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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.




This is not my normal type of book, in that there is no story.  Rather it is a book about predicament bondage.  Some of these are relatively safe, some are extremely dangerous.  I do not recommend attempting any of these on your own.  If you are inclined to attempt any of these positions please make sure that you are with at least one other person that you trust implicitly.





For my friends in the Mail Room, who gave me the opportunity to rediscover my love of writing erotica.
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Predicaments

Noun, An unpleasant situation that is difficult to get out of. 

Example : I’m in a predicament because I’ve accepted invitations to two dinner parties on the same night.  Which one should I go to?

In BDSM it’s normally a situation in which by doing one thing you increase pain/suffering on one part of your body, but decrease it on another.  The predicament is which part of you should suffer?

Or maybe you chose to increase the pain and suffering on yourself to save a friend from the same fate . . .

And will anyone ever release you?


The Cabin
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When you told me we were going away for a weekend I was excited, as were you.  A whole weekend with you, I had dreams of spending it naked, collared, serving your every need for a whole weekend.  When we got there it was a little disappointing.

The website had shown pictures of wonderful, isolated cabins with log stores, open fires and not another soul within miles.  When we got there it was obvious that this was not exactly as shown.  The location had a central patio area – I guess ideal for a barbeque at the weekend with a dozen friends – if you’d all rented a cabin each.  But we didn’t have a dozen friends, we were a couple, sneaking away for a weekend, me away from my friends, you away from your wife.  Never mind, we could still make the best of it.

As we’d driven up we could see that the other cabins were occupied, it was twilight and the lights were on, smoke rising from the chimneys into the still, windless air.

“Shit, won’t even be alone,” you remarked.  I didn’t say anything, there was nothing really to add.

We drove up and parked outside the cabin, I unlocked it and helped you in with the bags.  Once inside I unpacked and made coffee while you lit the fire.  Even in late April there was still snow on the ground, it might have been 50 degrees outside but the snow was lingering late into the spring.

Once the stove was burning both our moods improved.  The cabin was small, just one room with the bed, a small kitchen area, and a seating area for us both with a large rug on the floor.  It warmed up quickly and I stripped off, you put my collar on and we were ready to make the most of it.  You went outside for a smoke (I wish you didn’t smoke, but it’s not up to me) and I stayed inside, making the place as nice as I could.

When you came back in I saw that look in your eye, I knew you were thinking of something.  And it probably wouldn’t go well for me.

“Ready for a predicament?” you asked.  I love predicament bondage, arranging myself from one way of suffering to another, for your entertainment.

“Always Sir,” I replied.  I meant it.  A good girl should always be ready to suffer for her partner’s fun.  I watched as you went to the bag with the bondage equipment in it.  I knew what was in there – I’d packed it – but I didn’t know what was coming out.  I was surprised at your choices, ropes (obviously), a ball gag (fair enough), the wand and harness. 

The wand is used for giving me pleasure, normally after I’ve suffered or pleased you.  Seeing it so early made me worried.  And the harness?  The only reason for that would be to hold it in place.  Fuck, orgasm torture?  As it happens, I was correct, just not the orgasm torture that I’d expected.

First things first, you made me put on the harness and locked it into place around my waist.  You inserted the battery wand (not as good as the wired one, but not my choice) and locked in in place with the head on my sensitive pussy and clit.  You pulled it a few times to make sure it was secure.  When you smiled I knew it wasn’t coming out any time soon.

You handed me the phone pocket I use for running, I put it on my arm and secured it, then you slipped my phone inside.

Next you put a leash on me and then led me outside into the central area, as we walked the security light came on and the whole area lit up.  It hadn’t got any warmer outside and the cool air made my skin tingle and breath condense.  I was naked, surrounded by cabins and anyone, anyone could have looked outside and seen me. 

I checked the cabins, looking at each one in turn, each window had a rectangle of light round the edge where the drapes were drawn.  No one could see us, but the thrill of potentially getting caught turned me on.  I’m no exhibitionist, but it’s always thrilling to potentially be exposed like this.

You put a plastic chair in the center and ordered me to sit on it, then bound my arms to the chair.  I expected you to tie my legs to the chair legs but you didn’t bother.  Then you did something behind the chair, I couldn’t see what.  I started to shiver, it was very cold to be naked outside.

When you came back round the front you kissed me passionately,  taking my breasts into your hands and playing with them.  You delighted in my erect nipples, I couldn’t feel much - too cold -  before standing back.  You smiled your evil smile again and whispered in my ear.

“You can come back inside after two orgasms or one hour, your choice Paige.”

With that you turned the wand on and walked away.  Bastard.  But where was the predicament element in this?

As you walked away I just started after you.  Were you just going to leave me in the cold, exposed to the elements and other people catching a long weekend break?  I watched you go back inside, then the security light flicked off as there was no motion in the yard.  I was cold and shivering, surely you weren’t just going to leave me exposed like this?

Then the familiar buzzing started as you activated the wand – I hadn’t looked, it was the Bluetooth wand, enabled by you from inside the warm confines of the cabin.  I couldn’t help my reaction, I threw my head back and moaned, my long dark hair falling and I looked up at the stars.

My view was instantly spoiled as the motion of my head activated the security light.  Fuck, that was the predicament, I’d have to stay perfectly still as the device vibrated between my legs.  I gripped the chair arms firmly and sat upright, moaning louder and louder as it vibrated, giving me no respite from its attentions.

Fuck, that was the second part, wasn’t it?  I’m not quiet, I can never cum in silence.  I scream in pleasure when I cum, moaning throughout as the pleasure builds.  I bit my tongue, hoping the pain would distract me.

“Fuck,” I half yelled, involuntarily, the only sound in the dark.  I heard someone moving to my right and looked as the drapes opened and a woman was silhouetted again the bright light of her cabin.  A man joined her and they both looked out.  But the wand didn’t care and the vibrations continued.  It took all my concentration not to move, not to yell again.  Either would have led to my discovery.

Then I had a thought, he’d not tied my legs to the chair, it was a cheap white plastic one, couldn’t have weighed more than five pounds so fuck it, I leaned forward, thrust my legs down and stood, bending at the waist.  The chair came up off the ground, I plotted my path to our cabin and started to walk.  I’d take the punishment whipping over this torture any day.

The security light came on straight away, as soon as I stood up.  I looked around, there were no drapes twitching, no blinds lifted and I started to walk, the first step slowly as I established my path and position, then a second and a third.  Then I went flying, I landed on my side as I fell.  I cried out, walking with the chair on me in that position wasn’t easy, add in the snow, ice and wand and it was hard.

I looked behind me.  Fuck, that was what you’d been doing.  You’d tied the chair to a post, I wouldn’t have been able to escape back to the cabin.  I swear I could hear you laughing, you’d known this would happen.

I looked around and worked my way back onto my feet, then sat down in the chair.  In the end I had no choice, there was no way I could resist cumming for an hour with that thing vibrating on my pussy.  I decided to embrace my position and state of attire and cum as quickly as possible.  I threw my head back and concentrated on the wand, the pleasure that it gives.  I was soon moaning loudly as it continued to vibrate, within minutes I was crying out loudly, pleading to be allowed to orgasm.

When it hit me I bent double and screamed, the pleasure was incredible, I no longer cared about anything in the world other than that orgasm as it engulfed me.  Normally I’d pull the wand away just after I came, I’m far too sensitive but I couldn’t.  The head continued to vibrate against me as I came, the pleasure was soon delicious agony, my pussy was pulsing and there was no escape.

I glanced around, half of the cabins had their curtains open and I could see people staring at me.  I looked at our cabin, my Master was there, watching me.  He raised a hand upwards and extended one finger, totally black, silhouetted in the light.  One, fuck, one more to go.

Some of the doors were opened and a couple of guys came out and one couple.  They all walked towards me.  I looked around, desperate but there was no escape.  Instead I just decided to ignore the cold, the people and concentrate on getting out of there.  The only way I knew how.

I’m not an exhibitionist, the idea of playing in public normally repulses me but today it worked.  Knowing that the crowd would grow and grow as the wand had it’s way with me was a turn on, I wanted to be out of there.  I dropped my head back, it didn’t matter if I moved, there were so many other people moving around me.

I thought of the situation, the wand vibrating my pussy, the people watching and could soon feel the sensations building again.  I imagined you watching from inside the cabin, in the warmth.  My legs are twitching, I can hear people speaking.

“Fuck, I think she’s going to cum again,” said one guy.

He was right, I tried to close my legs, no chance.  I started to moan, louder than usual, my body spasmed as I came and I screamed as loudly as I could, I no longer cared about anything else.  Fuck, that felt good. 

When I opened my eyes I looked around, a dozen people were less than 10 feet away from me.  But I only cared about one.  I looked up at our cabin, I couldn’t see you anywhere.  Surely, surely you heard me orgasm?  Everyone else did, they were applauding me, some were even cheering.  Fuck, they were starting to get close, one was almost touching me.

I felt a hand on my shoulder, sliding down onto my breast.  I twisted to see who it was, this wasn’t allowed.  I looked up, ready to scream, but instead I smiled.  It was my Master.

“Show’s almost over,” he said to the crowd.  I could sense the disappointment.  Master bent down and untied me, put a leash onto my collar and pulled me off the chair, onto my hands and knees.  The snow was cold, but the paving stones were freezing.  “Crawl after me,” he ordered as he started to walk.

The audience clapped and applauded at the show, despite the cold my face was burning from the humiliation.  Soon I’d be back in the warm.


The Standing Cage

[image: Tall Cage – Fetters]

The first time my partner took me into his basement there were three things that really caught my eyes.  First was the St. Andrews cross (I knew what that was), second was the wooden pony (more on that later) and last was the standing cage.  I didn’t know what it was, well, I didn’t know the real name for it, but I could work it out.  It had to be a torture device, adapted for the S & M community.

There are many different types of standing cage, my partner was, and probably still is, a very wealthy man and it will come as no surprise that this was the top of the range, hand made and fully adjustable.  He could make it taller or shorter, adjust the positions of the bars to make the restraint easier or harder.  Sometimes he’d place me in there for hours, with my head locked to the side.  But that’s a stress position, not a predicament.

The cage was made entirely of steel.  The base was a lattice of steel, each bar flat, about 1cm wide with 6 cm gaps between them, forming a crisscross pattern.  Uncomfortable to stand on, but not unbearable.  Fuck, there’s no point in a stress position if it’s so painful you need to use your safe word in the first minute.  It’s got to be painful, but not so painful that you can’t hold it for a long time.

The cage has four vertical bars and eight adjustable horizontal hoops round the side.  The hoops can be lifted up and down and locked in place, they can also be pushed in and out to make the confinement more brutal or easier to deal with.  There’s an optional head attachment as well – but I’ll write about that in a later installment.

When I first saw it I was attracted to the cage, I wanted to be inside it, just to experience what it was like.  My partner is a good man, he told me I’d have to wait several weeks, to build up trust between us before he’d place me in it.  I guess looking back he was worried that if he confined me in it, I’d go straight to the police when I was released.  Important lesson there – start slowly in any BDSM relationship, you might want to be beaten senseless, but don’t do it on a first date.

We’d been together for about six months when I first experienced a predicament with the cage.  He told me that I was going in it for two hours – I’d been in it before by then, and I’d done longer than that.  So I was waiting on the catch.  Before we entered the basement I stripped off (always naked in there after the first viewing) and followed him in, lead by the leash on my collar.

Once inside I was surprised, the cage normally stands on the floor, secured back to the basement wall to ensure I couldn’t fall over while trapped inside its cold steel frame.  But he’d lifted it up, it was about a foot off the floor, standing on a support, still secured to the wall.  He kissed me as we looked at it, I wanted to ask what was going to happen, but didn’t.  He knows that I love being surprised.

He unlocked it and opened it, bidding me to stand inside.  As it closed I felt safe, the steel frame always makes me feel safe and secure, almost like being held.  He locked the frame shut, it wasn’t as tight against my body as it sometimes is, there was room to move around, five or six inches of wiggle room.

First he locked my wrist cuffs to the frame of the cage, level with my hips.  They were only attached loosely, I could still move them around a little.  Next the same treatment for my ankle cuffs, but rather than secure them to the base of the cage he fastened them to the first horizontal bar, which was about four inches up. 

Next he adjusted the bars above and below my breasts.  He pulled me forward so my skin was against the cool metal frame, my breasts either side of a vertical bar, sticking out of the cage.  He pulled the bars higher and lower until they were squeezing the tender flesh of my chest between them, then secured them.  As a test he picked up a thin cane and struck my trapped boobs half a dozen times, causing me to scream in pain and attempt to pull back, but it was to no avail.  My breasts were stuck in place, and that effectively held me in place.

“I needed to make sure you weren’t going anywhere,” he said, then kissed me through the bars of the cage.  It was far enough off the floor that our faces were level and he didn’t have to bend down.  I looked down at my boobs, they were already starting to darken for the lack of blood, and six thin red lines were forming on them from where he’d struck me.

“I’m not going anywhere Sir,” I replied, smiling.  I was happy and excited, I wanted to see what he’d got planned for me.  If he’d wanted to just confine me he’d have adjusted the bars backwards so that I’d have been unable to move and tied my wrists and ankles with rope to the frame, but I had some degree of freedom where I was.

He put his hand inside the cage and pushed my thighs apart.  I bent down as best I could – despite my trapped tits – allowing him access between my thighs and onto my pussy.  I gasped when he touched me, I was surprised at just how wet I was already.  He watched me for a few moments as he rubbed my clit, before pushing his fingers inside my hole.  I closed my eyes and tilted my head backwards, loving his touch.

He kept it up, until I was gasping, panting and pleading with him for permission to cum.  He just ignored me for a few seconds, then pulled his hand out, leaving me denied.  I straightened my head up and looked at him, as always it was his decision if I could cum or not.  He usually let me, so this was different.

He took his hand away from my pussy and lifted it up opposite my face, then put it inside the cage.  Without thinking I opened my mouth and sucked his fingers clean, all the time he was smiling.

“Think you can do a few hours in here Paige?” he asked.

Was he kidding?  I’ve been secured in here for much, much longer than that with the steel up tight against my body, rendering me completely unable to move.  There had to be a catch.  I knew it.  But this was a game he wanted to play, and he expected me to play along with him.

“Of course I can Sir,” I replied.  He smiled a knowing smile, fuck I was in trouble here.  He stepped back and walked to the cupboard on the wall.  He dug in it for a while and then pulled out something I didn’t recognize.  He saw my confusion.

[image: Russell Hobbs 2 Plate Mini Hot Plate Hob 15199, 1500 W - Stainless Steel]

“This,” he said, “is an electric mini hob with two plates.  He showed it to me, then put it on the floor underneath the cage.  Now I knew what was coming.  He went back to the cupboard and pulled out a timer plug. 

“And this,” he went on, “Is a timer plug with a random function.  He plugged it in and I watched as he plugged the hob into the wall.  He fiddled with it for a moment, then unplugged it and plugged the hob into the timer plug. 

“If you can do the whole game in there you get to cum twice.  Fail and you don’t get to cum for the rest of the month.”  Quick thought, fuck it’s the 6th.  Twenty plus days without cumming.  Fuck, I had to do it.  As if reading my mind he spoke to me again.

"Want to try Paige?”

Defiance was my only response, “I’m going to succeed Sir,” I stated.  He kissed me again. 

“Good girl,” he said.  He slapped my constrained tits hard, then re-arranged the couch & TV.  He sat down and started to watch the game.  I couldn’t see the TV, not that it mattered.  American football is a mystery to me, like it is for 98% of the world.

A few minutes passed before I heard a click.  I knew instantly what that was, the plug had flicked on.  I panicked for a moment, then relaxed.  Nothing had actually changed.  I just continued to stand. 

Almost imperceptibly I became aware of the heat rising from under my feet.  At first it was fine, as I’ve said before the basement was always cool and being naked in there wasn’t always pleasant so I welcomed the heat under me.  But as it continued to build and build it became more and more uncomfortable.

I started to move around, trying to find an escape from the heat, but I was severely limited.  First I tried going onto tip toes, it gave me some relief, but only in my heels, and with the additional irritation of more pain in my toes and calves.  So I quickly abandoned that strategy.

My next attempt fared a little better, there was enough play in the ankle ropes to allow me to lift one leg and then the other, so I alternated back and forth, but each time the pain grew and the relief was less when I swapped feet.  Mercifully there was a click as the plug switched off and the heat started to die down.  My Master also heard it.

“Want to quit?”

“No Sir,” I replied, meaning it.  I love pushing myself and proving what I can take for his sadistic pleasure. 

“OK,” he said and turned back to the TV.  I wish I knew what time it was and how far on the game was, I knew it was still in the first quarter but I’d been focused on the pain, not on the game.  My heart sank when I heard that only five minutes had passed.  Fuck, so I probably had another three hours or more to go.

Click.

What?  That was hardly fair, it had been on for ages and the respite had only been a minute.  This time the plates were already warm and within a minute it was hot on my feet again.  I started to dance from foot to foot, my Master looked at me and laughed.

“Sure you don’t want to be released Paige?”

“No thank you Sir,” I replied defiantly.

“Come on, you’re a clever girl, you can work it out?”

What did he mean?  I thought about it, there had to be an escape route.  But what was it?  I felt about with my raised foot, then I worked it out.  The bar my ankles were secured to was about eight inches above the base of the cage.  I thrust my ass backwards and lifted my left leg.  I felt about with it and found the bar.  I pushed my foot as far forward as I could and felt the warm steel underneath it.  That was the way out.  I pushed down and took my weight on my foot as cried out in pain.  He looked up at me again.

“Ah, you’ve worked it out.”

I lifted my other foot and stood on the horizontal bar.  Before I always been grateful that these bars were round with no sharp edges, but now it was agony, there was so much less surface area to bear my weight.  Only one chance left.  I let my ass sag and some of my weight was transferred to my tits, again causing me pain but relieving the pain in my feet.  I had to find a balance.

I was trembling with exertion and sweating profusely, the whole of my body from my shoulders down was hot, I could feel the little rivulets coming off me and dripping down onto the floor of the basement.  Every once in a while some would land on one of the hot plates and turn to steam with a hiss, when that hit my body the pain was even worse.  I cried out several times, but never asked to be freed.

For the next three hours I alternated between standing on the floor of the cage when the heat was off, and moving between the pain in my feet and the pain in my breasts.  My partner asked me between every play if I wanted to be released, every time I said no.  I could see how happy he was that I was suffering for his pleasure. 

When the game finally ended he walked over and unplugged the stove.  We kissed and he picked up a stick vibrator.  I smiled.

“You did really well, I’m proud of you.”

We kissed as he turned it on and pushed it between the bars, the end touching my soaking pussy.  I was ready to cum.


Candles

[image: Strict Leather Head Harness with Inch Ball Gag : Amazon.ca: Health &  Personal Care]

I love the light from candles, well, what girl doesn’t?  Lying in the tub surrounded by them, the warm glow just makes you feel special.  Candles in an S & M world are, of course, used to light the scene.  And inflict pain, if that’s what you’re into.

My first introduction to candle wax came at university.  My boyfriend (and part time dom.) at the time had me tied to the bed, legs spread wide, arms bound above my head while he played with me.  The room had been lit by candle light, only half a dozen of them but I remember it clearly.  He picked one of them up and showed it to me.  I knew what he was going to do instinctively and I nodded my head, indicating that I’d given him permission.

He moved it closer to me and over my chest, then tilted the candle and a couple of drops of wax fell from it’s top, down through the air and onto one of my breasts.  I’d held my breath in anticipation of the pain that was to come, but I wasn’t prepared for it.

“Arrrgh, fuck,” I managed to half stifle.  I’d have screamed much, much louder if I wasn’t in a student flat with very thin walls, even so my roommate on the other side banged on the wall and asked if I was OK.  I managed to shout back I’d just stubbed my toe.  My boyfriend quickly put the candle back, the moment was gone and we both laughed at the scene.

A couple of weeks later I was on my own and I started to think about wax again.  I checked I was home alone and then in my room stripped off and lit one candle.  I started to masturbate, looking at the flickering flame when I picked up the candle, took a deep breath and dripped the wax onto my chest.  This time the pain was less than before – don’t get me wrong, it hurt but not as much.  Was this because I knew what to expect?

I lay there, playing with myself, dropping wax onto my tits until I came, just as I orgasmed I dripped wax onto my nipples, that really hurt but it made my orgasm far more intense.  After that my boyfriend and I played with wax a lot until we split up, he just wanted to inflict more pain on me than I was prepared to take – I’m not a masochist, I just have an occasional masochistic streak I guess.

My Master in America enjoyed hurting me with wax, he was always careful to respect my limits though.  One of the great things about him was his imagination, or was it experience?  He’d been on the scene for longer than I’d been alive, he’d seen everything I guess.

The rules we had were simple, when I was wearing my collar I was to be submissive and obedient, when it was off we were like any normal couple (well, any normal couple with a 25+ year age gap).  I was still submissive to him, but not always absolutely obedient.

We’d been living together for about six months when I was feeling bratty.  I had my collar on but I kept back chatting, pushing the boundaries of where a good sub should be.  He’d warned me a couple of times about my behavior, but I still kept pushing and pushing.  Eventually he’d had enough and ordered me to the basement.  I smiled as I descended the stairs, part of me must have wanted what was coming I think.

Once there I waited for him in the Nadu position, kneeling, legs open, head down.  When he came in he didn’t speak.  I was expecting to be bound to the cross and whipped, but he had something far more creative in mind.  I watched as he pulled the bench out into the middle of the room, then he ordered me to lie on it, face down, arms behind my back.  I folded them as ordered, my long black hair falling off the sides of the bench and almost onto the floor.

He took my shoulders in his hands and pulled me across the ancient leather surface until my breasts were just hanging off the edge, then put his hands underneath and felt my boobs, squeezing and caressing them.  He knew what they were about to suffer.  I, at the time, did not.

He took a rope and started to bind my legs to the bench, starting just under my ass and passing it over my legs and under the bench, round and round until he ran out of rope, maybe a dozen loops or so.  Then used a second rope to repeat lower down, until my legs between my ass and knees were tied down tight.  I wasn’t going anywhere.  Next he tied my ankles together, but I could feel that there was a ring tied to them as well.  I was turned on, not knowing is so exciting.

He unfolded my arms and tied my wrists and elbows together (there’s always several inches between my elbows when they are bound, I’m not flexible enough to get them touching, despite years of trying).  I heard him select something from the wall of devices behind me and he showed it to me, the head harness, complete with ball gag.  I opened my mouth wide to indicate my willingness to wear it.  I was keen to see where this was going.

He pushed the ball into my mouth and I bit down on it, holding it in while he adjusted the straps to secure it in place.  There’s a ring on the back of it and he tied a rope to it.  He pulled over a chair and stood on it, I guessed (correctly) that he was passing the rope though the hook/ring on the ceiling.  When he let go of the rope I felt it land on my back.  I still had no idea what was about to happen – and with the gag in there was no way to ask.

He walked away again and put something into my hands, telling me to hold it still.  It was a metal ring, I could feel it.  He tied it to my wrists, then I felt him pass the rope through the ring.  Next he bent my legs at the knees  until my ankles almost touched my wrists.  He pulled the long rope tight and tied it to the ring at my ankles.  I wasn’t quite hogtied, but not far off.

I was listening intently, we’d been together long enough that I knew that this wasn’t it.  He bend down and kissed my ear.  “Ready Paige?” he asked.  In nodded my head as best I could, then he stood back.  Something was wrong.

He picked something else up and gathered my hair behind my head.  “Shit,” I heard him say.  What had gone wrong?  He started to pull my hair into a pony tail, apparently it was important that it was out of the way.  He was correct.  He pulled it back and let the rough tail lie on my back, between my shoulders and down towards my hands, tucking it under my bound arms.

He went to the cupboard in the basement and I listened intently, he spent a couple of minutes doing something, then I heard his zippo come to life and the pleasant glow of candles.  There were four of them lit, each about five inches high and a small, yellow light on them.  I was still in the dark as to his plan.

He walked back to me, put the candles on the floor and kissed my head, then bent down and pulled my hair, forcing my neck back and head up.  He looked me in the eyes.

“I warned you several times,” he told me, “But you just kept pushing and pushing the boundaries.  Now for you punishment.”  He slid the candles under my breasts, the flames were maybe four or five inches from my flesh.  Instantly the heat started to hurt my tender skin and I thrashed about, trying in vain the escape the heat.

I bent my head down and tried to blow the candles out, but I couldn’t force enough air down my nose or out of mouth to blow them, but there was a small degree of satisfaction when the flames moved in the air.

“You can’t blow them out,” he told me as he stood up, slapping my ass, “Work it out Paige, you’re an intelligent girl and you know what I like.”  I stopped panicking and started thinking.  There was always a way out.  Then it struck me, the headdress and rope.  I pushed my legs backwards and the rope moved between the steel rings.  I bent my back at the same time and my head, body and breasts all lifted.  The relief in my tits was almost instant, by moving them twice as far away from the heat source the pain went down by about 90%.

The down side, of course, was the instant pain in the small of my back, in my neck and head, but the relief in my breasts made it worthwhile.  At least for the first minute.  The pain in my back got worse and worse and it wasn’t long before I had to lower myself down again, releasing the tension in my back – and in my legs, shit I’d not even been aware of how much my legs hurt until I lowered myself.

Of course, the heat on my chest started to build again instantly, I knew I’d only be able to have one, maybe two minutes rest in that position before I’d have to move again.

“The candles will take about 30 minutes to burn down,” he told me, “that’s how long you’re going to spend like this,”, he laughed quietly, “Unless you can think of another way out, or you ask to be released.  But I know you, you won’t do that, will you?”

I shook my head, I knew he wanted me to ask to be released.  But there was no way I’d give him the satisfaction.  When I raised myself up the pain in my back was instant.  I had a thought, I was gagged, saliva was running out of my mouth.  I couldn’t see what I was doing, but I stayed raised until some spit dripped off my chin and onto the floor, when I bent down I looked, I’d missed the candles but was very close.  All I had to do was aim better . . . . .

I had to judge my movements now, they couldn’t just be when I hurt too much, I also had to move when my mouth was full of spit and it was about to come out.  This meant moving before I’d had as much as I could take.  I missed for the next two lifts, on the third I heard a pleasant sizzle as one of the candles went out.  Success!

“Well done,” I heard him say, “you snuffed one out.  I reckon you’re about a quarter of the way through.  Want out?”  I shook my head, always defiant.  There was still a long time to go.


Solo Zipper




[image: ]




This is one of the most straightforward, and safest ways you can place yourself into a predicament situation, and it’s so simple to make it easier or harder, depending on your situation and what you want.  All you need is a long piece of string and some clothespins – the more you have, the more pain you can inflict on someone – or yourself . . . .

This was something I’d done to myself before, but I wanted to try it again.  After a few months single it was time to start getting back into the swing of it.  I waited until Olivia, my roommate, was out for the night.  I’d not played with myself for two whole weeks (agony), but that was part of the game . . .

As soon as Olivia went out I stripped and took a quick bath – I wanted to feel sexy for this.  I’d prepared, last night after work I called by the hardware store and bought a couple of packets of clothespins – I wasn’t sure how many I was going to use, but when 100 were less than $10 it’s not like it was going to cost me a fortune.  I didn’t think I’d get all 200 on my body, but you never know.

I’d also bought a couple of balls of string, again, when I was alone last night I’d prepared and tied one clothespin to the end of each length of string.  A beginner’s mistake is to think that you need to tie every clothespin to the string – I mean, you can if you want but it’s very limiting, you have to then put them on your body at preset intervals, and if you’re aiming for one particular bit, say you nipples, you might find you can’t reach.  So my advice is only tie the end one on.

When I got out of the bath I put everything I’d need onto the hanging egg chair in the main room.  I wasn’t going to sit in the chair, but I needed it – or rather I needed the frame of it for this.  I put a small bucket, some weights, the twine, the clothespins, some scissors and my wand onto the chair, checked the door was locked (again) and was ready to go.  I’d set myself a target, if I succeeded I’d allow myself to cum, if I failed another week of denial was coming.

First things first, I cut a couple of short lengths of string and tied them to the bucket, into the bucket I put a 1lb weight and tied it loosely to the egg chair, quite high up.  Next I steeled myself and picked up the first clothespin tied to the string.  I looked at it, such a small thing, but it was going to cause me such pain. 

The first one is always the worst.  I bent over and pulled the skin tight on the back of my calf, pulling it out and squeezing it tight.  I opened the clothespin, took a deep breath and put it onto my body.  The fear of the pain was worse that the reality, it bit into my skin but didn’t hurt too much.  I knew from experience, however, that the longer it was on, the more it would hurt.  And that when they came off it would be agony.

I put the starter peg onto my other calf and started to work my way up my legs, placing the next peg about an inch from the first one.  For each peg all you’ve got to do it put the string under the peg, almost on your skin, then wrap it round the peg and onto the next one.  Then when the string is pulled and the first one comes off all the others will come flying with it.  And that’s when it really hurts.

When I’d got to my knees I moved the string round to the front of my legs, mostly so I could reach and do it myself.  In the past my partner had gone up the back of my legs, then between them, putting 2 or 3 clothespins onto my pussy lips.  Surprisingly they don’t hurt that much going on.  Coming off on the other hand . . . .

I ignored my pussy and put the next ones on just above my hips, working my way up my side, putting the pegs closer together than I did when I worked on my legs.  When I got under my breasts I paused, then did the other side of my stomach.  I checked and was surprised to see that I’d got more than half of them on already.  They hurt, but nothing like the next ones would.  The next ones were going on my tits.

I pinched my underboob and put the first one onto my breast.  For the first time I cried out, not loudly but it hurt.  I put a second, third and then fourth on, I was just under my nipple then.  The next one should have gone on my nipple, but I hesitated and worked on my other breast instead.  I took a deep breath, picked up a peg, wound the string round the peg, pinched my nipple and let the open end bite into my sensitive bud.

“Fuck,” I cried out and started to breathe more deeply.  I was committed now, I had to make the other side match.  Once more when it went on I cried out. I put a couple more on each breast, then I’d had enough.  When my partner had done this to me I’d have been bound to the cross and he always worked his way down my arms, not giving me the chance to stop.  But when you’re doing it to yourself you can stop anytime.

The next part was tricky, I tied the end of the string to the bucket, first having passed the string through the hook of the egg chair.  I untied the bucket from the frame very carefully, if I’d have slipped up here  the pins would have come flying off, and I didn’t want that to happen.  Not yet anyway.  I picked the bucket up and stepped backwards until my arms were outstretched, holding the bucket.  The string was under tension, if I let go the bucket would fall and the pins would come flying off.

“Alexa, start stopwatch,” I said.

“OK, stopwatch started,” it replied.

This was the challenge I’d set for myself, if I could last 15 minutes holding the bucket at arm’s length I’d take the pins off slowly and as painlessly as I could, if I let go they’d come flying off and no orgasm.  If I failed to last 15 minutes I’d let go when the stopwatch was checked and no orgasm. 

Almost instantly I started to sweat and lean backwards, there might only have been  1lb in the bucket but felt like there were 10lbs in there.  My arms were fully extended, level with the floor.  I looked at my arms, the string ran along them, there was a little slack in it, but not much.  I gritted my teeth and held on.

I'd not been at it long, but I had to find out. “Alexa, how long on the stopwatch?”

“Your stopwatch has been running for three minutes and 34 seconds.”  Fuck, really, was that all? I knew then that I wasn’t going to make 15 minutes, but I had to try.  My arms were already sagging, there was no way, none that I could make it.  It was decision time.

The thing with clothespins is if you open them and remove them the pain isn’t that bad, the worst bit is when the blood re-enters your flesh after being denied for so long.  If they come flying off it hurts, I mean it really hurts as your skin isn’t slowly released, it just slides through the grip and the pain gets worse as it gets pinched at the end.

But this is as naught compared to a slow exit, when the pegs come off one by one, each one coming off slowly and they bite into your skin.  The pain is intense and it just goes on and on.  No, I made my decision.  15 minutes was stupid, I’d let go and allow myself to cum if I’d managed five minutes.  I waited as long as I could, took a deep breath and let go of the bucket.  It came out of my hands, swung and slipped down towards the floor.  I couldn’t help it, I screamed in pain as the pins came flying off my body, going all over the room.

I bent double and fell to the floor, crying.  I managed to ask Alexa how much time had passed, fuck, not even 5 minutes.  I started to cry, but a promise to yourself, in the absence of a master, is as good as one to him.  I crawled to the chair and took my wand, putting it onto my pussy.  I gasped, I was shocked, I was soaking wet and the vibrations soon had me on edge, gasping, desperate to cum.  It took all of my self-control to pull the wand away just as I was about to climax. I lay on the floor for a while, before I picked myself up. 

I surveyed the room, pins were everywhere, fuck it they could be dealt with later.  I went to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror, thin red marks were all over my body where the clothespins had bitten into my body.  I showered quickly and dried off, went to my room and pulled on a Tee-shirt and lounge pants, then returned to the living area and picked up all the pins, then hid them along with everything else in my room.  Next time I’d do better.

When I came back out I was surprised to see Olivia in the egg chair. 

“Crap date?” I asked.

“The worst”, she replied, “Like talking to a dull brick wall.”  She had a glass of wine and pointed to the bottle, I helped myself to a glass and sat on the couch.  She put her phone down and flicked on the TV, she was channel hopping and then reached down into the cushions on the chair.  I watched, in semi shock as she picked out a clothespin.  She held it up, looking at it, then at me.

“What the fuck?”  Given that we live on the 9th floor of an apartment block a fair question.  She looked at me, I just shrugged my shoulders, hoping she didn’t see the guilty look on my face.  I need to be more careful tidying up next time.


Praying
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My partner had come home from work – he was working on the East coast, we lived on the West coast.  So every Sunday he’d take the redeye to the East and I’d stay at home for the next four nights.  That was one of the reasons I started writing, it helped to fill in the time alone.

Sometimes I’d go to the airport to meet him and bring him home, but more usually I’d wait, watching his flight land on my app.  He didn’t take any hold luggage – he had an apartment near where he worked – so I could pretty accurately guess when he’d come home.

What happened next would depend on how tired he was.  Sure, he was senior enough that he didn’t fly coach, but even so he’d be wearied most of the time.  Both of us used to work long, very long days Monday through Thursday so that Friday and the weekends could be easy days.

Sometimes when he came home we’d go out for something to eat, but mostly we’d stay in.  He’d have eaten on the plane and I’d get something while I was waiting. 

No doubt most of you have the idea that I’d be waiting naked, collared, desperate to meet and obey my owner.  Some S & M relationships are like that I guess, but ours wasn’t.  When he came home we were much like any other couple, we hugged and kissed, he went for a shower and I brought him a glass of wine.  He took it from me as he got out and he looked at me and smiled.  I always made an effort for his homecoming, nothing excessive, but I’d put on subtle makeup, make sure my hair was straight and my clothes sexy. 

At heart I’m a jeans and faded Tee shirt girl, but I dressed for him, a short skirt, heels and a tight white shirt, four buttons undone to reveal my breasts.  Underneath I was wearing a lacy black bra, stockings and suspenders with a tiny G string.  I knew what he liked!

After the shower he was more awake and with it, he toweled himself off and I drank in his body, toned and muscular with a short greying beard.  He looked good for his age, no, that’s not right, he looked good for any age.  When away with work there wasn’t much to do in the evenings so he worked out, and it showed.

He ran the towel over his hair and threw it to the floor, we couldn’t take our eyes off each other.

“Want to play?” he asked.

“Always,” I replied, smiling.  I’m a submissive and my partner wanted to play.  Of course I did, I’d not seen him for four days and was ready to submit and be controlled.  The familiar thrill sang through me at the thought. 

He walked over to the wardrobe and opened it, taking out a leather collar.  We’ve got a variety of collars, one for every mood.  When he turned round I was on my knees, legs apart, my hands holding my hair up and out of the way, ready to be collared.  I watched him, my eyes fixed on his as he walked back.

As he bent down over me an inner sense of calm took me, it always does.  His hands opened and the leather came into contact with my skin, I almost lost it then, I just can’t describe the sensation of being collared, of being owned.  He pushed the leather through the buckle and fastened it into place, it was tight to my skin, but not so tight I would struggle to breathe.  Normally he’d twist it round, so the buckle was at the back and the D ring at the front, but not this time.  This time he left the buckle at the front and the D ring at the back.

He sat back on the bed and stroked my hair.  By placing the collar on me the dynamic had changed in an instant.  No longer was I a free – if submissive – woman, now I was a submissive slave, bound to obey his will, partially for fear of punishment, mostly because I wanted to be controlled.  If you’re not submissive you won’t understand.

“Want to try something new?” he asked.

“Always Sir,” I replied, meaning it.  I love trying new stuff.  Now I was collared the Sir came naturally.  At first I’d forget sometimes, but after a few punishment canings I soon learned.  Always call him Sir, if that’s what he wants.

“Take off your shirt and skirt,” he said standing and returning to the wardrobe.  I did as ordered and returned to my kneeling pose.  He returned with some ropes and several black leather belts.  I quivered, I was expecting him to bind me with the rope then hit me with the belt.  I love being caressed with leather over my body, feeling it against my skin, not knowing if the next touch will be a thrashing or a caressing.  I was shaking at the thought.  He could see that was what I was expecting.

“No, no little one,” he said, “Not that.”  I swear he could read my mind.  Now I was intrigued.  He took the first belt and pushed it under my knee, sliding it up my leg along the carpeted floor.  When it was over my ankle and the top of my thigh he passed the belt through the buckle and pulled it tight, much tighter than the collar on my neck.  He then repeated this on my other leg.  When these were in place he kissed me, “OK?” he asked.

“Ok Sir,” I replied.  I’d been tied like this before, but being restrained by leather was new. 

“Put your hands behind your back,” he said next, “No, not like that.  Reverse prayer.”  I shuddered at that, reverse prayer is hard to hold, it’s a yoga pose.  You put your hands behind your back, palms and fingers together, then lift.  You’ve got to be flexible for this.

I put my hands behind my back and put them together.  It hurt my shoulders, but it wasn’t that bad.  He took the rope, folded it in half and bound my wrists together, looping the rope over and over.  More rope is better, less concentrated pain in my wrists.  When he’d finished I felt a couple of lengths drop down my back.  That was unusual, normally he’s very precise with the ropes and tucks them away.

Next he took another belt and passed it over my arms, just below my breasts, behind my back locking them in place.  The third just went round my arms, between my shoulders and elbows.  I gasped as he pulled it tight, forcing my upper arms together, elbows not quite touching.

“Should I loosen it?” he asked?

I shook my head, it was painful but bearable. 

“Now for the challenging part,” he said, stroking my hair, “Ready?”

“Always Sir,” I replied.  This was true, I’m always up for a challenge.  He took the loose ends of rope dangling down my back and passed them through the D ring on the back of my collar, then pulled it tight, downwards before tying it back to my arms.  As soon as he pulled my collar bit into my throat, restricting my breathing.  I tilted my head backwards, it allowed me some air.

“Follow me,” he said, standing and walking across our bedroom to the chair in the corner.  The bedroom is quite large, maybe 30 feet long.  It took him about 15 seconds to cross, then he sat on the chair and started to wank himself, his cock growing hard as I started to move.

Fuck it was hard work, I rocked myself onto one leg, then shuffled the other forward an inch or two, then shifted the weight onto that leg and the other caught up.  Slowly I inched my way across the room.  Soon I knew I had to do something to get more air, so I pushed my arms upwards, they only moved an inch, but I drank in the air.  It took me about 10 minutes to cross the room. 

When I was very close he opened his legs wide, my face was slightly above his fully erect cock, maybe two inches away from the tip.  I looked up at him, this relieved the pressure on my neck and throat.  He patted my head.

“What do you want Paige?” he asked.  This is part of the game, what he meant was work out what I want girl.  It wasn’t hard to guess what he wanted.

“Please may I suck your cock Sir?” I asked.  He ignored me and continued to wank himself. I started to beg, he’d make me beg until I convinced myself – and him – that this was what I really wanted.  “Please Sir, I know it’s more than I deserve but please may I suck your cock?”  I could smell the musk of it, I was getting excited thinking about how degrading this was.  “Please Sir?  Please let me suck you cock?  Promise me you’ll cum in my mouth and let me swallow your cum Sir?”  He made me beg like this for a few minutes until eventually he allowed me to take his cock into my mouth.  “Thank you Sir,” I added as I looked down, opened my mouth and bent my neck, choking myself.

I did the best I could, I’d take a deep breath and force my head down, the collar digging into my throat and preventing me from breathing.  I coughed and gagged as I sucked, all the time he was wanking himself slowly.  More than once he put his hand on the back of my head and forced me all the way down, holding me in place until I struggled then he’d let me go.

Eventually I worked out that if I pushed my hands upwards – it hurt like hell – I could breathe a little better.  I got into a rhythm, push down with my head, relax – ha, ha – my arms and suck up and down, pull back, push up with my arms, take a breath and repeat.  With him wanking himself it didn’t take long before I felt his hand on my head tense, his nails digging into my skin, his cock twitched and he started to cum into my mouth.

I pulled back slightly, still keeping my lips round his cock as he pumped over and over into my willing mouth.  When he stopped cumming I pushed back down, then up to clean his cock as best I could.  I looked up at him and breathed deeply, then opened my mouth to show him his load.  He smiled at me, I closed and swallowed, then opened again to show him.

“Thank you Sir,” I said.  He patted my head.

“Good girl,” he replied, “Now let’s untie you.”

“Only if you promise to tie me like that again Sir,” I said, cheekily.  He laughed, reaching for the rope.

“If you insist, if you insist . . .”


Afterword

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







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




Paige

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


Praise For Author

[Blackmaiiled]

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

- G. Jorgensen

[5 Days in San Fransico]

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

- Jonel

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

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

- Chris

[The Secret Slave]

I read this book cover to cover and loved every sexy word of it. I loved how all the slave fetish actions were explained so clearly. There were a couple of fetishes in this book that I have looked for and could never be seen in any book so far. Loved it. I would highly recommend this author and his books.

- Lonney C. Smith


Books By This Author

5 Days in San Francisco

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

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


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

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

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

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

He continued to smile and after a moment she nodded.

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

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

 Poker Slaves

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

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No.”

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

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

“No.”

Blackmailed

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

Sarah,

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

Your Master
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