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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.


Twisting by the Pool
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One of the problems of owning a true pain slut, a girl who loves denial and control is how to punish her?  If hurting her is just feeding her masochistic tendencies, how do you punish her when she’s fucked up?

Isolation is one option.  In the past I’ve punished her by locking her in a tiny cage, unable to move and left her there for several days, all she’s had was water to drink.  When I finally come into the basement to free her she’ incredibly attentive, even if she can barely move.  Aftercare is important here. Holding her and bringing her back to life.  But it’s not something that you can rely on, nor do that frequently.  Could cause long term damage.  Plus I miss her when she’s locked away.

Pain is the challenge.  It’s not that every painful situation turns her on.  Get real – she’ll cry out in pain if she burns herself cooking, like when the oil spits in the pan and burns her tender flesh.  No, she doesn’t scream in delight and start masturbating on the spot, it hurts just like it hurts anyone else and not in a pleasurable way.

It does, however, present problems and issues of it’s own.  Brats are always fun, they like to push the boundaries, to test the limits of my patience knowing that eventually they’ll overstep the line and have to face the consequences.  A hard spanking or caning brings them back into line for a few days, but sooner or later they’ll start to push the boundaries again.  Always fun!

Normal submissives do what they can to avoid punishment, they don’t like pain but more than that it’s the sense that they’ve failed that drives them to behave, that inbuilt desire to please and pleasure.  When a punishment has to be handed out it’s the sense of failure that they feel that drives them to behave better in future.  The pain is largely secondary.

But a pain slut?  How do you punish a girl that truly gets off on pain?  We’ve tried it of course.  We keep a diary of her failures during the week, then on a Friday we have a ritual.  When I come in from work she’ll be kneeling, naked of course, with her collar on her open hands.  She’s always home before me and the car has a tracker, so she knows roughly when I’ll be in – fuck, I don’t make her kneel for hours – well, not that often anyway.

So I’ll come in and she’ll be there, naked, perfect makeup, perfect hair, her body on display, offering herself and the collar to me.  Her arms will be outstretched, upper arms level with the floor, forearms bent at 90 degrees, wrists bent back at 90 degrees, palms face up – the table position if you’re into labelling things.  I’ll inspect her of course and award marks out of ten, all the time her head will be slightly down, avoiding eye contact.  Anything less than a 10 will result in an additional punishment.  I really have to struggle to find any fault with her, she loves pleasing me, it’s what she lives for.  

After the inspection I’ll take the collar from her hands and she’ll move her hands, lifting her gorgeous dark hair out of the way and I’ll affix the collar to her neck.  We use a simple stainless steel one, it’s not tight to her neck and for normal people would come across as a necklace.  It opens wide, goes over her neck and a hex key that I keep on my keys locks it in place.  Some days she’ll wear it to work, but mostly it gets removed in the mornings before work.  Best to avoid some questions.  Lockdown was great – she wore it for 6 months without a break.  When a work call was needed a high necked sweater or a scarf would cover it over.  And I’d literally chain her to her desk.  Fun times!

Back to Fridays.  Friday is punishment day, as I said we keep a diary by the front door and we both write in it when she’s fucked up.  It’s not major stuff, but we’ll keep track of things like when she’s failed to address me as Sir, I prefer Sir to Master, and it’s about what I want or when she had a negative thought about me, such as calling me a bastard in her mind for denying her an orgasm.  You get the idea.  Occasionally she’ll really fuck up and then it’s more like the ‘normal’ D/s and a punishment is handed out on the spot, but this is more for minor transgressions.

When we first started this routine after I’d collared her for the weekend I’d pick up the diary and hand it to her.  She’d start from the previous Friday (punishment weeks run Friday to Thursday) and read her failures out one by one.  We’d both keep count as she’d read the list out and at the end have a running total.  If we came to different amounts we’d repeat – I’m not so fucking evil that I assume I’m right ffs, that’s one of the differences between dominance and abuse.  I can and do make mistakes.

When we’d gone through the list and come to a total we’d convert it into strikes from an implement.  Sometimes my belt, or my hand, or a flogger or whip, she always gets to choose.  And she gets to choose where on her body the blows will land.  It’s part of her humiliation I guess, making her chose where she’s going to be punished and what with.  Goes with reading out the punishment list and recording them in the first place.  Goes with being a slave.

We discovered the problem with physical pain very early on in our M/s relationship very early on.  At first neither of us realized just how much pain turned her on.  And indeed, inflicting it on her turned me on.  See, we’re well suited.  We’d started the routine about 3 weeks ago, the first time she reacted as any normal person would, she’d attempt to pull away (I was caning her palms, so not that surprising).  Took quite a while to deliver all 17 strikes to her hands, the marks were visible for a couple of days, they were still visible on Monday morning, if you looked hard.

The week after she elected to be spanked on the ass with my belt.  This is an all together more erotic experience, for me and her.  I was watching her as she read out the list of failures for the week, then she requested to be put over my knee and asked me to use my belt.  Initially I was surprised, after the previous week’s caning I’d expected her to pick my hand – an altogether softer experience..  I smiled, she was still looking down and avoiding eye contact but I could see her smiling as well.  Fuck, she was looking forward to it.  I put her on a leash and walked her on all fours to the couch, I sat on it, upright and told her to remove my belt.

Without looking at me she used her hands, feeling my legs and brushing my growing cock as she touched the buckle and pulled the 2 inch thick belt through the loops and undid the buckle, pulling the soft leather out of the buckle.  The only sound either of us could hear was the belt moving and our breathing, both of us slow and deep.  When she’d pulled it out of the first loop on my slacks I ordered her to stop.  She looked up and met my eyes, then down again.  I patted her head.

“That’s a piss poor start to next week,” I said.  She’d looked at me without permission.

“I’m sorry Sir,” she whispered back, “I’ll add it to the book for next week.”  She was excited at the thought of earning more demerits before even being punished for the week before.  I patted her head again.

“Fold your hands behind you back.”

“Yes Sir,” she replied, the tone of her voice questioning the order, but still moving her hands quickly and taking her elbows into her hands.  Fuck, she was flexible.

“Now take my belt off and give it to me.  Don’t use your hands.”  I almost came as I said that.  She didn’t move for a few seconds, processing what I’d just said.  I knew she’d work it out, it would just take a while.  When she got there she was almost breathless as she lifted herself up and kissed her way up my legs, kissing – almost sucking – my cock bulge.  I could feel her warm, moist breath against my skin through my shirt.  She worked her way round my waist, opening her mouth wide and taking the belt into her mouth and pulling it, then releasing, working her way back and repeating until it came out of the loop. 

Once it was out of one loop she’d move, climbing up onto the couch next to me, moving slowly, falling more than once – nothing serious, just face down into the couch.  Took her about 15 minutes to work the belt off me.  When she was done she got off the couch, back kneeling on the floor with the belt in her mouth.  I made her wait another 10 minutes before I took it off her and allowed her to close her mouth.  I swished it a few times in the air, not allowing it to hit anything, just letting the sound of it cut the air.

I slouched back into the couch, bum on the edge, legs together and gestured her to sit on my knee, ass to my right, stomach on my legs, tits hanging down past my left leg.  Instinctively she folded her arms behind her back, but I wanted something more intense.  Instead I ordered her to put her arms under my legs and hold her knees, wrapping herself over my body, connecting us almost as one.  I made her wait for a few minutes, letting the tension build in us both, listening and feeling her breath, her body rising and falling as I rubbed her soon to be red ass.

I stuck my hand between her legs and touched her pussy, I couldn’t help it and I explained out loud at how wet she was.  I don’t think I’d ever felt a wetter girl.  My fingers just slid along her smooth pussy lips.  She was moaning and pushing back against my hand.

I took my hand off and put it to her face, I loved the way she inhaled the smell of her own juices and then reached for my fingers with her tongue.  She was loving the attention, the humiliation, the threat of the punishment to come.  I picked the belt up, folder in in two and laid it to rest on her ass.  I put my left hand onto her face and left it there.

“Ready?”  I asked.

“Ready Sir,” she replied, “And please can I make a request Sir?”

“Of course.”

“Please don’t be gentle with me Sir, hit me as hard as you can please.”

“If you insist,” I replied.

I lifted the belt and paused a few seconds, building the tension before I brought it down as hard as I could onto her skin.  Instantly she screamed in pain as the leather bit into her, her head twisted as she yelled out loud.  Thank fuck for thick walls and deaf neighbors.  I panicked, shit had I over done it?  Her whole body was writhing in pain and I was about to speak, to apologize and ask for forgiveness, but she beat me to it.

“One thank you Sir,” she said as she calmed down, “Please may I have another?”

We didn’t finish straight away, I wouldn’t wait any longer after 6, she was in floods of tears but not screaming any more, she was loving it.  I pulled her off my knees and pushed her onto the couch, knees on the floor.  I pulled at my zipper and undid my pants, pushing them down.  I grabbed her hair and pulled it hard, forcing her head up as I lined up my cock and slid inside her hot wet cunt, fucking her as hard as I could.  Within seconds she was cumming, grunting and yelling in delight.  I yelled with her, cumming only a second later as we came together, my balls slamming against her tender flesh as they contracted as I filled my pain slut with cum.

When I stopped cumming I let go of her hair, allowing her face to fall into the couch.  Neither of us spoke for a while, she was still impaled on my rock hard cock.  I stroked her hair and red ass.  I was going to pull out of her, have her clean my cock when I had another idea.

“You still need another 8 stokes from my belt,” I said, “Want to have them like this?”

“Fuck yes please Sir,” she said, “Yes please . . .”

******

I’d thought long and hard about how to punish her this week.  There were a total of 22 demerits in the book, she read them all out to me one after the other.  It was a baking hot July day, was just under 90 degree outside, at least in the house the a/c made it pleasant.  But outside . . . .

Once again I leashed her and made her crawl, this time forcing her into the back yard.  The sun loungers and hammocks were by the pool and I made her kneel as I removed one the hammocks from the frame.  She was watching, I caught her looking over several times.  That would be going in the book for later.  When it was removed I got her to fetch a bag from the shed and got her to lie face down along side the hammock, arms and legs outstretched, she still none the wiser.  She loves being surprised.

First things first, after she’d taken her punishment she’d need to be rewarded.  I took out the lube and liberally covered the Bluetooth butt plug and slid it into her ass.  She resisted for a second before relaxing and allowing it in.  She allowed it in in silence, but I swear I could hear her.  Next was the wand in it’s harness, holding it in place.  But like the plug it was off.  She recognized this of course, it’s her best friend (after me I hope).

Next I pulled out a bright red rope.  I loved it, it matched her nails and lips.  I carefully folded it in two and passed it in a loop over her wrists then wrapped it round her wrists several times before tying it off, leaving several feet on the ground.  It’s important to wrap the ropes several times as it spreads the load and hurts less.  I want her to suffer, just not her wrists to suffer.

I did the same with her legs, wrapping the ropes round multiple times.  It may sound obvious but so many novices just tie a simple knot and then wonder why the sub can’t be suspended for a long period of time – the rope just digs into the skin.  It’s simple physics – like why you can put a pound bag of sugar on your hand and it won’t hurt.  Put a pound bag of sugar on a high heeled shoe and then put the heel on your palm on the other hand . . . . 

I still wanted this to be a surprise.  Next step was to gag her and blindfold her.  One she couldn’t see (or complain) I was ready for the real part.  I went inside the house and came out with a small foot stool – I rarely use it, I’ve got a slave for when I want to put my feet up – but it would serve a purpose here.  I put it along side my sub and lifted her up, well, she only weighs 120lbs put up her over it on her stomach, then pushed it closer to the frame of the hammock.  I wonder what she thought of the scraping sounds on the tiled pool surround?

When the stool was as close as I could get it I took the rope at her wrists and put the ends through the hammock restraints and tied them tight, pulling her arms taught.  By now she must have had an idea as to what was going on.  Next I took the ankle rope and repeated it – initially I’d planned to lie her on the ground and lift, I was glad I didn’t.  Even with her body lifted on the stool it wasn’t easy to tie the rope off and I was worried that when I pulled the stool out she’d scrap on the floor.  

I lifted her as best I could and kicked the stool backwards, then gently lowered her down.  I’d done alright, she was face down and her back bent the wrong way, but she was a good 18 inches above the ground.  I smiled, I knew that the pain would soon start to build in the small of her back.  There was only one way out for her, and that would be to twist, flipping herself over so her tits were facing up and ass down.  I didn’t want that to be too easy either.  I needed to make that hard for her.

I whispered in her ear, telling her how I wanted her to suffer for me – not outright pain, just suffering.  She’d only been up a minute but already she’d dribbled over the ball gag down onto the tiles, the saliva forming a little puddle.  I took the last couple of items out of the bag, small weights, only a quarter pound on strings and tied them to her nipple rings, leaving the weights on the floor.  Did she know what I was doing?  I doubt it.

“19 demerits last week, that means 19 punishments,” I told her, “After you spend 19 minutes hanging feel free to twist.  If you’ve managed 19 minutes I’ll turn the toys on.  Once you’ve cum I’ll switch them off and you can turn back over.  I’ll let you down when you’ve cum and not before.”

“Oh, one more thing,” I added as I kissed her ear, “flip before 19 minutes are up and I won’t switch them on.  Clock resets and we start again.  And no, I won’t tell you when 19 minutes are up, but I will tell you how many minutes you did when you flip.  Do you understand?”  She nodded and made a strange gaggling noise I took as a yes.  I slapped her ass hard as I stood up.  19 minutes isn’t very long when you think about, but when you’re hanging by your wrists and ankles face down I’m pretty sure it’s an eternity.

I went and sat in a chair, only 5 feet away from her and put my feet up on the stool.  It’s not as good as the small of her back, but what choice did I have.  I started a stopwatch and picked up my book and started to read.  I put it down after a couple of minutes, I couldn’t concentrate, the noises she was making were too off putting as grunted and moaned, I fucking loved them.  I was rock hard.  The back yard isn’t overlooked so I stripped off as well and started to wank myself, watching her suffer.  I didn’t want to cum, not yet anyway.  I wanted to cum in her mouth later. 

I watched as she moved, trying in vain to alleviate the pressure in her back.  She’d stretch out, lifting herself, trying to straighten out the unnatural curve in her spine.  She was grunting the whole time, clearly in pain.  All she had to do was use her safe word and I’d be there in seconds to let her down, but I doubt the idea even crossed her mind.

The inevitable happened and she started to twist.  I watched her, she was rotating her ankles and wrists, trying to spin over.  I checked the clock and smiled, bad girl.  As soon as she managed she screamed in pain as the small weights on her nipples lifted from the ground and hung from her sensitive buds, they were pulled to one side by the weights and strings on her nipples.  I stopped the clock and walked over.  

I kissed her as I bent down.  “Pathetic,” I said, “not even 8 minutes.  Not even close.”  I don’t think she cared at that moment in time, her back was no longer being bent the wrong way, with her ass hanging down the relief must have been immense.  “Spin back when you want and I’ll restart the clock.”  I kissed her again and went back to my seat, watching her.  When she twisted back over – carefully going the opposite way so the weights in her nipples touched the ground again I restarted the clock, picked up my beer and took a long, refreshing drink, then lay back to watch her suffer.

For almost 15 minutes this time she stretched and strained, trying to find any form of relief.  By tensing her stomach muscles she managed to lift herself a little, gaining some relief in her spine, but she couldn’t hold it for long.  She was slobbering like a horse, drool connecting her face to the stone tiles below her.  She was almost silent by the end, even making sounds was no relief.  She couldn’t take it any more and twisted again, lifting the weights which made her cry out.  14 minutes and 53 seconds.  Fuck, that was close enough.

I didn’t move this time, just picked up my phone and activated the wand and but plug.  She started to groan – pain turns her on and soon she was bucking and crying out, as she moved the frame of the hammock opened and closed as she pulled against it.  Teach me to buy a cheap one.

As soon as she’d orgasmed I switched the wand off, l left the but plug pumping away inside her as I went over and lowered her down.  I was gentle, I untied her legs and lowered her to the ground, then hugged her.  She was still shaking as I lifted her to the chair and I held her, ignoring my own need to cum.  Aftercare was what she needed there and then – it was much more important than my own need to cum.

We hugged for about 20 minutes, me gently massaging her back where it had been bent at an unnatural angle for far too long.  When she’d calmed down we kissed and we spoke about the punishment.  We both agreed that it was very effective.  This is one of the differences between domination and abuse, the aftercare, the hugging, the discussion.

“But now Sir,” she said, putting her hand onto my cock, rubbing it and starting to wank me.  “What about you?”  I didn’t reply, there was nothing to say.  She just slipped off my knee and between my legs, kneeling on the hot tiles and taking my cock into her mouth.  Normally she takes it slow, letting me enjoy the sensations before finally getting me off.  I knew my cock was covered in pre-cum, I needed this and fast.

She took me all the way down, her nose touching my crotch, cock in her throat and she sucked hard, then started to move her head quickly up and down, all the time rubbing my sensitive balls.  Fuck, she even spat onto her other hand and then pushed an finger in my ass.  I’m not normally one for that, but I was so turned on and relaxed I allowed her access.

I took her pony tail into my hand to control her head, she stopped working herself and allowed me to control her, I even started to spank her tits with my other hand.  My balls started to tense, moving and we both knew I was close.  As I came I forced her head down, holding her and not allowed her to breath.  I cried out, pumping my cum straight down her throat.  

When I released my slave she only moved back a little, allowing herself to breath.  She flicked the end of my cock with her tongue and kissed it,  then looked up and me and smiled.

“Can I ask you something please Sir?”

“Anything.”  I was stroking her hair.

“How long was I up there Sir?  Truthfully"

“Er, just under 15 minutes.”

She thought for a moment, then kissed my shrinking cock again.

“Please Sir, promise that if we do this again and I fall short, promise me you won’t be lenient like this, make me suffer for the full punishment?”

I smiled and patted her head.  I could live with that.


Nadu

[image: ]

This is, I suspect, the most common stress position out there.  I love performing it, whether it’s as a punishment, or just for him to look at my body and revel in it, drinking in my breasts, my legs, my pussy.  Totally exposed, showing myself to him, ready and willing to serve, either waiting for his orders or just posing, holding the pose as a punishment.

I remember the first time I tried this, I was a student at the time, just 18 years old and away from home for the first time.  I’d been there for two weeks, the drunken first week pre-session, sleeping in late, drinking way too much, meeting hundreds of people and forming friendships.  When lectures started the drinking mostly stopped (well, apart from weekends) and I started to work. 

Most days I was diligent, I’d study hard during the day treating my course like a job.  Get up at 7:30, eat something, out of the house and onto to 7:55 bus into town, at the library before 8:30 and study, first lecture was at 10.  When I got back to the Hall it was usually after 6, but I’d done my full day’s work.  My roommates would get up later, go for long lunches and coffees and I don’t think that they knew where the library was for the first month.  So they’d study late into the night and I’d relax, watch Netflix or waste my life scrolling on Insta.

I left the common room just after 9, it was virtually dead anyway.  I returned to my room and took a shower.  When I came out I felt sexy, the hot water and steam can do that to me.  My long, dark hair was wet and I toweled it dry – I’d use the hair dryer later – then caught myself in the full length mirror.  I didn’t have a full length mirror at home, this was the first one I’d used – outside of clothes shops anyway.

I paused, looking at myself.  With my long wet hair hanging down over one shoulder it covered one of my teenage breasts, exposing the other.  The mirror was half covered in steam, partially obscuring my reflection.  I looked hard, I looked good.  I felt sexy.  At home I’d shared a room with my sister, so never really could be alone.  I was alone now, feeling sexy and I wanted to experiment.

I left the ensuite (another luxury), making sure to close the door behind me.  I’d only lived there for two weeks but already knew that the steam could set the overly sensitive fire alarms off.  I located my makeup bag and returned to the bathroom, still naked and put on some lipstick – bright red – and studied myself in the mirror.  I wanted to try this.

I put a towel on the floor – no point making it too hard the first time – and got onto my knees.  I checked my phone and set a 15 minute timer, then opened my legs wide and tried very hard to remain still.  I’d seen photos, images on the internet and tried to copy one, I had my ankles bent at 90 degrees with only toes on the towel, curled up on the floor.  My hands were on my thighs, palms face up.  My head was slightly down, I was imagining being under the control of a rich, powerful man, kneeling in Nadu, waiting his orders, which I would obey.

Shit, the name, Nadu.  Do you know where it comes from?  I learned this much later on, when I had a Dom and asked to read some of the John Normal Gor books.  This is the position that a slave girl, or Kajira must adopt according to her owner’s wishes.

For the first time in my life I slipped into subspace, wanting that control.  Time no longer had any meaning, it was like being drunk or high on dope.  In that instant all that existed in the universe was me and my (imaginary) Master.  Imagine an out of body experience, it was like I was watching myself from five feet away.  I don’t think I could have moved if I wanted to.

Eventually I became aware of a sound, as I became more aware I also became aware of the pain in my hips, ankles, toes. I was stiff and as I came down from my high the pain and stiffness got worse.  I silenced my phone – shit, it had been beeping for over 5 minutes before I’d noticed – and brought my legs together, then rolled onto my side and stretched out and onto my back, still on the towel and I touched myself.

Previously it had always taken me ages, ages to get wet.  Sure, I was just out of the shower but as I explored myself I gasped as I could easily push one, two and then three fingers inside my pussy as I masturbated.  As I did I imagined I was doing this to please my Master, my legs slightly open and pointing at the mirror so he could see me playing with myself.  I didn’t know about orgasm control/denial/asking for permission back then so I allowed myself to cum, and I came, hard.  Like I’d never cum that hard before, my entire body was shaking and I even cried a little on the floor.  When I stood up my legs were shaking a little, I held the sink and got back into the shower.  My pussy needed to be cleaned.

******

The first time I knelt for a man like this was a year or so later.  I knew I was submissive, but was he dominant?  We’d been dating for a few months and we were having sex.  He’d never asked to tie me up or showed any sign of dominance.  Pity, other than that we were pretty good together.

I was in his room one night, at the wrong time of the month.  We’d been kissing and it was getting heavy.  I knew what he wanted and I opened his pants to pull out his cock – not a huge one, but I still couldn’t get it all in my mouth.  Ah, before I really trained myself to deepthroat.  I told him to get off the bed and sit on the desk chair, facing into the room.  He opened his mouth to speak and I just put my finger on his lips, the implication obvious.  He looked at me, he’d been expecting to get blown there and then.

As he got off the bed I removed my clothes as quickly as I could, leaving my panties on of course.  This wasn’t a sexy strip tease, just a fast removal of clothes.  I watched him as I stripped off, he was watching me, eyes fixed on my breasts.  As soon as I was naked I moved to him and knelt down in front of him.  The feelings came back, I was kneeling in front of my Master.  Not that he knew it of course.

The easy thing, the sensible thing to do would have been to push my knees together and slide them under the chair.  But that’s not what I wanted.  Instead I opened them as wide as I could, effectively sliding the chair between my legs.  I looked up at him, I must have looked very submissive as I started to wank him, then I took his cock into my mouth and sucked, moving my head up and down, flicking his cock with my tongue.  I took his hands and placed them onto my breasts and then folded my hands behind my back.  I was in my happy place, kneeling in front of my man, sucking his cock like the good girl I was determined to be.

It didn’t take long for him to cum – he could never resist a blowjob and as his cock twitched I knew he was about to blow his load.  I took him as deep as I could as he started to spurt, his fingers digging into the flesh of my ample breasts.  When he stopped cumming I lifted my head, holding his gaze, then used my hands to push myself backwards without closing my legs.  I knelt like that, head down, waiting for his orders.  I was lost in the moment, not in subspace but lost being submissive.  I wanted, no, I needed him to order me.  I had a mouthful of his cum, I expected him in that moment to order me to swallow, but he didn’t take the hint.  Instead he stood up and patted my head and whispered good girl, telling my what a great blowjob that was, so I swallowed. I loved the experience of kneeling before a man, even if he didn’t know.

We broke up not long after, he just wasn’t dominant enough for me.

******

My first dom, first real dom who accepted me as a submissive loved using the nadu position.  It had a variety of uses.  He worked away, flying out on a Sunday night, catching the red eye to the East coast and back home on Thursdays.  When he came home I’d track his plane, watch it land and know that he was about an hour away, depending on traffic.  So I’d strip off and wait for him, kneeling naked in the entrance hall.  Once I assumed the position I wouldn’t move until I was given permission.  Although he was an hour away I’d usually assume it about 30 minutes after he landed.

He preferred my feet to be flat to the floor and my arms folded behind my back, with my elbows held in my hands.  If I’m being completely honest this was easier to hold – my preference was for the toes curled, but when was it about what I wanted?  When he came in I had to resist leaping up to hug him, after four nights alone I was always bored and lonely.  I didn’t have many friends in America, never mind the West Coast.

Once he was in he’d put his bag down, if he had one, remove and hang his coat then pick up my collar from the table beside the door.  I’d move my arms to lift my hair out of the way, then he’d symbolically put the collar on and lock it in place, safe and secure until it had to be removed, either as we were going out, having some of his vanilla friends over or it was Sunday and he was flying off again.  We both worked really long hours Monday to Thursday so we could pretty much take Fridays off.  Sometimes I had to be on a video call, I often wondered how many people wondered why I wore high neck sweaters on Fridays . . . .

He used to like using this as a punishment position as well.  It’s surprisingly easy to turn what is an act of submission and exposure into one of punishment.  As I said at the start, I found achieving subspace easy in that position.  But not when he turned it into a punishment . . . .

The simplest way is to have me face a wall or in a separate room without him, having been told that I’m being punished.  It’s not the same, when I knelt before him it was because I knew he was looking at me, it was an act of pleasure for me to display myself to him.  Being put into another room or ignored was an act of torture.

The next way to make it harder is change the surface your kneeling on.  A carpet is easier that a wooden floor, which in turn is easier than a stone floor, which is easier than kneeling outside on baking hot summer day at the side of the pool when the cement is 100 degrees.  All of these are easier than kneeling in the snow.  I hate the cold.

Or for a real punishment sometimes he’d get me to kneel on pencils.  Get four of them and place them on the floor in two pairs, each pair about 18 inches apart, each pencil in the pair an inch apart and then kneel on them, knees on the pencils.  That’s agony.  Sometimes for fun when Tom and Alice came over, or we went to theirs, the boys would set this up, then Alice and I would kneel to see who could last longest and the boys would gamble.  Even when you gave up neither of us could move until the other did.  But even this wasn’t the worst.

The worst was kneeling on rice.  He’d make two small piles and I’d have to kneel on them, my knees on the hard grains as they bit into my body.  Within seconds I was crying, begging, pleading to be allowed to move.  He, quite rightly, would ignore me.  I was, after all, being punished.  Think this isn’t hard? Search on YouTube for videos and watch the pain this causes.  It’s one hell of a stress/punishment position.  I would sometimes be in tears, pleading to be allowed to move, but he never relented until my allotted time was up.  I could have used my safe word, but I’m proud that I never did.

Do I miss kneeling before him?  Oh hell yes.  Do I miss the rice punishments?  If I’m being honest, maybe, just a little.  I liked proving what I could take to please and pleasure him.

After all, that’s what it’s all about.


The Brat

[image: ]

Penny was – is – gorgeous.  Long, natural, blonde hair, large firm breasts which I had pierced with rings shortly after taking ownership of her.  She was a brat, she loved to push boundaries.  A brat can be one of the most fun girls to truly own.  You have to put the time in to tame her, to bring her under control.  Over time her submissive nature will come to the fore, but bringing that out is the fun part.  And the brat is always there, lurking, teasing, bubbling under the surface.

Brats like to stretch the limits of what’s acceptable, to find where the line is and then try to get that line moved.  Penny loved needling me, pushing my buttons so I would punish and torment her.  This day she knew, knew I had to go to work.  Not into the office, I work from home four days a week, I had a seven am meeting that I had to attend.

The alarm went off a 6.45am, I silenced it and went into the bathroom, quick ‘comfort break’ splashed some water onto my face.  When I went back into the bedroom to throw on some clothes, she was lying on her side, the duvet half covering her body, one breast exposed, squeezing it gently in one hand, her left leg raised exposing her pussy which she rubbed slowly.  I won’t lie, I felt my cock twitch.

I watched as she took the finger from her pussy and lifted it to her mouth, she extended her tongue, licked her finger and started to push it slowly into her mouth.  She sucked it down, then pushed it back out.  In and out, in and out.  I stopped moving, Penny was looking at my cock, she could see the bulge.  I so wanted to fuck her.

“Please Daddy,” she said, taking the finger from her mouth and putting it back between her legs, “Please fuck me Daddy.  I’ll do what ever you want, fuck my ass while you choke me if you want Daddy.”  She knew how important this meeting was, I just didn’t have time.  As I walked past her she reached out and rubbed my cock.

“Use me Daddy,” she begged, “Please use me.  Do want you want with me.”  She was slowly fucking herself with her fingers, sliding them in and out of her wet hole.  She always wakes up wanting to be fucked.  Most days I’m happy to oblige, but I just didn’t have time today.

“I can’t baby girl,” I told her as I walked past and patted her head, “I have to be in work.”  I opened a draw and pulled out my belt.  When I turned back she was pouting.

“You don’t love me anymore,” she said and turned away from me.  Fucking brat.  I had the belt in my hand, so I just lashed her ass with it.  It was unexpected and she cried out in pain as the soft leather bit into her delicate skin.

“Cut that crap out,” I told her, “You know I love you.”  If you’re not in a real D/s relationship you wouldn’t understand how one person who loves another can physically discipline and willingly inflict pain on another.  It’s not abuse, it’s about defining lines and boundaries.  Penny was pushing one now.

She twisted back to me, “Ow Daddy,” she said.

“That was the point.”

“But Daddy, I just need to be fucked.  Any hole, you chose.”  That’s a joke, I always choose.  We both smiled, then a laugh.

“After my meeting baby girl,” I said, threading the belt through the loops, “Now get up and bring me a coffee.”  She pouted again, but my voice had been just hard enough that she knew I wasn’t joking any more.

“You’re mean to me Daddy,” she said, but she started to move to obey.  I shook my head.  Sometimes she was more trouble that she was worth.  Well, almost more trouble than she was worth.  Ah, I’m lying to you.  I love her being a brat.  Gives me the chance to punish her.  Now that’s something I do enjoy.  I’m pretty sure she does, and that’s why she provokes me. 

I skipped down the stairs and into my office.  The morning light was streaming in so I adjusted the blinds, wiggled the mouse and watched as the Mac came out of hibernation.  My office is about 18 feet long, desk two thirds of the way along, my chair behind it faces the door.  The screen came to life and I checked the clock.  6:58am, two minutes early.  I opened the calendar and waited for the meeting to begin and my coffee to arrive.

I clicked the link bang on seven, within a minute half the team were there, within another we were full and we began.  Five minutes later the door to the office opened and I looked up, Penny was bringing the coffee.  She’s a good girl really, wants to please and I knew it would be just as I like it, hot, but not so hot it would take the skin off the roof of my mouth.  But I’d not expected this.  She was just as I’d left her, naked apart from the thin pink choker on her neck.  I coughed.  Fuck, I wanted to yell at her, but I was on a call.  I think I did quite well to keep speaking, albeit with a short pause.

Penny walked over slowly and bent at the waist, she put the coffee onto the coaster, her young full breasts inches from my face – I even reached out and pushed the mac so that she was definitely out of camera shot, and then she turned to walk away, very slowly, placing one foot in front of the other, working her ass.  My mind drifted off the call as I stared at it.  I’d have to spank her later for that, and hard.  The problem was, she knew this and that’s why she was doing it.  When she made it to the door I picked up the coffee and sipped it.  I winced, it was really hot, it scalded my lips and mouth.  She was being really naughty today.

As I put the coffee down I shook my head and one of my colleagues commented, concerned.  I explained the drink was hotter than I expected and proceeded to open up a spreadsheet.  Just what you want at that time of the morning. 

I looked up, the door to my office was creaking quietly as it opened.  Oh Jesus fuck, the spreadsheet no longer held any interest for me, not that it ever really did.  Penny crawled in on her hands and knees, maximizing her hip movements, making her ass swing out.  I hit the mute button on the call, just in case.  Then I turned off my camera.  I wasn’t going to be needed for a while.  I just watched as she pushed the door closed with her foot, then rolled onto her back.

She propped herself up on her arms, then tilted her head back allowing her hair to fall over her shoulders to the floor.  She opened her legs wide, then spun round on her ass, presenting her pussy to me.  She’d written something on her body, I could see it now.  She’d written, “I do what my Daddy wants”.  She opened her hands and took out two clothespins, she kissed them in turn then put them onto her nipples, wincing in pain.  She knows I like seeing here in a little pain – nothing excessive, just a little discomfort.  I had forgotten my call completely . . .

She then opened her other hand to reveal a tiny vibrator, only an inch and a half long, she lifted it to her ruby red lips and turned it on, licking it and pushing it into her mouth, the lipstick staining the pale pink case.  I was rock hard and undid my belt and zipper, pulling out my cock.  She smiled, she could see it under the desk.  I started to wank myself.

Penny pulled the dildo from her mouth and turned it on, it was almost silent and she pushed it between her legs and onto her sensitive clit.  She gasped instantly as the vibrations worked on her, I was staring at her, watching her chest rise and fall, she was obviously wet and within seconds she was moaning, struggling to maintain eye contact with me.

“Chuck . . . Chuck . . . CHUCK,” someone on the call finally yelled.  Fuck, FUCK, the call.  I looked at Penny, then dragged my eyes away.

“Sorry,” I said, fuck, then I turned the mic back on, “Sorry, connection dropped for a second.”  I looked back at Penny, she looked a little sad, I was desperately trying to remember why I was on the call, “Thanks for dragging me back.”  I turned the camera back on and started to present.  At the end of each stuttering sentence I looked back at Penny, she was continuing to play with herself and I knew that she’d be cumming soon.  Please dear Lord let her cum quietly, just once.  Just this once.

I’d stopped wanking, that just wasn’t possible, but my voice was clearly strained as I spoke, hardly able to concentrate on the call.  More than one person remarked on it, luckily we live outside of town and don’t have the greatest internet connection speeds and I could explain it away.  Penny was writhing on the floor, she put a hand over her mouth as she started to buck, she dropped the dildo and pushed four fingers, then her fist inside her pussy as she came.  I could hear her, I just spoke loudly and quickly, hoping I was covering over her sounds.

I kept speaking as she pulled her fist from her cunt and she licked it, I could see it glistening in the morning sunlight.  She looked at me and winked, then got onto all fours.  Please be leaving, I thought.  No such luck.  She crawled seductively – is there anything more seductive than a submissive slut half your age crawling to you – and under the desk, where she promptly took my cock into her mouth.  And I thought it was hard to concentrate before.

She reached up and took my left hand into hers and placed it on her breast, fingers touching the clothespin and I started to play with it, knowing how I was hurting her.  She took it well, just kept sliding her mouth up and down my cock, sometimes shallow, sometimes deep, holding my cock in her throat, well past the gag point – it took three months to train her to do that.

I was very aware that I was not paying attention to the call, my voice faded in and out as I lost focus, I paused multiple times trying, trying hard to concentrate.  More than once I pushed Penny away.  But she always came back, pushing the limit.  I already knew that she would have to be punished.  But how?

Eventually my time to speak was up, somehow I’d muddled through, hopefully all my grunts and groans would be put down to bad call quality and it being not yet eight am.  As soon as I handed over to Sheana on the call I turned off my camera, muted the mic and turned my full attention to Penny.  I took her head into my hands and started to face fuck her, forcing my cock deep into her mouth and throat, barely giving her chance to breathe.  At that moment I didn’t give a shit about her.  She’d tortured me with her body and mouth for 30 minutes, this time was mine.

I pushed her head against the underside of the desk, there was no escape for her as I pounded her mouth, in and out, using my hands and groin to pin her in place.  She was spluttering, saliva and snot going everywhere but I didn’t care.  In less than a minute I was screaming with relief as I came in her mouth.  I slapped the back of her head to make it feel even better.  After I came I held her there as she struggled to free herself and breathe, but I wasn’t ready to release her, not just yet anyway.

When her struggles started to subside I released her, she clearly needed to breathe and collapsed to the floor.  My heart was still pounding as she fell down, I bent over and put my hand on her chest between her tits and felt her, she was still breathing and her heart was racing even faster than mine.  Neither of us spoke until we’d recovered.  As soon as she could Penny got up and sat on my knee, rubbing my sagging cock.

“Good Morning Daddy,” she said and we kissed.  It was a good morning, but she’d pushed me beyond the limit.

“You know I have to punish you for that, don’t you baby girl?”

She pouted.  She does that a lot. “I don’t see why Daddy,” her voice dragging the word Daddy out over three syllables.  I almost weakened, she was looking so cute.  But this is what it is to be with a brat, she’d done it on purpose, wanting to be fucked, to be used and then to be punished.  It’s a mindset.  And it’s my role to fuck her, use her and then punish her.

She started to rub my belt, expecting me to use it on her I guess.  I smiled, no, not today.  She clearly wanted to be belt whipped, but what kind of punishment is it if you give her what she wants?  No, I wanted something much harder for her.  I stood, picking her up.  I just left the call, blame it on bad internet if there was any comeback.  I looked outside, the morning air was still cool, ideal for what I had in mind.  I spanked her ass, then ordered her to crawl to the back door and wait for me.  I wanted to collect a few things.

When I got back she was waiting patiently for me as she’d been trained, her head down, legs apart, hands on her thighs, her hair semi covering her face, her pink collar just visible.  My tone of voice had left her in no doubt that I meant it this time.  She knew she’d gone too far and wouldn’t go any further.  I put the pink leash on and ordered her to stand and remain silent until given permission to speak.  I had her leash in one hand, in the other I carried a Walmart bag.  She eyed it, wanting to ask what it contained.  But It didn’t offer and she didn’t ask.

We walked away from the house into the yard, there’s only about 50 feet of grass before it gives way to trees and a small stream passing the back of the house.  It’s not deep, maybe 1 or 2 feet and the water is slow and cold.  Ideal for what I had in mind.  I ordered Penny to lie on her back, legs apart and I pulled out the extendable spreader bar, I put it on her ankles and extended it to about 30 inches, then locked it in place.  Next I lifted her and cuffed her hands behind her back. 

We kissed, she was still none the wiser as to my plan.  I kicked off my shoes and picked her up, then lifted her into the stream.  We both grimaced as the cold water touched us and I put her down, making sure that she had a secure footing, then went back to my bag.  I pulled out a rope and tied it to her wrists, then threw it up over a tree branch and pulled – not hard, I didn’t want to force Penny into Strappado, I wanted her to chose to be in that painful position.  I smiled, I can be devious.  And Penny still didn’t know what was coming.

I walked out of the stream, no doubt she expected to be left there, tied to a tree with and up to her knees in the cold water, the rest of her body nice and warm in the morning sun.  I smiled, that was half the plan . . .

I took the last items out of the bag, two small buckets – the kind you get fries in in fancy restaurants, so maybe three inches deep and two inches in diameter.  With my back to Penny I tied string round the handles and walked back out into the water – at least second time around it didn’t feel quite so cold.

“Close your eyes,” I ordered.  She didn’t speak, just closed them.  I put one handle into my mouth and tied the string on the second to the ring in her nipple.  When it was secure I tied the other to her other nipple ring.  She could feel the weight in them obviously, but it could only have been a couple of ounces.  There was more to come.

“Strappado” was my next command.  She didn’t hesitate, just bent at the waist.  I watched in excitement as the she bent over and the small buckets touched the water, then tippled over onto their sides.  I waited, watching them and Penny, her face was confused.  Once some water entered the buckets they straightened up, fuck this was not what I wanted.  Impatiently I pushed them both under the water, filling them instantly.

“Open your eyes,” I told her.  She did as I ordered, looking down at the small buckets under the water, “I’m going for my laptop and a chair.  Be back soon.  You can stand if you want.”  Penny eyed me, she’d told me how painful Strappado can be after an hour or more in that position.  The buckets were being pulled in the slow current, pulling her nipples out.  I walked off happy.  She was suffering already

When I came back I was carrying my laptop and a chair, I put it down in the shade and put the machine on my knee.  I looked at Penny, she was still in Strappado.  I had no idea if she had tried moving.  So I asked.  She shook her head, she was afraid of what would happen if she stood up.  I smiled.  This was going to be fun, watching her choose to suffer.  Ah well, there was no way she was getting out until she’d straightened up.

I started to work, looking up at Penny occasionally.  Sweat was forming on her (and me for that matter) as the day warmed up.  Penny lasted about 40 minutes before she tried moving, I looked up as she was grunting in pain.  Slowly, ever so slowly her back started to rise as she straightened up.  The strings were already taught but as she lifted the full metal containers I could see how much they were pulling down on her nipples and breasts.  I could see looking at her face how much pain she was in.  But it was her choice, wasn’t it?  I wasn’t making her stand, was I?

I put the laptop to one side and went to kiss her, she remained silent and defiant.  I stroked her hair.  “The battery on the laptop lasts about three hours,” I told her, I’ll release you when it goes flat and not before.”  She rolled her eyes and pouted, then opened her mouth.  “If you speak you’ll be there all day.”  Penny closed her mouth.  I went back to sit down and watch her suffer.

I knew that the brat would have been beaten out of her.

For a few days at least.


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




https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond




paige.bond.author@gmail.com


https://fetlife.com/users/15660512

(or search for -paigebond- )




https://twitter.com/paigebondauthor
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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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