the other knitting needle. He drove it just as slowly and seemingly carefully, but this time from above into the fatty tissue until it emerged again at the bottom. This time he pulled the needle further through to the end of the flexible extension.
“I would have liked to have done that with the big udder too! That looks so cool.”
“You can still do it! Wait! Hold her teat!”
Gerd pulled the needle that he had just driven in a little bit back to the actual needle. “Breathe in!” he ordered Ina. He took the knitting needle in both hands and looked Ina in the face. Ina turned pale, she knew what was about to come. Gerd looked for a secure footing. “Hold on tight, Harry!” His gaze didn’t let go of Ina. He lifted both hands a little and with a powerful pull, the nub at the end of the embroidery device was pulled through the udder fat, so quickly that it took quite a while for it to bleed.
Ina opened her eyes. The whites of her eyes stood out clearly and looked almost like Louis Armstrong's when he played his trumpet solo. At the same time, she opened her mouth so that one had to be afraid that the corners of her mouth would tear. She wanted to scream, to scream forcefully, the pain was so bad. But she couldn't. The scream caught in her throat. For a few seconds it was quiet, dead quiet. But then it burst out of her with force. The scream was so loud that Harry had to cover her mouth. Ina screamed and screamed. She barely breathed in between. Her breath caught in her throat again and again. She forced out air even though her mouth was wide open. The screams became more long-lasting. She had found her breathing rate again. Now guttural sounds came from her mouth. It sounded like screaming and moaning at the same moment. She reflexively closed her mouth to swallow her saliva and lost her breathing rhythm again.
Gerd, this sadist grinned thievingly. He has now given it to the bitch. She's had enough for quite a while.
“Harry, I think her udders are clean. We should let them on board. “
„Soooo!?“
“Of course not!” Gerd had now gained the upper hand and Harry acknowledged this without envy. Harry got a bottle of iodine to disinfect the bleeding wound and also very politely pulled out the other knitting needle. They left the big tit alone. This slave bitch had really had enough. She could barely stand on her feet. The iodine was a balm for her wound, which burned terribly, but it was nothing compared to the pain from before.
“Get dressed!” Ina took her thong first and was about to get into it. “I thought slaves weren’t allowed to wear underwear? Stick it in your ass!”, which Ina immediately obediently did. "You can leave the 'bra' on, but not so sloppily, you pig." Gerd took the screwdriver and tightened it a little more. Now he was satisfied.
"And the 'panties' don't fit properly either." He adjusted the clamp on her cunt until he thought it fit well.
Ina got fully dressed, packed her bag and wanted to leave the room.
“Not like that, my love! We haven't examined your shoes yet. But then your plane left.” Ina took off her shoes and then had to go barefoot. “And who gave you permission to put on the blouse? Not us!” These were again those typical slave games that she loved on the one hand, but also totally hated. ,That's unfair!' But she remained silent and left her blouse as a souvenir for the security guards.
“Hands behind your back!” She heard the clacking of the handcuffs and one of the two put the handle of the handbag in her mouth.
“It’s pretty warm today. Come on, I'll open your jacket for you! Harry, tell the airline, someone else is coming for flight 326.”
As she was being taken to the plane, Ina heard Harry speaking into the cell phone: "She's sitting in the first row, colleague."
It continues, with a decent amount of torment, sarcasm and gallows humor.
Have fun and of course “Don’t repeat it!” or do you? 
Colleague? Ina was sure that
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