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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.


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 it could be willingly placing yourself into a painful position to relieve another’s suffering . . . .


Authors Note

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.


Shock Therapy

[image: ]

When Tom and his wife/submissive/slave came over it normally meant that we were in for some fun.  Well, Tom and my partner were in for some fun.  It normally meant that Alice (his sub) and I were in for something other than fun.

No doubt you’ve got the idea that it was clothes off and a wild sex, free for all when they arrived.  No doubt some people are like that – STDs are rampant on the scene for precisely this reason – but not my partner and I.  I never had a physical relationship with Tom or Alice, and to the extent of my knowledge neither did my partner.

Tom is about the same age as my partner, they met at college and soon discovered that they had a mutual interest in submissive women.  I’ve never asked how they discovered that, I mean it’s easy for my generation, we’ve got the internet to help us out.  But in the early 90’s?  Hello, my name’s Tom.  I like to hurt women.  No, come back, please?  Let me tie you up and hurt you . . . .

It’s easy for my generation, join a suitably kinky website, talk to them remotely, meet for a coffee and take it from there.  That’s how I met my partner, I’ll write about that one day.

Alice is older than me, maybe in her mid-30s.  She’s stunning, kept herself in trim, long blonde hair – dyed of course – with full, firm (fake) boobs.  Her fake tits limit what you can do with them of course, but I think Tom thinks it’s a worthwhile sacrifice.  Despite the age gap Alice and I got on very well, we had similar tastes in music, film and the like.  We’d frequently go out together and I think it’s fair to say she was my best friend in America.

Tom was 49, one year older than my partner but unlike him was a typical middle aged man, the expanding gut, balding.  He and Alice had been together for years, initially playing at Dom/Sub, gradually coming to the realization that this was something they didn’t just want to play at, it was something they wanted to live 24x7x365.  That’s too much of a commitment for me.

When they came round this day it was early summer, the end of winter still close enough to be a memory, no fear yet of the baking summer heat to come.  It was just pleasant to be outside and to feel the kiss of the sun on you.

They’d come over for lunch, my partner had lit the BBQ some time before and it was going nicely.  They weren’t staying over, just coming to eat.  I was inside, prepping the salad when they arrived.  I’d also noticed the large box that as delivered for my partner earlier in the week.  Ominously it hadn’t been opened, not even when he’d come back from the airport.  He’d just smiled when he saw it.

I was wearing a light summer dress, nothing underneath, with a pair of low heels.  The only jewelry I had on was a stainless steel collar, just a thin one.  He’d put it on me on Thursday night, I’d worn it ever since.  Normally when it goes on it stays on until he decides to remove it.  So even on video calls on Friday at work I’d worn it, I just wore a high neck sweater to cover it.  A few people remarked that that was an odd choice for a warm day, I just claimed the a/c was up too high.  I got a thrill from wearing it around other people, even if they couldn’t see it.

When my phone announced Tom and Alice’s arrival via the security camera I went to the door to greet them, a hug from Tom and a much longer one from Alice, our breasts touching through the thin material of our dresses.  I escorted them to the yard where my partner was playing with the BBQ, Tom shouted a greeting and walked over to him and they both started to poke the fire.  Can any man leave a fire alone?

Alice and I went to the kitchen, we brought both the men a beer first, then poured a glass of wine for ourselves.  I took the meat out of the fridge and we completed the salad, then went outside to sit near our men.  We talked and drank, then we were ordered to bring out the meat.

And the mysterious box.

The beer and wine flowed, no one was drunk but merry.  Alice drank slowly, clearly she’d be driving back.  After we’d eaten and us girls had cleared away Tom looked from Alice, to me, to my partner.

“Ready to play?” he asked.  My partner laughed, he was in on the joke.  Alice and I looked at each other, unsure of what was happening.

“Sure,” replied Alice.  I nodded, I trusted everyone to not go beyond my limits.

“Get naked then girls,” said Tom.  I looked at my partner who nodded, showing that I was to obey.  I wasn’t happy about this, I’d been naked in front of Tom and Alice before, but I don’t like being naked in their – or anyone else’s – presence.  But it wasn’t out of bounds, so I finished my drink, stood up and reached behind my back, found the zipper and pulled it down, then allowed my dress to fall off my shoulders to the floor.  I looked at Tom, he was watching me and smiling.  My partner was watching Alice the same way.  Once naked she went and knelt at Tom’s feet and I did the same.

Tom picked up the box and reached into his jeans, pulling out a Leatherman.  He opened the blade and used it to open the box.  I wanted to look, but I took my cue from Alice who kept her head as still as a statue.  I could hear the men pulling items out and unwrapping them

“Shit,” said Tom, “I hope they’re charged.  I hope what’s charged, I thought.

“They are,” replied my Master, “They were ordered to be charged.”  I was intrigued.  You’ve no idea how hard it was to not look.  Instead I focused on Alice, she was the picture of calmness.  That’s a difference between a sub and a slave, she’d been ordered to hold a position, and she would until given permission to move.  I struggle with that.  Just too bratty I guess.

It took them forever to unpackage everything and inspect it, I was starting to sweat under the sun, my pale white skin unused to the sunshine after the winter.  Tom sensed mine (and I guess Alice’s discomfort) and he allowed us to move under the shade of the paasol.  Ah, blessed relief.  As we moved they followed us. 

“Stand up Alice,” Tom ordered.

“Yes Master,” she replied, standing and folding her arms submissively behind her back.  We all ogled her body.  Tom helped her to bend at the waist, her huge breasts hanging down.  He reached into the box and pulled out a stiff leather collar.  As he turned it towards me I realized I was half right.  It was a thick, leather, shock collar.  I shivered, I don’t like electricity.  Especially not on my body.

“Want to quit Paige?” he asked, looking at me.  I looked at Tom, then Alice, then my partner.  They all looked disappointed.

“No Sir,” I replied, “I’ll try.”

“Good girl,” he said.

Tom opened the collar and put it round one of Alice’s breasts, he pulled the belt through the buckle tightly, not tight enough to restrict the blood in her breasts or endanger her implants, but just tight enough so that it wouldn’t come off.  He then repeated this with her other breast.  She was then ordered to her knees.  I could guess what was coming next.

When I was ordered to stand I did, I bent at the waist and put my hands behind my back.  My partner spoke to me,

“Do you mind if Tom puts this on you?”  I thought for a moment, maybe it was the wine, the company, I wasn’t sure but I agreed to it.  Tom looked so happy it was almost worth it.

He took a third collar and opened it, then he guided my exposed breast into the collar, easing the collar up over my flesh.  He fastened it, pulling it tight and locking it in place.  The then he kissed my head.

“Is this OK?”

“It’s OK sir,” I replied.  I was never sure how to address him – or other dominants – when playing.  It was easy for Alice, Tom owned her so he was Master and my partner was Sir.  But when I call my owner for the day Sir, what should I call him?  The lower case ‘s’ is my idea, makes sense.

He kissed my head again and then secured my other breast and bid me kneel facing Alice, our legs open and knees touching.  Where was this going?

Each collar had a pair of wires extending from it, the bulge on the collar showed that they were battery operated.  Tom must have seen the confusion on my face. 

“I’ll explain in a moment Paige,” he told me.  He pulled a couple of gags from the box and wired them to the shock collars.  At the same time my Master bound my arms behind my back, then did the same to Alice.  I wasn’t happy that he managed to touch her breasts half a dozen times as he did it.  Either he didn’t see the look on my face or he chose to ignore it.

When we were both suitably restrained Tom showed us the gags.

“Ladies,” he started, holding the gag wired to Alice’s chest, “Have a good look at these babies.”  I did, it was a standard leather buckle belt, but what was different was the gag.  It was about an inch and a quarter, maybe an inch and a half tall and half an inch deep.  It was made of green plastic, rectangular in shape with what look like compressible ends.

“Forgive me,” said Tom as he squeezed the end of the plastic gag.

“Arrgggh,” said Alice, I looked at her.

“How bad was that Alice?” asked Tom.

“Five Master,” she replied.

“Cool beans,” said Tom, “Let’s get these in your mouths girls.”

We both opened our mouths.  This was it then, bite down and electrocute your tits.  I was almost right.  He moved the gag towards Alice’s gaping mouth, smiled, then moved it back and into my mouth.  He forced it between my teeth and pulled the leather behind my head, then moved to secure it.  My partner did the same to Alice, again somehow managing to touch her breasts as he did so.  I think this time I would have said something, if it wasn’t for the gag in my mouth.

“Bite down Alice,” my partner said.  She did as commanded and I cried out, biting down myself as the pain shot through my breasts.  I hate electricity, the pain it can induce.  The pain was confined entirely to my chest, it was like being stung by a 1000 nettles at the same time.  What made it worse was I could see Alice in the same pain, and I knew I’d caused her to suffer.

Then the pain stopped as instantly as it began.  At least that’s one thing about electricity, when the current stops the pain stops instantly.

“We’ve set the pain level to five and the timer on the collars to five seconds girls, so every time you shock each other your friend will get five seconds of pain, then a 10 second breather.  Don’t be biting," he laughed.  They both laughed as they stood up.

I started to concentrate as I stared at Alice, I could see the same on her face as we both forced our jaws open wide.  Sweat was forming on both of our faces as we stayed still, nothing mattered apart from forcing our jaws wide.

Pain shot through my chest and I cried out, I tried, I really tried not to bite but I couldn’t help it and my jaw moved and I electrocuted my friend’s huge tits.  When the pain stopped we looked at each other, hating the consequences of our failure.

Next time I’d guess five minutes passed before the next round of shocks, I was listening to the men talking and drinking, trying to take my mind off forcing my jaw open wide when I succeeded too well at taking my mind off the pain and my mouth closed, only a tiny amount but it was enough to shock Alice who cried out.  She did better than me and kept her jaw open.

When the boys came back I looked up, wanting to be released.  But there was no way I’d ask, not until Alice did.  And I knew that she knew better than to ask.  Next time she shocked me I did better and managed to avoid shocking her in return.

“Shall we make this more interesting,” Tom asked.

“What did you have in mind,” replied my partner.

“How about we drip wax onto one of their tits?”

“Fucking brilliant.”

We waited nervously, staring at each other, wondering who was going to suffer.  When they came back each had a couple of candles, they held them where we could see them. 

“Now,” said Tom, “Who wants to be waxed?”

Have you ever been hot waxed?  Unless you’re a masochist the answer is no.  Or, as I discovered, you want to spare your friend.  Alice started begging to have the wax dripped onto her chest, with the gag in she was pretty unintelligible, but the meaning was clear.

“We have a volunteer,” said Tom, moving to the other side.  The candles were held just above her breasts and I stared, both us girls, stared at the flames as the boys counted down from three.  As they hit one they turned the candles and the hot wax spilled onto her tits, it formed little pools and started to run down them, before solidifying, leaving red patches from where it had landed on her pale white skin.  She screamed in pain and I couldn’t blame her when she bit down, firing the electricity into my chest. 

Twice more they asked who should get the wax dripped on them, twice more Alice offered, twice more she shocked me.  The boys tired of inflicting pain and instead put the candles away.

“Here we go again,” Tom said.  What had they got planned next?  I watched, scared as they went to the table, but I was pleasantly surprised when they came back with the magic wands.  Then I thought about it.  Shit.

Each of the men got on their knees behind their own sub and turned the wand on.  My partner put his left arm round my waist, holding me to him and then showed me the wand, holding it to my face as he switched it on.  As soon as it started to buzz I was excited, I love my wand.  He touched my chin with it, the vibrations instantly causing me to bite down a little.  I swear I didn’t even know I’d done it until Alice screamed.

He moved it down my body, between my breasts, running it over my erect nipples before thrusting it between my legs and onto my pussy.  My reaction was instant, I moaned – but I was pleased with myself that I didn’t close my mouth.  I stared into Alice’s eyes, and she back into mine, both concentrating on the pleasure and trying not to hurt each other.

“Only one of you gets to cum,” said Tom, “And she also gets the shock collars taken off.”  Now it was a game.  I looked at Alice again, she was thinking the same as me.  Fuck you bitch, I’m in it to win it.

She instantly bit down and pain shot through my tits.  No longer did she look apologetic, she’d done it on purpose.  Ah well, anything you can do.  I bit down as well, it felt incredible to relax my jaw, even a little.  Alice screamed as I relaxed, the pain in my breasts stopped and I concentrated on the wand, pushing my pussy down onto to its vibrating head.  Fuck I love that.

Pleasure built inside me, at least for a while until I was shocked again, then Alice was, straight after me.  Back and forth we went, pleasure then pain, all the time getting more excited.  My hands were opening and closing, I threw my head back as I ground my pussy onto the head.  I was ignoring Alice now, all that mattered was I came first.

My breathing was short and fast, I was moving as best I could.  I heard a voice in my ear, my Master was talking to me.

“Good girl Paige,” he said, “You’ve got this.  Tonight I’m going to put your vibrating butt plug in your ass and switch it on, then push you down on the bed, tie you real tight and fuck your little pussy, I’ll fuck you so hard with my fat cock, pound you until you cum.”  That did it, the sound of his voice and the imagery, the thought of being fucked in two holes at the same time.  I closed my eyes and legs and came hard, screaming in pain and pleasure.

He pulled the wand away, he knows I can’t bear it after I’ve cum, way too sensitive.  I rode the orgasm, the pleasure in my body and the pain in my tits until I straightened up and opened my eyes to look at Alice, her face was red and she was panting.  I looked down, the wand was nowhere near her.  Then I screamed again, she’d bitten down, and I knew she’d done it on purpose.  One last shock for the winner.

“Cut that out,” said Tom harshly, slapping Alice across the face.  He’d seen her do it as well.  He undid the gag strap and pulled it from her mouth.  She closed her mouth, I was envious of the relief she must have in her jaw, even if it meant my breasts were safe.  But it didn’t last for long.  Tom soon found a red ball gag, even larger than the electro gag.  He pushed it into her mouth and secured it, then stood up.  The men surveyed us.

“We’ll be back in an hour girls,” said my Master, “Don’t go anywhere.”  I looked at Alice, I’d try as hard as I could not to shock her, but we both knew she was in for a lot of pain.  The men walked away laughing. 

I hoped I’d win the next time we played like this.  I smiled at Alice, as best I could with that in my mouth.  I bit down and she screamed.  Well, I owed her that one.


One Bar Prison
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“Do you know what it is,” asked my Master, pointing to the object on the floor of the basement.  The object was stainless steel, maybe three feet tall – a metal spike.  I could work out what the base was, it was an adjustable spreader back with ankle cuffs for my feet.  Adjustable was a twist, he’d be able to force my legs further apart, or closer together if he was feeling soft.  Hopefully it would be further apart, he did like to watch me suffer. 

I shook my head, “No Sir, I have no idea what it is.”

“It’s called a one bar prison, like to try it?”

“Of course Sir, you know me.”  Always up for something new, that’s just one of my problems.

“Good girl,” he said and slapped my naked ass, the sound ringing round the basement.  Or as it said on the door, ‘Daddy’s Torture Chamber’.  Accurately named.

“Four he said.  I’d been conditioned to respond without thinking.  I had – I still have – a dozen positions memorized, it’s been several months since we separated and if someone in the office shouts a number near me sometimes I start to react subconsciously.  No, I don’t work in a place where people walk round shouting numbers, more if someone says ‘What time you leaving?’ and they shout back four, I start to react.  After three years it was conditioned into me.

Four is easy to hold and maintain.  Four is stand straight, legs together, arms folded behind my back, elbows in my hands.  Once in position I’d hold it until given explicit permission to move.  Four is easy, I like four.

He started with the rope, binding my arms behind my back.  Over and round the rope went, like all good Shibari rope workers it’s not just about function – restraint – but also about the art, making it look good.  The red rope to start with, it looks good against my pale skin.  It’s the attention to detail that makes it look good, even though only he and I were present.

He guided the rope up between my arm and side, then over my shoulder and down my back, repeating on the other side.  When he was done from behind I was tightly trussed, from the front the only signs were the ropes coming up over my shoulders and disappearing between my body and arms.  He stepped back to admire his work and I span round for him, catching sight of his work in the mirror, loving the red rope against my naked white flesh.

He picked up the matching red ball gag and showed it to me, I opened wide, ready to accept it.  Instead he kissed me passionately, groping my full, firm breasts as he did so, taking them into his strong hands and pulling me up by them onto tiptoes.  Despite the pain I didn’t resist, when I’m wearing his collar I do as he wishes.

When we broke off the kiss he held my head and stroked my hair.  “Why are we here Paige?” he asked.

“Sir,” I replied, “This morning when your fucked your sub she came without permission.  I . . . I’m sorry Sir, I should know better.  Please punish me, Sir.”  I could feel my face going red as I spoke, I was ashamed that I’d failed to control myself.  Early on we established that when I’m wearing the collar I submit to his will, and one of his conditions is he controls my release.  I re-iterated my statement, this time speaking more strongly.  “Please punish me, Sir.”

“Oh, I will, that’s why we’re down here.”  Normally I’d expect to be tied to the cross and whipped, or made to hold some painful position for a long time – or both, but I had no idea what a one bar prison was and I knew I was about to find out.  He lifted the gag to my mouth and I opened wide again, accepting it into my mouth.  He shook his head and just put it round my neck, ready for later.

He led me over to the contraption and took a rope from my arms and passed it up through the ring on the ceiling and tied it off, pulling it tight and semi forcing me onto tip toes.  I tried and I could put the balls of my feet on the floor, but at the expense of pain in my shoulders.  He moved away and I could hear him dragging the one bar prison across the solid concrete floor.  He maneuvered it in front of me and squatted down, leaving it between me and him.  I watched as he played with it and talked.

“This is the one bar prison,” he said, talking as he undid a clamp, lowering the extendable vertical steel bar downwards, “And I’m sure you’ve worked out what it’s for, and where it’s going?”  he looked up at me and I nodded, I’d worked it out now.  He pushed it towards me and I opened my legs slightly.  When it was between my legs he put one leg into the ankle restraint, then the other, pushing my legs apart to get them into the restraints.  My legs were about 18 inches, maybe two feet apart, but at least my heels were on the floor.

For now.

He walked away to the work bench and came back with a metal oval, a couple of inches wide and six inches long, it was concave, a bit like a soap dish with a hole in the middle.  He showed it to me and smiled, I didn’t know what he was going to do with it.  He saw my confusion.

“This will slide over the top of the dildo,” he said, “and sit just below your pussy.”  Still none the wiser.  “And this is where the predicament comes in Paige,” he continued, moving it out of my eye sight and putting it between my legs.  I heard the sound of metal on metal as he pushed it down and over the raised dildo attachment.  He fastened it in place and stepped back then walked over to the bench and came back with a tube of chili paste.  I looked at it, now understanding.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a black latex glove and slowly put it onto his hand. 

“Can’t be too careful with this stuff,” he said, “Bet it stings like crazy.”  He was talking to himself but making sure I could hear as well, so that I would feel fear.  Bastard.  Fear built inside me as he slowly unscrewed the cap and squeezed the tube, a long red line going onto his fingers.  He reached down and I braced myself, expecting him to rub the substance against my pussy.  I held my breath in anticipation of the pain I thought was coming.

He sensed my fear and laughed.  “Not yet sweet sub, not yet.”  I felt his hand on my thigh, I wasn’t sure what he was doing as he repeated the process several times.  When the tube was half empty he tossed it to one side.  I watched as he knelt down and listened as he unscrewed something on the prison.

The next thing I felt was the cold end of the metal shaft pushing against my skin.  Despite knowing that I was being punished I was wet, I couldn’t help myself and I gasped as he slowly pushed the metal dildo inside me, the cool metal penetrating my pussy.  It slid deeper and deeper inside me until it couldn’t go any further, then he lowered it down, pulling it back a couple of inches but still inside me.

“You might want to go onto tiptoes now,” he said.

“Yes Sir,” I replied, moving myself upwards, pushing myself onto my toes, lifting my heels up an inch or so.”

“Higher,” he commanded.

“Yes Sir,” I replied lifting myself upwards until my heels must have been two or three inches off the floor.

Satisfied he stood up and looked at me, we kissed and he started to talk again.

“The metal dish is loaded with chili paste and it’s about an inch below your cunt.”  He always calls my pussy a cunt when I’m being punished, he knows I, like 99.9% of women I suspect, hate that word, “So if you lower yourself down at all . . .”  He didn’t finish the sentence, he didn’t have to.  The threat was very real.  “One hour Paige, one hour.”  He laughed a cruel laugh and went to the couch and sat down, I watched as he slowly peeled off the black glove and threw it into the trash.

The basement is always cool, even in the height of summer but already sweat was forming on my skin.  The tension was already building in the backs of my calves, the pain already more real because I knew that I couldn’t lower myself down.  Normally in these situations you’ve got a way out, I could lower myself down and transfer the pain to somewhere else.  Not this time.

I concentrated on the wall in front of me, staring at it, trying to follow little cracks in it, anything to take my mind off the hot sauce below me.  I could feel the rivulets of sweat on my head, dripping down my body as I suffered there, not quite in silence.  I listened to the TV behind me, he was watching a game, I tried to focus on the commentary but it didn’t mean much to me, he’d turned the sound right down so he could listen to my struggles.

I tried to take my mind off the pain in my legs by diverting the pain elsewhere.  I didn’t have many options, so I formed my hands into fists and started to dig my nails into my palms.  It hurt instantly, but it took my mind away from the pain in my legs.  I pushed my long nails in harder, welcoming the sensation in my hands.

How long had I been suffering?  I had no idea.  I’d done time like this before but not with this as a consequence.  Maybe 30 minutes?  That was a guess.

Shit, my hands were damp, I lifted them up, I’d been digging my nails into my palms and I’d drawn blood.  The pain had helped, I’d not even noticed I’d done it.  I gasped in realization at what I’d done.

Fuck, I stopped concentrating for a second and lowered myself a little, not so much that I touched the hot sauce but enough to feel it.  I pushed myself up again, the pain redoubled in my calves.  I looked around, shaking my head, I needed something to help me.

“Sir, could you gag me please?” I asked.  I wanted to be able to bite down on something, to help with the pain.  He looked at me.

“Really?” he asked.  He knows I hate being gagged.

“Please Sir,” I sounded desperate, I knew it.  Fuck, I was desperate.  I started to plead with him.  “Gag me Sir, please, please I’m begging you Sir.”  I heard him stand up.

“A nice big one Paige?” he asked.

“Yes please Sir, anything, even the two inch gag but please . . please gag your slut.”  I could hear myself pleading, how long had I been suffering now?  I was desperate, I thought that the pain in my jaw might help control the pain in my calves.  I must have sounded pathetic.

“Seeing as you asked so nicely,” he said.  I couldn’t see him, but I knew he was smiling.  I listened as he stood up and walked to the wall, ignoring the small one round my neck.  The sadist in him paused as he touched item after item, I knew he was reveling in my suffering. 

“Please hurry Sir,” I heard myself saying, “Please.”  In that moment he owned me completely.  I would have done anything to be gagged.  That’s how far gone I was, a clearer person would have wanted to be released, I wanted to be gagged. 

“Ah ha!” he said and he started back to me.  I didn’t get to see the gag, he just threw it round my face, I opened and he forced it into my mouth, I looked and felt with my tongue as he pulled it into my mouth, the leather bit gag.  At least I could bite down on it, a metal one wasn’t what I needed.

He pulled it tight as I bit down, the relief I felt was short lived though, I needed more pain to take my mind off it.  It was as if he could read my mind, he dangled some nipple clamps on a chain in front of my eyes.  I nodded gratefully, that would help.

As he put them on, the chain dangling between my breasts the pain was instant on my sensitive nipples.  As he drew his hand away he said fuck, I could see my saliva on his hand and he wiped it in my hair, then walked away and back to the game.

I tried, I really tried, the pain in my nipples helped to take my mind off the tension in my legs but it didn’t last forever, and eventually the inevitable happened and I sank down onto the chili paste.  As soon as my smooth pussy touched the cold metal covered in sauce I screamed in pain, I’d never felt anything like it as the heat burned into my skin.  Despite the pain in my legs I pushed myself upwards, but it didn’t achieve anything, the paste was already smeared on my sensitive pussy.  I imagined it blistering.

“Shall I release you Paige?” he asked, fuck I’d not even heard him come over to me.  I shook my head, defiantly.  No fucking way would I give him the pleasure of seeing me fail at this.  No way.

“You’ve done well little one,” he said, stroking my hair, “Only five minutes to go.”  Shit, I was close to succeeding.  I’d just decided if I’d got 20 minutes left I’d have used my safe word, but five minutes?  I could put up with that.  He kept stroking my hair and soothing me, counting down the time.  I was resting on the post now, it was deep inside me, the sauce covering my pussy.  I was crying, tears flooding down my face .  Fuck, I was a mess.  I tried, I tried so hard to keep my eyes locked on his, to see him.  But it was hard with the tears.

“Four minutes.”  He stroked my hair and my ass, whispering all the time.  When it was finally up he moved quickly, starting with my gag, removing it from my mouth.

“Get this shit off me now,” I cried.  I must have been in agony, there’s no way I’d normally speak to him like this.  “Please,” I begged.  He nodded and bent down, removing the ankle cuffs.  He lifted one of my legs, pushing it back to the post, then repeated with the other.  I doubt I Could have moved them myself.

I could hear him adjusting the central bar, I felt it slip from my pussy and I fell forward, I was clawing at my body, trying to get the shit off me.  He grabbed my hands, “No Paige, you don’t want to do that.”  In that second it was all I wanted to do.  He restrained me, preventing me from touching myself then he picked me up and carried me to the couch, he lay me down and pinned my hands above my head.  Surely he wasn’t going to fuck me?  Of course not.

I begged, pleaded with him to get it off me, he was one step ahead.  He picked up a damp cloth and started to wipe my pussy, cleaning the hot sauce away.  The relief was instant – it still burned but most of the pain went.  Only then was I aware of how much I was crying, shaking, pleading to be released.  He wiped me again, but it wasn’t enough.

He picked me up (I’m only 125lbs) and carried me quickly up into the house and into the shower, he didn’t bother to undress, just got in with me and turned it on – the first five seconds of ice cold water on my body was just what I needed as it soothed the pain away.  As the water warmed up I stopped shivering and he held me under the water for what seemed like forever, just holding me and comforting me.

When I finally stopped crying and the pain had subsided he helped me up and turned off the water.

“I’m proud of you,” he said, “but I’ll never make you do that again.”

We kissed.  “Why not Sir?”  I asked when we broke off, “It was a good punishment.”

He kissed my forehead and I felt the bulge in his jeans.  “I mean it Sir, very effective.  I had the chance to escape and get away with it but I failed.  I could have used my safe word, but that would feel like cheating.”  I meant it.  As a predicament it had failed, but as a punishment it worked quite well.  Better than being caned that’s for sure.  I pushed my hand into his bulge harder.

“Is there anything more you’d like from me Sir?” I asked coyly.  He laughed.

“Well Paige . . .”  I laughed and dropped to my knees.  Time to serve.


Blackie

 [image: ]

You see so many guys, Doms, rather wanna-be-Doms, who never have and never will own a willing slave girl.  It’s easy for the submissive women, well, let me rephrase that, it’s easy for them to find a Dom.  Finding a sane one that shares their interests isn’t always easy.  But for every truly submissive woman there are ten, a hundred, fuck a thousand dominant men who’d love to own and control them.

Guys look at me all the time, look with envy.  I don’t own a woman, nah, not me.  I own two.  It’s like having a job/not having a job.  Getting that first job is hard.  I always remember what my Dad told me, if you’ve got a job, getting a new job is easy.  Employers think he must be good, he must know what he’s doing because someone else has employed him.  Don’t have a job, what’s wrong with him, I’m not hiring him.

Women are the same.  Got a girlfriend – it’s easy to get a replacement.  Not got one, they all look at you as if there’s something wrong with you.  Took me years to get my first sub.  I spent years going to clubs, talking to subs online only to watch them go off with someone else.  When I first met Blackie I took a different stance.

Normally when a new girl came online I’d talk to her, be polite, ask about her interests and generally treat it like a normal date.  When I first met her I sent her the usual greeting, not just a ‘Hi’ or ‘Want to talk’.  I’m not that bland, Jesus.  But it never got me anywhere.

When I came across Blackie’s profile I decided to take a different approach.  Take control from the first message, be interesting and dominating, make the message intriguing and worth answering.  I read her interests and kinks, looked at her photos and messaged her.

Just wanted to say how hot you looked.  But you could look so much better with a few changes.

Her kinks were listed as including race play, DD/lg, Modifications, piercings, S/M, confinement, bondage, submission, orgasm control/denial . . . the list went on and on.  I’d got my next response worked out, if she messaged me back.  Even as I sent it I knew it was more likely to get a response, it was complimentary, direct but with a question and a hint of dominance from me.  I checked back every few hours and just before I went to bed that night there was a reply from her.

Hi, she wrote, thanks for messaging me.  Just overwhelmed by the number of messages I’m getting.  How could I look better? She asked.  Truth be told, how could she looked better?  She was dark skinned, toned body, decent but not huge breasts, clean shaved pussy and a pretty smile.  She was 20, or so her profile said.  I smiled.  I’d got past the first hurdle.

First things first, I typed, You address me as Sir when you speak to me.  Forget and you’ll be punished.  Second, when I message you, you reply straight away.  I don’t care if there are 50 unread messages in your inbox, you look for mine and respond.  Was she online?  Could she see me typing? I carried on, I’d improve you by piercing your nipples and pussy, I’d put rings into your nipples and three in each of your labia, then a stud in your clit.  Get the artist to do it as slowly as possible so you suffer excruciating pain as the needles pierce your black skin.  The lead you out on a leash, as obvious property of a white man, back to my house as my slave.  Was that too much?  Fuck it, nothing lost if she never replied.  I hit send and waited.

A minute passed by before the screen started to move and I could see that she was replying to my message.  I lay in bed, stroking my erect cock, looking at her photos, dreaming of her young mouth on my rock hard cock, praying that she’d wasn’t telling me to go fuck myself.  After a couple of minutes I knew that she was either the world’s slowest typist or I was getting a decent response.  When the message finally appeared I smiled as I read it.

Sir, she’d typed, this dumb black slave apologizes to a superior male.  Please accept my apology and I will look for your messages as a priority from now on.   Please Sir, tell me more about how you’d mark me as your property?  Jackpot.  Well, assuming I wasn’t talking to a man.  Always a possibility that.  I needed proof.

Slave, as I’m not with you I can’t punish you, so I need you to punish yourself, I wrote, knowing she could see the cursor moving.  I continued, Get two clothespins and put them on your nipples, then write ‘Dumb Cunt’ on your chest and upload the photo.  Leave the pins on your nipples for five minutes, all the time apologizing for being female.  And don’t say I, people say I.  You’re an it, you’re property.  I hit send.  A few minutes later I got a reply.

Yes Sir, it wrote, It will obey you . . .

Holy fuck, I’d done it.  Got a girl I’d never met to call me Sir and obey me.  Even if it was online.  I lay there, stroking my cock, waiting for her to do as ordered.  I was still thinking it had all gone too easily, it could still be a man or a time waster.  I waited and waited, then after what seemed like an eternity I watched as the cursor started to move again.

It hopes it has pleased you Sir, the words read as a photo appeared.  She’d done exactly as ordered, she was naked, smiling (nervously) but there she was, clothespins on her rock hard nipples and in bright red lipstick she’d written ‘Dumb Cunt’ on her chest.  I smiled and typed with my left hand.

Good Cunt, I typed, then I deleted it.  She was craving praise, but I shouldn’t give it to her.  Not just yet.  Make the cunt earn it.  Next time obey me faster.  You will now delete all male friends and dominant females from your account.  You are only allowed to speak to submissive females.  Disobedience will result in pain for you.  Tomorrow we will video call, I’ll send my slave a Zoom link later.  For now I want you to masturbate, you are to edge, bring yourself to the brink of orgasming, hold it while you count to 20 then stop and pull the clothespins from your nipples.  You do not get to cum from now on without permission.

Yes Master, she replied, it will do as ordered.  Thank you Master.

I couldn’t help it, I blew her photo up to full screen size and wanked myself, staring at her beautiful face and great body, it didn’t take long before I came hard.  I owned an obedient woman.  And all it took was coming on strong.

******

The next day as soon as I woke up I checked my slut’s profile.  She’d done as ordered, more than half her friends had been removed and I checked every one.  Good girl, but she’d have to work hard to earn me calling her that.  I set up a Zoom meeting for later that night and sent her the link, along with her orders.

When you join the meeting you will be naked, you no longer have any rights apart from the ones I give you.  Make sure you have a ruler, clothespins, candles and a lighter to hand.  You are going to hurt yourself for my entertainment.

No sooner than I hit send I could see her typing a response.

Yes Master, it will do as it’s owner demands.

My cock was rock hard again, I couldn’t wait to fuck her.  But for now another wank before work would have to do . . .

******

That night I was online and waiting for her.  Eight pm came and went, she joined the meeting room three minutes late.  Under normal circumstances I’d let that go, but I really got the impression that wasn’t what she wanted.  She was testing me as much as I was testing her.  I looked at the screen, examining her young body.  She was naked, as I’d ordered.  She was sat in a chair, staring into the camera.  My camera was off, she was looking at a blank screen.  This was intentional, I wanted that air of mystery.

“You’re late,” I said.

“It is sorry Master, it couldn’t be helped. It . .”  I cut her off.

“If I say eight pm I mean eight pm slut,” I said, talking over the top of her.  She fell silent. “It does not mean eight pm, there or there abouts.”  I paused, letting her reflect on the statement.  “What should I do?”

Her answer came after a few seconds pause.  “You should punish your slave Master.”  Was she smiling?  Fuck, I think she was.

“Correct, and I will.  Or rather you’ll punish yourself.”

She was outright smiling, I was right, she’d been testing me.  Making sure I was the strict dominant that she wanted.  What a find.

“Put the clothespins back on your nipples, make it hurt.”  I watched in delight as she obeyed the voice coming from her screen without hesitation.  Her unknown master taking control of her life, giving her the submission and control she craved.  I started to wank again at the sharp intake of breath she took as the wooden ends bit into the sensitive flash of her long nipples.  When they were both in place I spoke again.

“Now pick up the ruler and hit each of my tits,” – see what I did there, take ownership of those delicious, firm, young tits, “and hit them as hard as you can.  After each blow apologize to me for your failure.  After five to each of my tits start hitting the clothespins until they come off.”

Fuck I almost came as she hit herself the first time, the sound of her body and her cry of pain reverberated round my house.  With each blow she became more ragged, her voice breaking up.  I couldn’t help it, when she hit the clothespin on her nipple for the first time I came, and came hard, cum shooting out of my cock, my balls tensing and contracting.  I gasped in delight, she kept hitting herself taking four blows to knock the first clothespin off and several more for the second.  There were tears in her eyes but she was very quiet.

“Did it please you Master?” she asked.  I smiled, oh God yes she pleased me.

“You did as you were ordered cunt,” I replied, she couldn’t see my smile but I bet she could hear the tone of my voice, “but yes, it pleased it’s owner very much.”

She broke into a wide smile.  “It is very happy that it has pleased it’s owner Master.” 

“A favorite of mine is predicaments,” I told my slave, “When we are together I’ll put it into many painful positions and the only escape will be to move to another, maybe more painful position.  Sound good?”

“It sounds good Master, it wants to please it’s owner at all times.”

“We’ll start as best we can,” I told her, “Adjust the camera and get on the floor.  I want it to kneel for me, legs open, pussy exposed to me.  Take the candle and light it, hold that in your right hand.”  I watched, entranced as she obeyed me.  My cock should have collapsed by now, but I was rock hard again.

“Now,” I continued, drip wax onto my tits and masturbate.  As long as the candle is dropping wax onto my tits you can masturbate.  It must ask for permission to cum though.”

“Thank you Master,” she replied and held the candle over her tits.  I watched and started to wank again as she took a deep breath and tipped the candle to the horizontal, the hot wax falling down onto her already tender tits and landing.  She gasped in pain, when the second drip landed she started to masturbate, her hand clearly visible to me between her legs, rubbing her pussy.

Several times I ordered her to stop, to show me her wet hand and tell me what a slut she was, each time she did exactly as ordered, degrading herself.  It wasn’t long before she was begging me, pleading to be allowed to cum.  Twice I denied her, making her apologize for being a cunt.  The third time I allowed her to cum, she double up, her chin hit the candle, extinguishing it as she came.  I came with her, yelling in delight as I watched a pool forming between her legs.  Fuck, she was a squirter..

When she got back into position I made her peel the wax of her tits, using the ruler to hit herself a few times, but after I’d cum twice in 30 minutes there was no way I’d cum again.  We talked afterwards, she told me where she lived, only about three hours’ drive – result!  When the call ended I allowed her to shower and forbade her from touching herself without explicit permission from me.

******

The next day I messaged her just before 11.  Stop what you’re doing and go to the restroom.  Go into a cubicle and strip naked.  Sit on the toilet, legs open and send me a photo.  Then masturbate for five minutes – no cumming.  When your time is up wipe your hands on your legs and dress – no washing of your hands and return to work.  If anyone comments on the smell tell them exactly why you smell of sex.  Send me another photo from your desk Slave.

I waited and in less than five minutes she obeyed me, this invisible voice that was taking over her life.  I knew she’d do as ordered, it might sound odd but control was what she craved.  10 minutes after the first a second photo appeared.  That night we video called again, my screen was blank again.  We continued like that for two weeks before making an arrangement to meet.

******

I was nervous, of course I was.  Fuck knows how she was feeling.  We were going to meet somewhere public, have a coffee, if that went well go for something to eat – staying in public spaces the whole time of course, then a couple of drinks before we’d go back to my hotel room.  If everything went well.

It’s the weirdest sensation I think, going on a blind date where you know if it goes well you’re going to be inflicting pain on a willing submissive.  And what was she thinking, going to meet a man she’d never even seen, knowing what he was going to do to her?

We’d set out a plan, she had to find me.  I was sat in the food court of the mall, it was an early summer day so nice enough to be outside.  The place was packed and she had her orders.  If she’d followed them she’d have a vibrating Bluetooth enabled butt plug in.  And then we’d play a game.  When I saw her and she was walking towards me I’d activate it, and she’d have to work out who her Master was.  I spied her early on, it wasn’t that hard, she was wearing a white dress (no bra as ordered) and looking around nervously, her erect nipples standing proud.

I had to fight down the urge to stare at her, that would have given the game away.  Instead I ignored her, looking away, stealing a glance when I could or watching her in one of the mirrors or TV screens.  When she walked towards me I’d activate the app, three times I was rewarded by seeing her  pause (I was careful to keep my phone hidden) and the vibrations shook her.  She was getting closer and closer, but I wanted her to fuck up.

She was three tables away when she made her choice.  There was a single white man, about my age at a table playing with his phone.  She looked around, took a breath and walked towards him, ass vibrating I guessed.  I tried hard, very hard not to watch, but she was sideways on to me and staring at him.  When she was three feet away from him he finally looked up at this dark skinned goddess.

She took the last three strides and obeyed my orders.  I still get a thrill thinking about how I made her humiliate and degrade herself for my (and her pleasure).  She pulled out a chair, looked round and knelt down in front of the complete stranger.  I’d told her she wasn’t allowed to whisper, her voice had to be clear and loud.

“Master,” she said, looking up at this man, “Your slave awaits you.”

He looked around, then swallowed, “Pardon young lady?”  Instantly she knew she’d picked the wrong man.  She knew what I was going to say when I first spoke.  Code words and all that. 

“I’m sorry Sir,” she said, “I’ve made a mistake.”  She bent forward and kissed one of his shoes, then stood up and resumed her search.  My cock was rock hard, I wanted to wank there and then but I had to resist.  It must have been obvious to her now who I was, she looked at me and smiled.  She’d worked it out.

She walked over to me and repeated her submissive gesture, the man at the other table watching.  She repeated her opening line, I swear I could hear the plug in her ass vibrating away.

“And your Master awaits you slave,” I replied, repeating the words she expected to hear.  She smiled and laughed, as did I.  For me the control, the power I had over her was like a drug, for her the exact opposite, the humiliation, the control, the submission were what she craved and needed.  “Lick my shoes slut,” I ordered.

“My pleasure Master,” she replied and bent down, licking my shoes.  I looked up at the other man, his eyes were out on stalks.  I winked at him.  I allowed my slave to lick my shoes for a few seconds, before telling her to stop and sit next to me.  I turned off the plug, to her disappointment.  Well, I didn’t want to get thrown out or arrested, did I?

We talked over coffee for an hour or so, before she agreed to go for dinner with me.  Nothing special, we both liked Italian food and there was a local restaurant within the mall.  After we’d eaten the drinks came naturally and we were back at my hotel.  I gave her one last chance to leave as I explained what was going to happen and how I was going to hurt her.  Her only response, “Why would I want to leave you Master?”

******

In my room I ordered her to strip, which she did effortless by unzipping her dress and allowing it to fall to the floor.  I examined her gorgeous body, her firm breasts.  When I put my hand between her legs and felt her pussy it was soaking.  I pushed two fingers inside her, feeling her cunt and the plug in her ass.  She gasped as I did this, finger fucking her as she held me for support.  But I wasn’t going to allow her to cum.  Not yet at least.

When I pulled my hand out she was instinctive, like a trained animal (and her training had only just begun).  She dropped to her knees, legs apart and sucked my wet fingers, keeping her eyes fixed on mine as she did it, all the while rubbing my cock through my trousers.  If I’d let her carry on I’d have cum there and then.

I pushed her back, hard, knocking her to the floor.  I didn’t speak, she didn’t object.  She opened her legs and showed me her pussy, then pulled it apart to expose her soft inner pink lips.  I love how that looks on a black girl.  I was ready to start her training.

“Take my belt off and hand it to me, then get on the bed, across it on your back,” I ordered her.

“Yes Master,” she replied, getting back on her knees.  She undid my belt and pulled it slowly through the trouser loops and handed it to me.  When I took it off her she crawled away, moving her ass more than necessary, working it, making me watch and desire her.  I’d be fucking her in that ass soon enough.

She climbed onto the bed and lay there on her back, head hanging off looking at me.  She opened her legs wide, touching the edge of the bed frame with her ankles, inviting me to tie her and restrain her.  She opened her arms and held the edge in the same way.  I opened a draw and pulled out soft red ropes, letting her see them as I laid them on her body.  I took out a wand harness as well, sliding it up her legs and strapping it to her waist, then, tying her legs and arms to the bed.  I laid my belt on her tits, she knew the next time it touched her skin it would be causing her pain.

The final step was the ball gag – we were in a hotel after all, I didn’t want the staff knocking the door down as she screamed out loud.  I knelt down and kissed her, before talking to her.

“What am I going to do with you?” I asked.  We’d discussed it before of course.

“Master, you’re going to whip my tits and cunt with your belt.  For every blow your slave takes you’ll switch the wand on for 10 seconds.  When it thinks it has enough time to cum it will let you know, the beating will stop and you switch me on.  You’ll repeat until your slave cums twice.”  She was smiling as she spoke, I’ll never understand the masochist mindset.  But then Blackie says she can’t understand the sadist mindset.  Opposite sides of the same coin I guess.  That’s why we fit together so well.

She opened her mouth wide, inviting me to insert the two inches of rubber into her mouth.  I’d wanted to use a smaller one, but she’d told me she wanted the large one.  So I pushed it in, forcing her jaws open and secured the strap behind the back of her head.  I picked the belt off her body and ran it along, allowing the leather to caress her, building the tension and hopefully her excitement.  I kept my eyes fixed on hers and she on mine, I allowed the belt to come into her vision before bringing it down sharply between her legs, directly onto her soft, exposed pussy.

She cried out, the gag muffling most of the sound and I’d not hit her anything like as hard as I could – this was our first time together and I didn’t want her screaming rape at me after all.  But it still counted as one.   I watched her pulling at the ropes, trying to close her legs, to lift them, but the restraints held.  I tie a mean knot.  Her arms doing the same, I loved watching as the rope bit into her wrist, it would leave marks in the morning.

Five more times I hit her cunt, the sound of the belt reverberating round the room, each time harder than the last, each time she made less and less sound even as her eyes watered.  She truly was a pain slut.  After the sixth blow I held the belt to her nose and she inhaled the smell of the leather mixed with the scent of her own wetness.

“D’you want six more?” I asked her, “Or is a minute enough to get you off?”  Best ask again for confirmation.  “six more?”  she shook her head.  I put the belt down on her heaving chest and picked up the wand.  I locked it in place in the harness and picked up my phone.  I set the countdown timer to one minute and got on my knees, face level with hers so I could see her and the phone.

“Three . . . two . . . one,” I counted down, then switched on the wand and started the timer.  Instantly she started to groan and grind, she was pushing against it as best she could, the sound of the wand buzzing in the room was intoxicating for us both.  The gag started to move in her mouth as she opened and closed it, I loved watching it fall deeper inside her mouth before being pushed back out.

Fuck it, I thought, I spat on my hand and started to wank myself, even if I couldn’t allow myself to cum before she did.  Then the phone beeped, five seconds to time up.  Would she make it?  No, she yelled out when I switched the wand off, I think she might have called me a bastard, hard to tell through the gag.

“Ready to go again?” I asked, standing.  I hit the side of her face with my erect cock, allowing the pre-cum to touch her nose.  The smell had her lifting her head, trying to get more of it in her nose.

She nodded and it sounded like she asked for six more.  I smiled, my cock was rock hard.  I stripped off quickly, allowing her to see my shaft, soon it would be buried in her mouth, taking the place of the gag.  I held it over her face, she lifted her head to smell my cock.  She didn’t see the belt this time as I brought it down on her tits, the noise was incredible.  Fuck, if I’d touched myself there and then I’d have cum in an instant.  She cried out, more in shock than pain she admitted.  Again I waited before delivering five more and asking if she needed more.

In the end she took 18 blows, six more to her cunt and three on each of her thighs before she’d had enough.  She’d earned three minutes of the wand.  Would it be enough this time?  I put the wand into the harness and turned it on, pulled out the gag and pushed my cock into her mouth.  I held her head in my hands and fucked her throat, one eye on the clock.

What a girl, she came in under two minutes, as she got close I pushed hard, forcing my cock into her throat and denying her air just before she came.  I timed it perfectly, I came as she did, screaming out as I pumped cum down her throat.  Even as she struggled while her body convulsed in orgasm I held her in place, keeping her impaled and oxygen starved until I thought she’d pass out before pulling out.  Instantly she breathed, sucking in the air that she needed and I switched the wand off.  I bent down and we kissed, my hands on her tits, squeezing and crushing them.

“Ready for round two?” I asked

“Ready and I can’t wait Master,” she replied, panting and beaming at me.  I think that was the point we both knew we were right for each other.  This time she told me it would take much, much longer for her to cum.

“So you’ll have to hit me a lot more . . . .” my slave-to-be told me. 

******

The following day we ate breakfast and went for a walk by the river, the rope marks clearly visible on her wrists and ankles, I told her about my life and what I would expect from my slave.  She listened and we walked and talked.  We watched a movie that afternoon before I drove back home, leaving her with a choice, continue her life, safe but unfulfilled or move east for a hard life of servitude, pain and fulfilled.  And I let her know she wasn’t to answer me for a week.

And that’s the ultimate predicament for any submissive/slave isn’t it?  I’m happy to say she came to join me.  Then within six months I added blondie to my hareem, enslaving and collaring her.  You can have so much more fun with two girls.  Oh, the predicaments you can have . . .  


Afterword

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