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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.


Fucking Machine
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Fuck, fuck, fuck, FUCK.  $300 already.  Three hundred fucking dollars.  And it’s another 48 hours, 48 fucking hours until this goes live.  I checked the screen again.  Jesus, another $20 has gone in.  This had better slow down, this had better fucking slow down.  Now.

This means nothing to you, does it?  Let me wind back a little.

My husband left me about six months ago, just walked out on my out daughter and me, didn’t tell us, just didn’t come home one night, the coward.  A few days later I got a call from him, usual shit, met someone else, didn’t want to hurt us but he had to do it.  Coupled with don’t look to me for money, turns out he’d never earned what I’d thought, what he’d told me.  No, the bastard had been spending what little he inherited from his parents.  Bastard.

So this left me with a huge problem, mortgage to pay, food to buy and a million other debts.  At least the credit cards were in his name, that was one thing at least.  I did the grown up thing, I invited my friend over and got drunk.  I was in tears, crying and moaning about my situation. 

“It’s not fair,” I yelled over and over.  She hugged me and agreed.

“And it wasn’t fair when Leo and I separated,” she told me, sipping from her wine.

I thought about that, she was right.  “But I’m going to lose everything,” I told her.

“I didn’t,” she replied, sipping again.  At the time I didn’t work it out, she was trying to tell me something, but I was too drunk to notice.  Three days later she phoned me up.  Natasha, our – no, my, daughter was out buying stuff for college – fuck, I’d have to tell her soon, when my friend phoned me up she asked me to go round for lunch.  To cheer me up.  And to discuss a business proposition.

******

After the first bottle of wine she just came out with it. 

“Have you ever wondered how I afford this place after Leo left?” she asked me.  I looked round, no, no I never had.  Almost 5,000 square feet of real estate with a pool in the yard.  No, I never had thought about it.  I shook my head and looked at her.  She was lost, looking around the enormous kitchen diner.  She was going to make me ask.

“Go on,” I asked her, “How do you afford this?”

“Well,” she said, standing and turning to open the fridge door, pulling out a second bottle of chardonnay, “You know how broke I was after Leo left.  I’m guessing you think I just took him to the cleaners?”  I nodded, “Nope, his lawyers were too good.”

She sat back down and unscrewed the cap, poured a little into my glass (I was already light headed) and a lot into her glass.  She could always out drink me.  She picked up the glass, swirled it and downed it.

“I do Only Fans,” she said, looking past me.  I didn’t speak, my mouth opened and closed a few times but the words didn’t form in my brain as I processed what she was saying.  Bella, Bella?.  She put her glass down and looked at me.  “Didn’t you hear me.  I strip off for money.”  She picked up her glass, sipped and put it down.  Truth be told I think my half drunk brain just rejected what she’d said.  I mean I’d heard of Only Fans, let’s face it, who hasn’t, but one of my friends doing it?  I looked at Bella in a new light.  We’d known each other since we were roommates at college              .  She might well have been pushing 40 now, but she looked good, her long red hair (dyed), toned body, no, she looked really good.

“Nothing?” she asked, “No condemnation?”  I shook my head.  Fuck, as far as I was concerned I’m a modern, liberated woman.  If you want to expose yourself, go for it.  Eventually I found my tongue.

“Do you, I mean,” fuck, what did I mean, “I . . .” I had nothing.

“Go on,” she replied, “You know what you want to ask.”

I came out with it. “How much do you earn?”  I was thinking about it.

She smiled, then laughed, “That’s not what I was expecting,” she replied.  We talked about it for the next three hours – I didn’t drink any more, I wanted to learn. 

Two weeks later I did my first shoot.

******

She explained to me that the key was not just to be hot, young and pretty (I failed on at least two of those) but to be interesting and personal, to interact with the audience and be their dream woman, the one that did as she was told (turns out she has two profiles, on the other she’s a strict dominatrix) but most came from the main account, being the submissive woman.  And one of her main requests was to pose with another woman.

Me.

Two weeks later I made my first appearance in front of the camera.

******

Ah, I look back now to the innocence of that first time.  I was nervous, no, terrified about exposing myself for everyone to look at.  We did a two girl shoot together, both of us wearing collars.  Bella introduced me to her followers, we came up with a name for me and off we went.  We looked good together, initially it was just a bunch of stills.  When I first looked at them I was, underwhelmed to say the least.  I could see every fat roll, every lump of cellulite, the varicose veins in my legs.  I cried when I looked, why would anyone want to pay good money to look at me.  Bella took a very different approach.  She hugged me and told me not to worry.

We spent the next couple of hours setting up my site, on free vend for the first few weeks and I went home, the next morning I took Natasha to school and drove round to Bella’s, parking my aging car outside the million dollar mansion.  I half expected her to ask me to park it round the back.  When I went in she poured me a coffee and then we sat down.  I sipped the hot sweet coffee as she powered on the laptop.  For the third time since I started this I couldn’t speak as I looked at the photos of the pair of us.  It was Bella and me on the screen but how can I describe it?

It was a perfect version of us both.

My legs, no longer short and fat.  Now, now they were long and toned, my skin lightly tanned and evenly lit.  The fat rolls on my stomach were history, the wrinkles on my forehead consigned to the bin.  The woman on the screen was still me, just the perfect me, the one that would cost a half million bucks at the plastic surgeons, but Bella had made it happen overnight.

“How . . . what,” I eventually managed to stammer.  She hugged me.  I mean it was still me, I could tell it was me, but was it?  As I looked at my image I honestly thought if you looked at that photo, then looked at me you might think it was of someone else.

“Photoshop,” she replied, “$30 a month and worth 10 times that amount.”  I was only half listening as I scrolled through the photos.  Eventually I made it to the end and Bella spoke again, my coffee going cold on the coaster.

“What we’ll do is release these over a week on my site and yours, we’ll credit and link you on them all.  We’ll do some more shoots of us both, then some of you alone.  You’ll have a 1000 subscribers in a week, then you’ll start going solo, doing requests etc.  Stick with it and in a month you’ll have 5000.  Then you start charging – you’ll lose 80% overnight, then half of what’s left when they notice you’re no longer free.  But,” she stood up and took the cups away, “But you’ll still have a few hundred paying you $10 a month.”

I did the math in my head, $2,000 in a month.  That was a start.  But it wasn’t enough, not nearly enough.  Bella could see what I was thinking.

“Within 6 months you should have a couple of thousand subscribers.  How does that sound?”

“That, that’s incredible.”

“Just don’t quit.  That’s where most girls go wrong.  They sign up, do a couple of shoots and earn nothing.  So they quit.”  Bella had her back to me as she said that, she poured the cold coffee out and made two fresh ones.  When she came back she put her arm around my shoulders.  “And I’ll be here to hold your hand the whole time.

******

A month later I was up and running, Bella had slightly overestimated but when I put the paywall up I had retained just under 900 subscribers.  Every day I’d drop Nat off at school, come home and read my requests, pick the most popular – well, the most popular that I was prepared to do – and then act them out.  Most days I could do four or five requests, send the photos to Bella (who still joined me sometimes) who would process them and email them back.  Within three months I was earning enough to cover the mortgage and start paying back the missing payments.

Photos weren’t enough of course, people wanted videos.

******

The first video shoot I did, I was drunk.  It’s one thing to pose naked, but I had Bella dominate me and lightly cane me.  It hurt, but after we’d edited it we looked hot.  I was taking this seriously by then, the software can only do so much but I’d taken up running and I’d lost 20lbs (none off my boobs thank the Lord).  Then I started getting video requests.

Sucking dildos was – is – a permanently popular one, I’d been training my throat on video with a weekly update so they could watch my progress over six weeks from a gagging, puking milf whore to an expert cock sucker.  I could push a foot of a bendy dildo down my throat, past the gag point and then close my mouth, leaving it buried in my throat.  I couldn’t breathe when it was in but Bella was always there to protect me in case I fucked up.  I’d suck those cocks, writing the names of my subscribers on them in lipstick, starting with a small one for Joe and working up to really long names on the monster cocks – I think Mathew-Theodore III was the longest, working my way up and down making every letter disappear, one after another.  Yes, I used much smaller writing for him than I did for Joe.

When I did this I tried, as I always try, not to think about the men, sitting in their lonely rooms, no doubt their own cocks in their hands as they wanked over me, imagining that I was there with them, sucking their dicks.  Gross, I’m a web cam whore, not an actual whore.

Then I had an idea, my great, glorious fuck up of an idea.  The one I’m now panicking about.  The one that’s going to earn me . . . . aw shit,  $520 now.  That’s a lot of money for 52 minutes of work (this is a job, don’t think it isn’t.  I wouldn’t do it for free ffs).  We were still two days from the big event but I knew I had to stop it.  So I amended the Terms and Conditions, 24 hours before the start I’d call a halt.  Either you were in by three pm, or you were out. 

It's one of the great advantages for me, living on Hawaii, that we’re six hours behind the East coast.  I was going to do my live show (first ever live show – it was always recorded before, video chats don’t count), broadcasting to 52, no, 55 men.  I could send Nat to a friend’s house after school and still pick her up at six, plenty of time to get ready and prepare, then shower after, clean up and put away.  I needed Bella’s help for this one, she was childless but I was going to need to be restrained . . . .

******

Next day I was sat outside Nat’s school, engine idling to keep me cool, watching my subscriber list and doing some personal replies to subscribers.  That’s how you keep them on the line, make them feel special, like they are the only one that you really care for.  Many of them just want to talk, to unload their problems to a hot, unavailable woman.  To say things that they could never say to their wives or girlfriends.

My phone beeped, Nat would be out in five.  I told Simon I had to leave, but it was nice talking to him.  I blew him a kiss, that was another $50 earned for a five minute call (less their 20% of course and tax . . . . ) but for five minutes work while waiting for my daughter it wasn’t that bad.  Next I closed my list, I would be exposed tomorrow for  . . . holy fuck, 94 minutes.  NINETY FOUR weirdos and perverts (sorry, customers and friends) had each paid £10 to watch me suffer.  Every 10 bucks bought me one more minute of suffering.  Jesus, me and my big idea.

I must have been away with the fairies, suddenly I was aware of a knocking on my window, I was so surprised I dropped my phone, there was Nat looking for all the world as if she was trying to break into my car by beating on the window.  Fuck. When she’d got my attention she spoke, my face must have been burning red.

“OK mom?” she asked.  I just nodded, scrambling for my phone and the unlock button at the same time.  “Watcha up to?”

“Nothing,” I lied, convincing no one.  I caught sight of my face in the mirror as I pulled out, bright red.  Clearly guilty.  Nat just shook her head, showing me that she didn’t believe me.  We drove home in silence, she glued to her phone, me worrying about tomorrow.  Tomorrow I would earn my dollars.  I was worried.

******

The next day, after the usual battle to get a reluctant teenager out of bed I drove her to school and went home.  I pulled off the road once the school was safely out of sight and removed my bra, the straps on my skin weren’t sexy and I wanted as long as possible to get rid of them.  Once home I prepared as best I could, Bella would be bringing the tools over later. 

When she arrived she was already dressed in the tight leather outfit which I could just make out under the long coat she also had on.  “Well,” she said, slipping it off inside my house, “I didn’t want to get stopped, did I?”  We both laughed.  She’ put her Jeep in the garage, I helped her carry what we needed.  Before we did I paused to admire her outfit.

She’d straightened her naturally curly long black hair (and dyed it as well, getting it really black).  It’s an instantly more dominating look I think.  On her neck she was wearing a thick black leather collar with a O ring at the front – personally I don’t understand why a domme would wear a collar, surely that’s something for the sub to wear but it seems to be expected that a domme also wears one.  Looks submissive to me, but we give the paying customer what they expect, what they want, what they are paying for.

Her dress was made of black PVC, it was at least a size too small for her ample breasts and it forced them together unnaturally, lifting them giving her an incredible cleavage.  It was just too small altogether and it forced her to suck in what little stomach she had.  It ended just below her pussy.  On her legs she had long black skin tight latex stockings that came up over her knees, held up with black laces tied in a bow.  She wore black high heeled shoes, locked onto her ankles with small brass padlocks.  How did she manage to drive in them I wondered?  The outfit was completed with elbow length black latex gloves – skin tight of course.  She looked the part, every inch of her.  I was turned on, if slightly worried.

After I’d finished admiring her our eyes met and she laughed.  She threw a small key at me and gestured to her locked shoes.  “I pass the test do I?” she asked. 

“Yes Mistress,” I replied and we both laughed again.  I knelt down and unlocked her shoes and helped her out of them.

“They look great,” she said, “But bitches to walk in.”  Once safely off we started to unload the Jeep.  First was a weights bench, about four feet long and one wide.  I shuddered as we lifted it into the main house and into the spare room – just plain white walls, nothing distinctive anywhere.  I didn’t want the house to be recognized, did I?  We put it in the middle of the room, then set up the three cameras along it.  Quick time check, almost two hours until we began.

We sat in the kitchen at the breakfast bar and drank a bottle of wine.  This is always much easier when I’ve had a drink.  With 20 minutes to go we go for the last thing we need, the fucking machine.  It’s heavy, must weigh 50lbs on it’s base and we manhandled into the spare room and lined it up with the weights bench.

“Fuck, I’m not sure I can do this,” I told Bella.  She smiled and put a finger under my chin.

“Oh, you can do this slave.”  She was in character.  I went for a pee, when I came back I was naked.  Bella bid me sit on the bench and we counted down the time.  As the clock went past three she started the live stream, the camera focused on me.  She then walked round from the camera and stood behind me.

“Welcome,” she said, “Welcome to Mistress Bella and her slave’s delightful predicament torture.  As you know,” she started to run her hands over my shoulders, “My slave chose this torture for herself and she’s going to have to endure for  . . . . 94 minutes.  Over an hour and half of delicious suffering.  Are you ready?” she asked to the camera?  We both looked at the feedback screen, many customers were typing and the screen soon filled up with Yeses (or variations there of).

“Are you ready?” she asked me, whispering in my ear.

“Yes Mistress,” I replied, now very worried.  Bella turned and picked up a collar and put it on me, then instructed me to lie down on my back.  She picked up a bright red Shibari rope and proceed to tie me to the bench, legs apart, arms above my head, pussy fully exposed to the camera.  She then bent over me, our breasts touched and she kissed me – mouths closed, but it was enough to keep the customer’s attention.

She wheeled over the fucking machine and lined the massive 12 inch dildo up with my pussy, then liberally covered it with lube.  She rubbed my pussy and looked into the camera as she showed her latex covered fingers to the audience.  She then licked them before making a satisfied mmmm sound.  I was turned on and nervous at the same time.  She smiled, then pushed the machine forward slowly, inch by inch sinking into my pussy and the vibrator attached to it touched my clit.  Then she turned it on, slowly at first.

I must have moaned, I don’t recall but Bella stroked my hair and then spoke to the camera.  “Faster?” she asked.  You can guess the response.  Or if you’ve found the video online you’ve seen the response.

She adjusted the dial and the dildo started to move in and out of my wet cunt slightly faster, the vibrator’s sound increased in pitch as it sped up.  I closed my eyes, determined to put off my first orgasm for as long as possible.  I knew that after I came, it would be less enjoyable, and after the second it might be agony.  Sadly Bella wanted the opposite.  She sped the machine up again and again and again, until within five minutes I couldn’t hold it any longer, my body started to shake and I was cumming hard, pushing myself into the vibrator.  I screamed as I came, lost to the world in the pleasure, but as soon as I did I pulled up on my arms, making sure my pussy wasn’t touching the vibrator, I needed a moment of respite.  I was too sensitive.  Bella had other ideas though.

As agreed with her and the audience, the paying customers, she brought the riding crop down onto my tits.  I yelped in pain, even as I was still cumming.  Our eyes met and she hit me again, fuck that was worse so I pushed down, sliding on the bench until I touched the vibrator again.  I cried out as it touched my clit, the dildo still hammering into my body, impaling me and I knew there was no escape from it.  Bella just laughed, then I heard her speak but I couldn’t make out the words.  What had she got planned?  I lifted my head to look at the screen, the customers liked it and she took something out of her bag, but I couldn’t see what.

She whispered in my ear, I didn’t catch what she said – I couldn’t, not with those machine hammering into my body but I nodded and said “Yes Mis . .” that was all I got out as she whipped a ball gag into my mouth and pulled it tight.  We’d not agreed to this, I shook my head in protest, but she ignored me.  Instead she spoke loudly, making sure I could hear.  As she spoke, she picked something else up, oh fuck, a nipple chain.

“Shall I put these on her . . . . or speed up the machines?”  Please, I found myself begging, speed up the machines, even though that was torture.  The customers agreed and soon I was getting close to cumming again.  Bella was walking round me, running the crop over my body but not actually whipping me when she sped them up.  I couldn’t help it, I tried, I really fucking tried, but I came again, and pulled away.  Instantly she whipped me, harder this time but still not so hard it would leave marks.  This time I took half a dozen blows before I pushed back down.

“And just think,” said Bella loudly, “Still 83 minutes to go.”  I looked at her, pleading with my eyes.  She bent down and nibbled my ear.  “There no escape slut, my customers have also paid and I’m not giving them their money back, you’ll just have to accept your fate.”

The time passed like an eternity, I tried to focus on anything to take my mind off the sound of the machines, the pain and pleasure of having my cunt fucked by a tireless, merciless machine.  Every time I pulled away Bella would whip me until I pushed back down, there was no respite.  Eventually she put the nipple clamps on, I was almost glad of the pain as it took some focus away from my pussy pounding.  Maybe I passed out, maybe I didn’t over the 90 minutes but when it was finally over and she switched everything off I was immobile, and it wasn’t the ropes holding me down.

Bella leaned over me and removed the gag, then she kissed me, this time full on the mouth.  I was shocked but responded, kissing my best friend back.  I’d never kissed a girl before.  When she stood up she spoke again.

“Should I sit on her face?”  I was shocked, we’d not agreed to this. But I couldn’t do anything about it as she lowered herself down onto my face and took my breasts into her hands . . . .


Squatting
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I like watching a woman suffer.  Don’t know why, can’t explain it.  But putting them into a predicament and watching them choose their own suffering is, for me, one of life’s little pleasures.  My girlfriend at the time was, as all my girlfriends have been, submissive.  She’d not pissed me off, nor had she done something wrong or refused a request.  She’d not been late or mouthed off, in fact she’d given me a great blowjob that morning.  I was just in a funny mood and I wanted to watch her suffer.

When she came back I had my idea.  She was wearing her collar, wrist and ankle cuffs.  She put the drinks down and started to get into bed next to me, when I told her to kneel at the foot of the bed.  She smiled, no doubt expecting something special.  No such luck for her.

I got out and moved her body to face the center of the bed – still on the floor and then I got her to squat, her nipples about level with the mattress.  The steel frame of the bed was about 10 inches above her nipples as she squatted on her toes, thighs touching her calves, legs opened wide.

“What’s the idea?” she asked.  I didn’t speak, just told her to open her mouth.  She knew what was coming as I pushed a one inch ball gag into her mouth and secured it round the back of her head.  Already gorgeous she looked even hotter to me now.  I opened a drawer and pulled out a long nipple chain and applied it onto a nipple, screwing it tightly until she winced in pain.  Then I turned it again.  Already the black ball in her mouth was wet. 

Next I took her left arm and pulled it out along the bed frame and secured her wrist cuff to the metal frame, then I repeated this with her other arm.  She wasn’t going anywhere fast.  Or slow for that matter.

I took the nipple chain and pulled it upwards, forcing her into a squatting position, then wrapped the chain around the bed frame several times until it was nice and tight, then pulled it taught and put the free clamp onto her other nipple and fastened it tight.  Sweat was already forming on her forehead as she tried to stay balanced, squatting on her toes.  Every time she moved, even a little the clamps moved and twisted, causing her pain.  And if she stayed still the squat position was hard to hold with her ass only eight inches above her heels.  I sat back, pleased with my handy work, then started to drink my coffee and I stroked my cock.

She whimpering as she suffered, I might have only cum 15 minutes ago but my cock was already hard.  I just lay there, propped up on the pillows, reveling in her suffering.  Fuck only knows how much it hurt her, watching her nipples twist and breasts rise and fall as she breathed and moved.

Eventually, after I’d finished my coffee I put the cup down and got onto my knees, I crawled over the bed until my cock was an inch from her face and started to wank, hard.  I put my hand onto her face, scooping up her slobber as lube and went back to wanking.  It wasn’t long before I felt my balls tighten and I started to pump cum over her, crying out as I came, I aimed for her forehead and nose, loving the way the sticky white goo stuck to her face and dripped down.

After I’d emptied my balls onto her I grabbed a handful of her hair and wiped my cock in it, no doubt she expected to be released.  Fuck that, I just got off the bed and went for a shower, thinking of my cum dribbling down her face, mixing with her drool and pooling on the floor.  I’d release her, maybe after I got out of the shower.  Maybe later.


Obedience

[image: ]

I pulled my car off the road and up the short driveway, the house was isolated – there were some cottages about 200 yards away but they looked deserted and run down, I doubt anyone had looked after them for many years.  Dilapidated was a good word to describe them.  Whereas the house in front of me look well maintained, rustic with it’s thatched roof.  I switched off the ignition and looked at the house, studying it.  The radio was on low, but I heard yet another attack add for why I shouldn’t vote for Kerry in November.  Fuck, I was going to vote for Kerry, no way would I vote for a dumb schmuck like Bush.  Well, not again anyway.

Shit, I should start at the beginning.

I always wanted to submit, to obey, to be controlled, but growing up in a small town where everyone knew everyone and everything about each other it wasn’t a good place to start.  I wanted my desires to be secret, to be something that no one knew about.  I didn’t want it on the front page of the town newspaper, would you?  Sometimes I’d watch my father picking up the paper and I half convinced myself that the headline that day was ERICA IS A BONDAGE SLUT.  It never was of course.

I left for college to study law in 1998 and my dreams took a back seat, I studied hard and did well at my course, when I left I joined a mid sized firm and made partner in eight years, not quite a record but a record for a female.  Throughout I developed a reputation as a cold heart, never dated (despite many offers).  Too busy with work really.

When I made partner I relaxed a little, I had little left to prove.  I got my first modem in 2001, a crappy 56k dial up and started to explore.  Like many people I guess I knew what it meant, unlimited access to information and the ability to explore.  To explore myself, to learn about submission and control.  I ducked in and out of usergroups, changing names and going silent if I felt anyone was getting close.  Still too scared I guess.

The next breakthrough was about a year ago, dial up was replaced with broadband and wifi.  Now I could watch films.  Fuck, the number of times I’d get home after a long day and go online to masturbate, watching some woman being tightly bound and abused.  Well, I say abused, they all looked happy and the orgasms they had were unlike any I’d ever had – so intense, so long lasting.  I came harder, much harder when I was watching one of these. 

My favorites usually involved the girl being bound in a stress position and blindfolded, then toyed with, perhaps with a vibrator on her pussy, brought to the edge of orgasm and then denied, time after time until she was pleading with her Dom for a release, promising him anything and everything for the sweet taste of an orgasm.  Sometimes they’d let her cum, mostly they wouldn’t.  I wanted that, no, I needed that.  After six months just watching wasn’t enough any more.  I had to act.

I joined (or rejoined with a new username) a usergroup and started to get involved, discussing my fantasies and dreams.  I started talking with a woman, younger than me (or so she claimed) about what I wanted.  I’m not a lesbian, I’m not even attracted to women but the idea of being dominated by one, especially a younger one was so hot.  We exchanged images over a period of weeks, she would always be holding the days newspaper to prove she was real.  Me, I’d dress the way she wanted, write on myself.

As trust grew I got more daring, I’d wear more and more revealing outfits – shorter skirts, lower cut tops, until the day came when she started to take control of me.  And I mean control.  She’d left me a message for when I got home.  I wasn’t stupid, she still didn’t have my number or address, and I don’t look that different to many other 30 something women with long dark brown hair.  I could always pass off the photos as someone else.

I got in and went to my bedroom, stripped to my underwear and then went to the fridge and poured a glass of wine as I inspected the contents.  Reheated Chinese for my evening meal then.  I shook my head.  Sad.

I went to my home office and turned on the computer and logged on.  There was a message for me.

Ready for the next step, the next level Erica?

I smiled and sipped my wine.  I was ready.

Yes, I replied.  Her response was almost instant.

No cumming for you from now on without permission, understand slave?

She’d never called me slave before.  It was thrilling.

Yes, I typed, my little finger hovering over the return key.  I thought, took my hands away, sipped my wine again and smiled.  I put my hands back over the keyboard and started to type.  Yes Mistress, your slave will not cum without permission.  When I sat back I lifted my feet onto the chair and spun round in it.  I was a slave, I was her slave.  And it felt good.

From that moment on orgasms were in short supply.  She made me masturbate twice daily, but without cumming.  It was two weeks before she allowed me to cum, she had me masturbate in the ladies room at work, panties stuffed in my mouth.  After I came I had to wipe my fingers on my legs but I wasn’t allowed to wash my hands.  I spent the rest of the morning terrified, I was in my corner office but I was convinced everyone in the building could smell the sex on my legs.

That night she made me write 1,000 words to her, describing the experience.  The next time I was allowed to cum was a month later on out first video call . . .

After that she didn’t allow me to cum again.  I pleaded with her, begged her, but she just ignored me.  After six weeks I couldn’t take it any longer and told her I wanted to meet her, to submit to her in person.  So we arranged a weekend together.  Which is how I came to find myself sat behind the wheel of the car, looking up at a cottage I’d never seen before, ready to meet a girl who was going to dominate me for the week.  A whole three days alone with my Mistress.

She’d made me prepare of course, not even any masturbation without relief for two weeks before.  I was desperate to touch myself, even that was looking like a great option after two weeks of total denial.  Behind me on the road I could hear cars passing.  I’d printed out her instructions but I didn’t look at them, I’d memorized them and I was ready.  I took a deep breath and pushed the car door open and stepped out into the late, warm sun on a Friday evening.  Still another hour or so before it set.  I was ready.

I pushed the door closed and clicked the fob of the rental (I wasn’t taking my own car, this was rented in a false name) and walked to the house.  As expected there was a plant in a pot by the front door.  I lifted it up and picked the key up from under it.  I looked around, my hair blowing in the warm breeze, took a deep breath and unlocked the door and walked in.

Inside the room was dark, I flipped the light switch and looked round.  It looked like it was from the 1800s, not the 2000s.  The walls were rough stone and unpainted, there was a giant beam running across the center of the vaulted ceiling, the thatch exposed on the inside.  This must have cost her a small fortune to rent.  I smiled, I wouldn’t have wanted to serve a poor Mistress.

I examined the room in more detail, there was an open doorway at the back, presumably leading to another room.  In front of me was a staircase, leading to the bedrooms.  I’d be up there soon I guess, bound and tied to the bed, being dominated, used and abused.  My knees trembled at the thought.  I scanned the room again as I put my bag down by the door.  There was a small table under the window, it had a phone with answering machine on it and an sealed envelope.  

I walked over to the table and picked up the envelope, it had my name written on it in a cursive script.  I picked it up, feeling guilty for some reason.  I held it, then lifted it to my nose.  There was a faint hint of perfume, Chanel No. 5 I thought.  My personal Go To perfume for the office.  I held the envelope for a minute, almost getting punch drunk on the aroma, before I opened it, running one of my long nails under the sealed strip, then I put the envelope down and opened the sheet of legal paper, folded neatly in three and I started to read.

Erica,

Welcome to our playground for the weekend.  I hope you like it.  Isolated, so we can make as much noise as we want, no one will come to disturb us in our love nest.  I was here earlier today and have arranged everything upstairs, ready for us.  Read and obey my dear slave girl

Orders . . . . exciting.

First, you do not have permission to enter any room other than this one.  If you go into the back, or upstairs, or down into the basement I will know and you will be punished accordingly.  I’ve set this place up for just the two of us and I want to be able to surprise you as we go around the house over the weekend.

Luckily I’d seen the envelope before I started to explore.

Second, I want you to get ready for me.  You’re going to be neatly bound for me when I arrive.  First I want you to remove your clothing, all of it.  You’re not going to be wearing anything until Sunday.  Put your clothes into your case.

A thrill went through me like an electric shock as I read that.  I put a hand to my blouse and undid two buttons, then paused.  I re-read the first paragraph. 

There is a box under the table.  This contains everything you will need to get ready for me.  Once you are naked pull out the box and put the contents on the floor.  Open box 1, this contains shaving stuff, pick up the razor and shaving foam, then I want you to walk out of the house (WALK, do NOT run) down to the well – do not deviate from your path once you start – follow the drive and you’ll see it.  Once there pull a bucket of water and wash yourself, then shave below your neck.  If I find even one hair on your body you will be severely punished.  Once washed and shaved walk back to the house.

Obey what you’ve been told so far, when you return continue.

That was the end of the first page.  I swallowed, the house might be remote but I’d seen other cars on the road, as I pondered I swallowed again, I could hear a car in the distance.  I hesitated, but I had such a need to obey, the outcome was in no doubt.  I put the letter down and started to remove my clothes.

I started with the blouse, a semi-see though white silk number which was low cut.  I’d hoped that my Mistress would see me in it first, it always made an impression.  I’d wear it at work some days, just to torment the graduates and associates.  Ah well, I had to obey.  Once it was off I folded it neatly and put it on the table next to the phone.

Next I slipped off my heels, I was surprised at her orders here as she’d specifically ordered me to wear four inch high heels in black, which naturally I’d done.  Maybe there were for later?  I put them under the table, next to the box which I pulled from under the table.  I wanted to open it there and then, but I wasn’t naked . . . yet.

I reached behind my firm ass and unzipped my skirt, a regulation knee length black number.  I eased it over my hips and allowed it to fall to the floor.  I stepped out of it and picked it up, folding it and putting in on the table, on top of the blouse.  Next I removed my bra, a lacey black one.  Again, I wanted her to see me in it, my D cup breasts pushed together.  I took the bra off and put it with the rest of my clothes.

Finally I slipped my panties down, matching black of course and pushed my holdups down with them, putting them onto the table.  I opened my suitcase and put the clothes in carefully before zipping the bag back up and returning it to it’s position by the door.  I was naked.  I cupped my breasts, pushing the together and rubbing them to get some feeling back, the bra looked great and my boobs looked great in it, but it always, always felt great when it came off.  There was a mirror over the fireplace, just a small one and I looked at myself, sucking my stomach in.  I smiled, the strap marks would soon fade.

I pulled the box from under the table and opened it, breaking the sticky tape it was sealed with.  Inside were numerous boxes, I pulled them all out and arranged them on the floor from 1 to ****.  I opened one, inside was a razor and a can of shaving foam.  I touched my pussy, the soft blonde hair.  Most girls I’d seen in porn were shaved, but I was au natural.  I’d miss my bush, it was part of me.

I opened the door to the house and walked out into the early evening light, it was still a baking hot day.  A small breeze caught my body and I swear my nipples grew a quarter inch in that split second.  I started to walk down the drive, towards the road.  I’d only taken five steps when I heard a car on the road.

My first instinct was to duck down, to hide or run.  There were some bushes, or I could nip back inside the house and wait.  But my orders were explicit and I held my nerve as I walked.  Over the hedge I could see a tan Ford in about 400 yards away, it was doing a steady 30 as I walked towards it.  I couldn’t see the occupants, but I swear it slowed down.  I couldn’t take my eyes off it as I walked and I didn’t see the well until I was only 10 feet away from it.  At this point the car was as close as it could be, I expected it to stop and the people inside to get out, but it kept moving, thank the Lord.

I’d never used a well before (it’s the 2000s ffs) but I winched the bucket down, the machinery screeching the whole time until the rope went slack.  I assumed (correctly) that that meant the bucket was in the water.  I had no idea how long it would take to fill, I guess I waited a minute before I winched it back up.  Once it was up I washed, the water was ice cold and I shivered, my body covered in goose bumps.  I had to wait to warm up, I didn’t want to cut myself as I shaved. 

As soon as my hand was steady I applied the shaving foam and shaved, it was going to take several passes so I wasn’t too careful at first, getting the long hairs off, washing and cleaning the razor, then going back a second time to get a good, clean shave.  A third pass was required in some places, I’d had my legs waxed earlier that day so they were in good shape and a quick pass under my arm pits got a couple of rogue hairs there.  Several cars passed while I was shaving but that didn’t bother me, I was on the ground, invisible from prying eyes.

I washed the foam away, then inspected myself, running my fingers along my pussy, over my asshole  and legs, trying desperately to find any hairs.  When I was convinced I’d got them all I put the bucket back, picked up the foam and razor and walked back to the house.  Luckily there were no cars as I walked back.  Once inside the house I pulled the door closed.  I was safe.  Well, safe from passing eyes on the road.  I picked up the letter and started to read page two.

Open boxes three and four.  You’ll know what to do.

Short and sweet.  I opened the boxes and pulled out a tube of KY jelly and an eight inch butt plug.  Fuck.  I opened the tube, my initial thought was to cover the plug with the entire contents of the tube, but I held back, I might need some of it for something else.  I squeezed some onto my left hand, then applied it to the plug, liberally and to the end.  I put the lube down and used my left hand to explore my ass, pushing a finger inside.  I was surprised at how easy it was, I was turned on.

I used my left hand to push my ass cheeks apart, lined up the plug and pushed it gently inside myself, using it to fuck my ass, a little deeper each time until half of it was inside me, the thickest point now inside.  I let go, my ass tightened and drew it inside me, now only the bright blue end visible.  I gasped, I’d never had anything that big inside my ass before.  I took a few steps, I could feel it inside me as I moved.  I smiled, it wasn’t an entirely unpleasant sensation.  Time for the next page.

Open box five.  Put the chain on your nipples and clamp it in place.  Make sure it’s nice and tight, I’m going to hang weights off it and if it comes off . . . . well, let’s just say you don’t want it to come off.  You’d regret it.

Fuck.

I opened the box and pulled out a nipple clamp chain.  I’d seen them before, my Mistress had made me put clothespins on my nipples but this was worse.  I opened the clamps, I squeezed the end and they opened.  I tested it on the end of my finger, it actually wasn’t that tight, the clothespins had been worse.  Then I noticed the small metal screws.  Ah shit, they could be tightened up.  I took a deep breath, held it and then pulled on my left nipple until it was erect and then pulled the clamp from my finger and onto my nipple, gently, ever so gently allowing the clamp to bite into the tender flesh. When I let go the clamp was hanging down.  I breathed out, it wasn’t as bad as I’d expected.  Pain is often like that, the anticipation is worse than the reality.

I picked the chain up and put the other end onto my other nipple, allowing it to bite in.  Really it wasn’t that bad, but I knew I’d have to tighten them up later.  For now, this would do.  Onto the next page.  All it had on it were two words.

Box six.

Simple.  I opened it.  A bright red ball gag, maybe an inch and quarter in diameter.  I picked it up, another new experience.  I put it into my mouth and put the strap behind my head, fastening it nice and tight into place.  I tried to push the gag out but it was secure behind my teeth.  This was going to be agony before long.

Next I want you to open box seven.  Put the cuffs onto your wrists and ankles and the collar onto your neck – make sure that they all nice and tight, but I want you to be certain that you can breathe easily. 

That was good, I wanted to be able to breathe.  I opened the box, inside were five collars, one obviously for my neck, it was made of black leather and shiny metal studs.  I liked it.  Also in the box were six small padlocks.  I took them all out, then looked again.  I gasped, there were no keys inside the box.   This was going to be the real test of my resolve.  So far I could back out any time, there was no going back from this.  I’d never been collared before.  But it was what I dreamed of, constantly.  The only regret was I would be putting it on myself, not my mistress doing it.

I started with my left ankle, I put the cuff on, securing the leather tightly against my skin, pushing the leather buckle into place.  I loved how it looked, I admired it against my lightly tanned skin.  I put the others onto my wrists and ankles, but not the padlocks.  I held them for what felt like forever, before I plucked up the courage and locked the first one into place.  Then I did the other three.  There was no way out now. 

I put the collar on, it was about two inches tall with two buckles on.  I tied it tight to my skin.  I could breathe easily, but I felt it with every breath. Like every breath from now on was a gift from my mistress I thought.  I padlocked it into place. 

I was also conscious that I was sucking in spit that was forming round the ball gag.  I wanted to pull it from my mouth, to swallow, just once.  But I resisted, I didn’t have permission to do that.  The clamps on my nipples at least helped to distract from the pressure and pain in my jaw.  Time for the next page.

Open box eight, then walk to the door.  Behind the door you’ll find a spreader bar.  If you’ve been completely honest with me you’ll be able work it out and go to the next step.  Trust your Mistress little one xxx

I opened the box, it was the smallest box so far.  Inside it were two small padlocks.  This time I really paused, I knew what was coming, despite the lack of an explicit instruction.  So far I could still walk away – sure, I was collared and cuffed but I could leave and face the humiliation of visiting a friend to get them to cut the padlocks off.  But once a spreader bar went on . . . I would be able to walk, slowly, but drive?  No, driving would be out of the question.

While I was thinking I must have subconsciously walked to the door, I’d not seen it before in the poorly lit room but behind the door was a spreader bar.  I’d never seen one in the flesh before, it was about 30 inches long with metal hoops at both ends.  Sealed circular hoops.  I picked it up, clearly my task would be to padlock it to my ankle cuffs.  The padlocks were the only way to connect the two together.

I hesitated again, shit I’d been rubbing my pussy without thinking.  I lifted my hand to my nose, I was so wet, I could smell my pussy on my fingers.  I wanted to lick them, the ball gag obviously made that impossible.  I stopped and blushed.  I wasn’t allowed to play with myself.  Would my Mistress know?  Would she punish her slave girl for disobeying her orders?  Shit, I had to carry on, if the thought of being bound with the bar made me that wet, what would I be like when she arrived?  I walked back to the desk and sat down, I put one end to my left ankle and padlocked it on, then opened my legs wide and put the second onto my right ankle.  I put the padlock over and held it between my fingers, before decisively closing it.  I was locked in place now, no escape for Erica.

I read the next page, again one line.

Open box nine and put the balls in your pussy.  Once inside you they will stay inside until I chose to remove them.  If they come out you will suffer the consequences.

I did as instructed, the box contained a set of three balls on a string with a loop at the base.  Each ball was about a half inch in diameter.  I touched the balls, they were cool as you might expect.  I pushed the first inside my pussy, it slid in easily I was that wet and then the second and third, leaving the loop hanging down.  There was one box to go.

Last page!  Finally I want you to open the last box and pull out the handcuffs.  You’re going to blindfold yourself and cuff yourself.  I expect you to cuff one hand, throw the chain over the beam in the middle of the room and then cuff your other hand.  The chain should be long enough.  Make sure you’re facing the door.  I’ll be round just after seven . . . be ready for me and we can play all weekend my love.

This was it, the final instruction.  I’d be tied and trusted, unable to move or escape.  She could do what ever she wanted with me and I wouldn’t be unable to escape.  Should I do it?  What the hell, I was already collared, cuffed and legs spread wide.  I opened the box, there was a blindfold, a big leather one. I put it on, the strap was elasticated and I couldn’t see a damn thing.  I pushed it up onto my forehead, I needed to be able to see for this next step.

The handcuffs were normal, apart from the chain connecting the wrist restraints which was about four feet long.  Under normal circumstances I suspect that they’d be useless, but it was just what my Mistress wanted.  Naturally there was no key.  I stood up, which wasn’t easy and I used the table to help me stand, then moved very carefully back to the beam and under it, the blindfold on my forehead.  I turned round, slowly.  Ever so slowly to face the door. 

I put the cuff onto my right wrist and closed it, locking it in place, then threw the other end up and over the beam,  it dangled above my head, maybe six inches out of reach.  I pulled it back, got onto tiptoes and tried again, this time it was about two inches above my outstretched hand.  Third time lucky,  I managed to grasp it and I pulled it, lifting myself up another couple of inches.  I held it in place in my right hand, used my left to slip the blindfold on.  I felt with my left hand, stretched more – I knew I had to work quickly, the pain was building in my calves already – and pushed up with my left arm and I managed, God knows how, to get the cuff onto my wrist.  I was ready for my Mistress.

How long did I have to wait?  I had no idea.  Could have been 20 minutes, could have been two hours.  The metal from the cuffs dug into my wrists, absent mindedly I knew I’d have to wear a long sleeved blouse to hide them on Monday at work, the marks would be visible for days.  My nipples were agony as the clamps bit into my skin, the pain in my calves was inescapable but the worst was my jaw.  I’d have suffered any pain to be allowed to remove that fucking gag.  More than once I regretted what I’d done.  How could I have been so stupid.

That feeling was always balanced by knowing I’d obeyed my orders, that I was hers, ready to please.  I slipped in and out of subspace, time having no meaning as I waited for my Mistress.  Surely she couldn’t be much longer?

******

I heard a sound outside, a car was coming up the drive.  I could hear the gravel crunching under the tires,  I strained my ears as I listened.  The car’s engine switched off and the door opened.  I heard someone get out and close the door behind them.  She was here, I was desperate for her to come in and abuse me.  Maybe she’d let me cum, I’d obeyed all her orders to the letter.

The door to the house opened and a cool breeze came in.  She put the keys down on the table and I imagined her standing there, admiring her property, planning what she was going to do to me.  Would she cane me?  Where would she cane me?  Would she put a vibrator onto my pussy and get me off?  Hang weights from the nipple chain?  She could do whatever she wanted, I was in no position to argue or resist. 

She walked over to me, her footsteps light and then I felt her hand on my body, she touched my breasts, squeezing them gently.  She had big hands.  She ran them down my body and pushed between my legs, touching my pussy, I sank down, trying to get my clit onto her fingers but she pulled away, then slapped my ass hard.  I cried out in pain and surprise, the gag muffling most of the sound.  She stepped back, what was she planning?

The silence was broken as the phone on the table rang.  10 times it rang before the answer machine kicked in.

“Hi Erica,” the voice said, shit, that was her, my mistress.  Who the fuck was in the room with me?  She continued, “I’m running late but I hope you’ve obeyed me.  I’ll be there just after midnight.  Can’t wait to see you my little slave slut.”  The voice stopped.  I was naked, bound, gagged and afraid, very afraid.  What the fuck had I done?

The person in the room laughed, holy fuck it was a man.  He stepped towards me and took my breasts into his hands and squeezed, no longer gently. 

“Well, well Erica,” he said, his voice deep and booming, filling the room, “Looks like your mine for a few hours at least.  I wonder what I should do with you?”

Fuck.

I shook violently, twisting hard, trying to escape from my self imposed bondage, but it was no use.  All I did was force the metal deeper into my skin and hurt myself more, but I had to try.  I was panicking and I started to beg, to plead with this man to release me.  He either couldn’t work out what I was saying through the gag, or just ignored me. 

The fear was building and he wasn’t even touching me.  I stopped struggling and tried to listen, my only sense that was of any use at that instant.  But I was crying too much.  When I did hear something I panicked again, twisting and pulling uselessly at the restraints.  I could hear him taking off his belt and pants.  I was going to get fucked by him, I knew it.  Raped even.  And it was all my own fault and doing.  How could I have been so dumb?

I tensed and stopped moving as I felt something, it was his belt on my skin.  He ran it over my stomach, over my breasts and between my legs.  He stood to one side of me and held each end of the belt in his hands and just ran it back and forth over my pussy.

“Wet slut aren’t you?” he whispered in my ear.  It was true, my pussy was soaking, it was responding to his touch, unwelcome as it was.  He abruptly pulled it away from my pussy, then my ass seared with pain as he belt whipped me over and over.  I collapsed at one point, the chain over the beam supporting my weight as my legs gave way.  He didn’t stop.

When he finally did I heard him throw the belt to one side and then he picked me up and stood me back on my feet, supporting me.  He was behind me and through my tears I heard something start to buzz as he placed a wand onto my pussy.  What the fuck?  He’d just beaten me half to death and now was going to play with me?

Again my body contracdicted my mind and I started to push against the head of the wand, pushing down onto it, grinding my clit onto it.  I gasped through the tears and gag, this felt incredible – had this man, this would-be rapist awakened the masochist in me?  I was gyrating now, pushing hard.  He teased me, pulling it down a little, forcing me to move and increase the pain in my wrists.  He had his other hand on my throat and I could feel his erect cock along the length of my pussy.

I was moaning through the gag, shouting, begging to be allowed to cum.  Orgasm control wasn’t my thing but it just felt right.  Then the orgasm I craved hit me like a train, my body fell forward and the pain in my wrists from the cuffs vanished as I convulsed, waves of pleasure hitting me over and over.  My body was his in that moment. 

When he pulled the wand away I was so relaxed, I couldn’t help it and the balls inside my pussy escaped, I didn’t feel them moving until it was too late, I squeezed my pussy hard, trying to contract it and keep them inside me as I’d been ordered but it was too late, all I did was force them from my body.  So what, I remembered thinking, so fucking what?  She’s not here.

“You were told to keep those inside of you!” an angry woman yelled.  Fuck, it was my mistress.  I heard her stand up, “I set this up to test you, to see how obedient you really are.”  The man pulled off the blindfold, I blinked, but there she was, silhouetted against the window.  She walked over to me, I backed away instinctively.  I looked around, trying to plan an escape.  Who was I kidding, there was no escape from her.

She bent down and picked them up from the floor, then pushed them into her mouth and sucked them.  “This could have been brilliant”, she said and kissed me over the gag, the turned and walked to the door.

“All yours,” she said opening it and I watched in horror as three more men came in.  “I don’t want her,” she added as she walked out and they walked in.

Oh fuck.
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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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