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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.


Up and Down

I’d had a shit day at work.  It started badly with an eight am call, meaning I was out of the house and on the beltway before seven  A crappy day of endless meetings meant I got a ticking off for not doing my day job, then on the way home a semi jackknifed and I spent almost two fucking hours stationary staring the back of a Camry belching out fumes, seemingly aiming them right at me.  Bastard.

When I finally got home Tia was waiting for me, she’d made me a drink and had clearly guessed what kind of a mood I was going to be in.  She was waiting as she’d been trained, kneeling, legs open wide, arms folded behind her back.  She was sucking in her stomach (not that she had much of a belly) and thrusting out her ample chest, the rings in her nipples shining in the sun coming in through the door.

She’d not been like that for long, I’m not unreasonable with her.  Well, not always.  She had the app on her phone and could follow the Tesla’s progress.  She’d have been naked now for a few hours, the advantage of working from home, there were no marks on her shoulders from her bra.  I miss lockdown, I miss working from home five days a week.

I took the drink from the table and downed the shot in one.  She didn’t speak of course, she wouldn’t speak until spoken to.  She was well trained.  I stood in the hallway and pushed forward a foot.  Mia bent from her kneeling position and started to lick my shoes, pushing her tongue against the leather so I could feel it against my foot.  I love that sensation, so submissive and degrading for her.  She says she loves it too, relieves the stress of her day being treated like an object.  I don’t get it.  Each to their own I guess.

When I pulled my foot away she straightened up and looked up at me.  “Take off my shoes,” I ordered.

“My pleasure Sir,” she replied and undid my laces, “How was your day?”, then she took my shoes away and put them in the closet, ready for tomorrow.  I slapped her ass as she walked away, I was rewarded with a yelp but I knew she was smiling,  she said she liked it.  We were chatting about our days as she moved, when she came back I looked at her.

“Ready to suffer for me?”

“Always Sir,” she replied.  It’s just such fun to watch her suffering, sometimes it’s better than a blowjob.  With the added bonus that when I release her, she’ll give me a blowjob.  I smiled thinking about it.  I wanted her to suffer, it would relieve my stress.  Tia smiled back, but with a hint of worry.  She wanted to know what was coming, other than pain.

“Go get the stools and meet me in the basement.”

“My pleasure Sir,” she replied and turned to walk away.  I watched her ass, she was working it for my benefit. I shook my head, what a girl.  When she’d gone I opened the door and descended down the stairs to the basement/man cave/S & M dungeon, depending on my mood.  Today it was going to be part dungeon and part man cave.  I had an idea.

******

When Tia entered the basement she found me picking weights and ropes from the wall where we kept the S & M equipment.  It had taken me years to collect it all, everything had a place and everything was in it’s place.  Tia saw to that, just one of her jobs.  She put down the stools and waited for me to take control.  It’s what I do, it’s what we both like.

I arranged the stools, heavy wooden ones about eight inches high on the floor, putting them about a foot apart and ordered her to stand on them, her legs open wide exposing her soft pink pierced pussy lips, three rings in each labia.  They matched the pair in her nipples.  I loved the look of steel on her, marking her as property.  My property.

When she stood on them I ran my hands up her legs, she did well not to laugh – honestly, she’s the most ticklish person I’ve ever met, especially on her thighs.  Still, tickling her is a great way to punish her.  No marks for one thing . . . .

I put my fingers into the middle rings on her pussy and pulled, only gently, forcing her lips apart to reveal soft pink flesh inside.  I slid a finger along her pussy, then pushed inside her wet hole.  She was always wet, even when I was going to hurt her.  Such a good cunt.  I looked up, she was looking down at me, smiling.  She didn’t know what was coming – sure, she knew she was going to suffer for me, but she didn’t know how.  And that made it exciting for her.  And me.

First step, I stood up and backed away to the equipment wall and studied it.  I knew what I was looking for, I was just spinning it out for her, hopefully building the tension and excitement.  It’s what it’s all about after all.  I picked up a ball gag, I loved watching her drool, the saliva on her lips, dripping down her chin and onto her breasts, down her body and eventually forming a little pool on the floor.

I tried wearing one myself once and lasted all of two minutes before I was desperate to remove it.  To see what it was really like I made myself last five minutes.  When I took it out it might have been the best sensation  in my entire life, just closing my jaws, putting them together.  The sensation was indescribably good.

She’d worn one for over an hour before.  I couldn’t do that.  The first time I made her wear one for that length of time I left her untied and told her she could take it out any time she wanted.  She didn’t, even when the hour was up she left it in place, waiting for me to remove it.  Sometimes I’ve put it in and fallen asleep, not once has she ever removed it, she’s always waited for me to remove it.  What a girl.

Next I selected a blindfold, she smiled as she saw it.  Even less chance of knowing what’s coming.  A greater loss of control for her, making it more exciting.  For me more control, more power.  Making it better for me.  I slipped it on over her head and kissed her nose.  Already the spit was forming over the ball gag in her mouth.  I loved that look on her.

Next it was time to start the torment.  I selected two lengths of slightly elasticated rope from the wall and tied the end to the rings in her nipples.  I took one and pulled it up to the hook in the beam of the basement ceiling and tied it, making sure the rope was nice and tight.  It lifted her breast maybe a half inch or so.  Then I repeated with the other rope.  I stood back to admire what I’d achieved, putting her in just a little amount of discomfort.  Not so much to cause any real issue, I guess it would be like balancing a small weight on your hand.

“Step down,” I told her.  She did her best to reply before she stepped down from the stools and I looked at her, ready for phase two.  She’d brought her legs together, naturally.  Her tits were lifted now, the nipples maybe three or four inches higher than where they’d fall to naturally, the rings taking the weight of her large natural DD breasts.  I’d have to cane them later, not because she’d done anything wrong, just because I wanted to.  I could feel my cock pulse thinking about what was to come. 

I pushed her legs apart, nice and wide, so that they were the same width as the stools.  As her legs opened the tension in her tits increased and she winced in pain.  She lifted her hands as if to pull her tits down, I’d have to clamp down on that, that and her (understandable) tendency to close her legs.  No cheating.

“Fold your arms behind your back and keep them there,” I told her.  She just nodded as she moved her hands and arms slowly and deliberately, trying not to flex her body and inflict any more pain on herself.  She was good at this.

“And if you unfold them,” I whispered into her ear, “I’ll whip you ass.”  She just nodded again, understanding.  Tia was such a good girl.  “Move your legs closer together and I’ll get the spreader bar out and set it wider than it is now.”  She nodded again.  Idle threat, she was bound to pull her legs together, she couldn’t fucking see.  I smiled, knowing what was to come.

I got a few more lengths of rope and tied a small one ounce weight to each, six ounces in total.  Then I tied the loose ends to the rings in her labia but left a little play in the string so that she didn’t know what I’d done. Tia would only find out when she moved and stepped up onto the stools, then the weights would lift off the floor and her labia would have to take the strain. 

I leaned backwards and supported my weight on my palms, drinking her in.  Man she looked good, her lightly tanned body with her massive tits, bald pussy, red nails and lips.  I loved looking at her, my cock was getting hard again.  I’d fuck her later, probably in her ass.  But first she had to suffer for me.

I stood up and kissed her cheek, the ruffled her hair.  “Get on the stools if your tits need a break,” I told her.  She nodded gently, trying not to strain the ropes.  She lifted her left foot, but started to fall a little.  Hmm, I’d not thought about that.

“Ask me to help you,” I said, “Do you want help moving?”  She nodded and I grabbed her round the waist and lifted slowly.  The stress on her face faded noticeably as the weight in her chest and nipples was reduced as she stood up.  Then she gasped as the weights on her labia lifted from the floor and her pussy took the weight.  Sweat formed on her brow as I helped her onto the stools and her feet found their places, the weights dangling.  Every time she moved the weights moved and the sound of them banging together was pleasant.  Well, pleasant to me.  Judging by the sweat on her body and noises she was making it was anything but pleasant for her.

Tia lasted three minutes and 19 seconds before she started to ask me for help to get down, which I gladly provided.  “I’ve got an idea,” I told her, “Every time you ask to be lowered I’ll cane your tits.  Every time you ask to be raised I’ll cane your ass.  Two the first time, then four, then six.  Understand?”  She nodded.  That should make her stay in place a bit longer.  “I’ll use you and release you at the end of the game,” I added as I flicked on the TV.  There was some MLS soccer game about to start, so she’d have about two hours to suffer for me.

The time passed so slowly, nine times she asked to be raised or lowered, each time I moved her then I caned her, the last time she got 18 on her ass.  I hit her ass much harder than her tits, even so the marks were clearly visible on both parts of her body.  She had been so obedient, keeping her hands behind her back as she stood.  When the game ended – I wasn’t really watching it, I was watching her and stroking my cock – I picked up a wand, made sure the battery was full and  moved behind my slut and rubbed her pussy, the labia being pulled down made access easy and I slid a finger inside her.  She was wet, fuck she always was and I pulled down my pants and thrust inside her in one swift movement.  Tia pushed back against me and I held the wand to her ear, then turned it on.  She gasped as she heard the sound.  I reached round with my left hand and held the wand to her clit, then with my right grabbed her left tit, holding her in place and I started to fuck her tight little hole. 

Tia was panting, I knew she’d cum soon, but not until I did.  That’s our way, she doesn’t get to orgasm until I do.  As it should be, she’s there for me.  I squeezed her breast hard, I could feel the head of the wand vibrating her body and also stimulating me.  After two hours of waiting for this I knew I’d cum quickly – quickly and hard.  I bit her ear and she cried out.  I started to shout.

“Oh God,” I shouted, “I’m going to cum soon.  Cum in your tight little body . . . yes, oh I’m cumming.  Cum for me Tia, show me you’re ready . . . . YESSSSS,” I yelled as I came, my balls contracted and I started to pump cum inside my little slut.  She must have felt it, her body sagged and I felt her pussy contract and I held her up as she came with me.  We stayed like that for a few minutes, before I pulled out and released her ropes, then I removed her blindfold and collapsed into my chair.  Tia looked at me and I nodded, she took out the gag and fell at my feet, looking up at me.

I rubbed her hair.  “Want to go out for something to eat?”  I asked.

She smiled, “Sure . . . just promise me we can do that again sometime Sir, it was fun.”

Fun?  I shook my head.  Strange girl.


Throat Training

[image: ]

The third date.  Nothing special really in the UK where I grew up, still getting to know each other.  But I’d heard in America it was different – third date, make it official or separate.  We worked in the same office and inter company dating in the same office was, if not banned, frowned upon.  And given that he was 20+ years older than me and I reported to him – albeit through five or six layers of management – we weren’t going to make it official.

We’d been out for dinner, both staying in the same hotel, ah business travelers or road warriors, call us what you will.  We had a couple of drinks at the bar and then he asked me to his room.  What the hell, I thought, a night cap.  Once inside the drinks were forgotten as we kissed and groped each other, not long after he was sat on the standard crappy desk chair you get in business hotels and I was sat on his knees, his hands on my back trying to undo my bra, my hands ripping at his shirt.

When he finally got it off he put his hands on my ample boobs and massaged them, I slid my hand onto his cock bulge and rubbed him through his pants.  I kissed him, then slid off his legs and onto the floor, kneeling between them.  I undid his belt, removed it and handed it to him, then unzipped his pants and pulled his growing cock through the hole and kissed it.  I was rewarded with a gasp from him as it continued to grow.  I licked it, starting at the base, it was still growing.  I spat into my hands and wanked him, looking up and making eye contact.

“Just how big is this thing,” I asked, keeping my voice low and husky.

He rubbed my head, “Keep licking Paige and you’ll find out.”

“Yes Sir,” I replied.  It might be our third date, but he knew I was submissive and I knew he was dominant, but that’s another story for another day.

I licked it up and down until it didn’t grow any bigger.  I wanked him and spoke again, “Eight and half Sir?”

“Close enough,” he replied.  I smiled, I’m still not used to inches.  I opened my mouth and maintained eye contact, then took him inside and closed my lips on his cock and moved up and down, just until he hit the back of my throat, up and down, up and down, his hand on my head.  Then when I was sure he thought that was as deep as I could go I took a deep breath, filled my lungs and pushed down, my throat opened and he went inside, all the way until my lips touched the skin of his groin, my nose filled with his pubes.

“Oh Jesus fuck,” he gasped, “Paige . . . that’s, that’s incredible.”  I didn’t move, I could hold him like that for at least a minute.  He continued making pleasurable sounds, groaning and stroking my head until I couldn’t last a second longer and I pulled back, keeping the end of his huge cock in my mouth as I drank the air in and out, filling my lungs.

I slipped his cock out and looked at him, “You liked that then did you Sir?”

“I’ve never had a girl been able to do that before,” he replied as I kept wanking him slowly, “Where did you learn to suck cock like that?”  I smiled, where indeed?

******

Summer term, the last day 2016.  I was in my room in halls with my boyfriend of the time.  The only man I’d ever been with.  His cock wasn’t huge, six inches at best but that’s a good size.  Eight inches is too much.  Way too much.  Not that I’d ever tell a guy who had one that size it was too big.  Like you wouldn’t say it was too small, you don’t say it’s too big.  Six inches is just right, for me at least.

“I got you something for the summer.”  He was from Canada, it was unlikely that we’d see each other again until term started next fall.  He handed me a box.

“What is it?” I asked as I started to open it.  A suction dildo, eight inches of rubber cock as it proudly proclaimed on the box.  I looked at him.

“Start of next term,” he said, “I want you to be able to deep throat me.”  I looked at him, he knew I was somewhat submissive and we’d experimented with light bondage but this was something new.

“Is that an order or a request?” I asked, holding it, somewhat worried.

“What do you want it to be?”

I didn’t answer straight away.  When I did, I was very quiet.  “An order,” I replied.

He kissed my forehead, “Then it’s an order.”  We kissed, then I hid it in my suitcase, just in time.  Ten minutes later my parents collected us, he was spending two days with me at my home before he flew back to Calgary.  I wouldn’t be visiting that summer, but I would one day I was sure.

******

I researched deep throating techniques and how to learn, whenever I had a shower I took it with me and knelt before it,  trying my best to deep throat it.  But I always quit before I succeeded.  I needed motivation.

When my parents and brother went away for three weeks to France I stayed at home, I had a couple of summer jobs and I needed the money.  But I’d been forming a plan.  I decided what I needed was a carrot and stick approach to cock sucking, the morning they left I waited an hour then caught the bus into town and went shopping.  When I got back I was ready.  I decided to start with a carrot approach . . . .

Around the base of the cock I put a metal ring and a second spring mounted ring an inch away and a third an inch above that and a fourth above that (inches were easy here, the fucking thing had a scale on the side of it) and then I stuck it to the wall.  It looked stupid, but that wasn’t the point here.  I’d also bought a wand and harness and I slipped it on, positioning the wand on my already wet pussy.  I’d broken into the wires earlier and cut them, I tied the live to the two outer most rings and tested it.  When I pushed the outermost ring down an inch the circuit closed and the wand came on. Mmmm, that felt good.

Then I knelt before it and started to suck.  I got to the first ring nice and easy, exactly four inches in my mouth.  Then I pushed and hit the gag reflex.  I pulled back, then tried again.  I wanted that wand on.  I pushed and sucked down again, up and down I worked, craving the sensation on my pussy.  Eventually I knew I just had to go for it and I pushed down, the cock entered my throat and the inevitable happened, the wand came on for like a half second before I puked.  I felt it coming, I pulled back, the wand went off and I fought to keep the vile contents of my stomach inside me, to no avail.  This was why I did it in the shower.

I wiped the puke off me and thought.  I must have looked revolting, covered in slime and smelling like a pavement outside the students union in fresher’s week.  So I tried again and again, each time puking until I dry retched.  Then I gave up, removed the wand and dildo and had a shower.  I’d try again the next day.

******

Time for the stick.  This time I put my collar on my neck and stuck the dildo to the wall.  I’d have to do this one standing, I then tied an elasticated rope to my collar and passed it behind the shower fitting, looping it and pulling it down, I opened my mouth and the cock slid in, as it did I pulled on the rope.  When the mandatory four inches were inside my mouth I pulled back, the rope tightened and I managed to pull back a couple of inches, then I pulled on the rope.  My head moved forward and I relaxed, the rope did it’s job, my throat opened and I puked again.  Clearly this was not going to be easy to learn.

I started to eat a lot of bananas, using them to tease my throat and learn, promising myself that I’d not cum until I mastered this.  I’d speak with my bf every night and first thing in the morning, lunchtimes and bedtimes for him.  I didn’t tell him how I was getting on and he didn’t ask, I wanted it to be a surprise.

******

The stick approached worked better, it was harder to avoid but I needed more, I needed to master this.  I wanted him to be pleased with me.  So another trip to the sex shop and I bought some handcuffs.  I made sure the key worked, then tied it to a long string and froze it in a block of ice.  Next stick attempt I got into position but this time I tied the key to my collar and let it dangle down my back, the ice chilling me.  I tied the rope off, cock in my mouth and then cuffed my hands behind my back.  There would be no escape for . . . . fuck, how long does ice take to melt?  Fuck.  Should have tested that.

I let the rope pull me down, I’d not eaten that day and I retched, but there was nothing to come out.  I still pulled back.  Up and down I went, each time it was a little harder to pull back as I got weaker and weaker, I panicked a little, shit I could die like this if this ice didn’t melt.  When I was worn out it finally happened, I stopped resisting and the cock just slid into my throat.  I’d done it, I’d learned to deep throat, all I needed to do was really, really relax my throat.  I remember thinking vodka would have been so much easier.  Probably cheaper as well.

I freed myself about 20 minutes later, and to make sure it wasn’t a fluke I tried again that evening, this time with the carrot.  The cock slid in again and the circuit closed, the wand started and I got my first orgasm in several weeks.  I was very pleased with myself and I practiced every day that summer.  My boyfriend was even more pleased when he returned in September.

And I love to please, doing whatever it takes.


Corner Time
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“Got to the corner,” he ordered.

Through my tears of pain I nodded my head, “Yes Master,” I replied, the two dozen strokes on my ass from his cane fresh in my mind.  I’d had to count each one out, thank him for it and ask for another until we got to 24.  My ass was red raw, I couldn’t see it but I knew that there would be deep red marks on it, turning black and blue as the bruises started to form. 

The pain, the physical pain was hard to endure, it hurt, it really fucking hurt.  I’d failed and was being punished accordingly, Jesus it wasn’t hard.  I’d been told to spend the day cleaning the guest bedroom and when he came home and inspected it he pointed out my failings.  The dust on the shelves, the poorly made bed, the bulb that was out, the toilet that could have, no should have been cleaned better.  But I’d been lazy, done a half baked job and gone out for lunch with a friend.  I should have known better.  He deserves better.  Our relationship is, or should be, simple.  He commands.  I obey.

He noticed as soon as he came in, I was in the kitchen, cleaning.  He didn’t speak to me, just went upstairs, when he came down and looked at me and as soon as I saw the look on his face I knew I was in trouble.  Normally when he comes in he’s smiling, happy to be home.  Today he looked like a wasp had just stung him.  I stood in silence as he read out a list of my failures.

I opened my mouth to speak, but he silenced me instantly. 

“Outside, against the wall.”

I opened my mouth to speak, I hate this punishment.  But he just walked away, back upstairs for a shower and to get changed.  I stood in silence for a moment, contemplating my fate.  In the end I knew not obeying would be worse, so I did as ordered.  I walked outside into the warm evening air.  I looked up and down the street, cars were moving, people coming and going.  I could see friends, neighbors but I had to obey.  I crossed the porch, down the four steps and walked to the garage, turned to face it, folded by arms behind my back with my nose touching the door and I waited.

As I waited all I could think about was my failure, our friends weren’t coming until the weekend so I’d thought it would be OK when my friend called and asked me out for lunch.  I could pick up the task tomorrow, finish it in plenty of time.  But that wasn’t what I’d been ordered to do.  I started to cry, useless, I’m fucking useless.  The order was simple, why, WHY could I not just do as I’d been instructed?

I was only 20 feet from the road, I could hear people walking past, pausing and looking at me.  Most of them knew about our relationship, which was why I was a social outcast.  The women, understandably, hated me.  I’d set feminism back a century according to one.  And that was what they said to my face, what the fuck did they say behind my back?

In my mind I could hear them laughing at me, laughing at my failure, laughing at me and my life.  I was lost in my mind, hating myself for my failure.  A group of youths, barely younger than me stopped and I could hear them talking about me, discussing me like I was an animal.  They started to pick up small stones and threw them at me.  I stayed where I was.  I knew the rules, as did they.

What was he going to do to me when I got inside?  I was going to receive physical punishment, that was certain, but what?  Would I be whipped or caned?  On my ass, thighs, tits, back, feet?  Where would I be punished?

These were the thoughts that went round and round my head, building until I was shaking.

How long was I there?  I have no idea.  When my Dom came outside to spare me the humiliation he told me to thank the boys, which I did.  My breasts were exposed through my tight white Tee shirt, soaked wet from my tears.  I thanked each of the five boys in turn, before I attempted to muster some dignity as I walked into the house.

As soon as we were inside I stripped naked, I didn’t need to be told.  Then the physical punishment began. 

So he’d put me over his knee and used the cane, and not held back.  I deserved it, I chose to be a slave, no one forced me or made me.  At this moment in time I was regretting my decision.  I always did after or during a punishment session.  This had been a bad one, but the worst was to come.

Once I’d been beaten he spoke again.  “Go to the corner,” he commanded, not looking at me.  I did as ordered and crawled there and waited, feet and knees on the marks, head touching the wall, waiting.  He came over to me and pulled my head slightly back and put a penny against the wall, the pushed my head into it, the coin against the wall, my nose holding it in place.

I could stand, I could leave, I could just walk (crawl) away.  But I won’t.  He could chain me there, forcing me to maintain position, but he didn’t and he won’t. 

“Raise your feet.”

I did as ordered and he placed the cane onto my feet.  Fuck, I’d have to hold it there. Without being ordered I put my arms behind my back and touched my thumbs, he then he tied a piece of paper around my thumbs.  He stood back and left me alone to my own thoughts.

It was hard to stay motionless, the tears kept coming, partially from the pain which was refusing to subside but mostly the shame of my failure.  My legs kept moving  I was still shaking and twisting occasionally but I didn’t drop the coin or the cane.  I started to sniff, my breathing stunted as my tears dried up.  How, how could I have failed like that?  I wanted to move my arms, to wipe the tears from my face but I couldn’t.

My concentration  waned, it was inevitable.   My head moved, only a quarter inch but the coin fell, hitting the floor with a thud,  I tried so hard to move my head to prevent it, my body twisted, I moved my arms breaking the paper restraint and then my feet moved, the cane falling.  A triple failure in the space of two seconds.  I started to cry again as I heard his footsteps.

“Ready for another dozen?” he asked as he bent down to pick up the cane.

“Yes Master,” I sobbed.  I’m fucking useless and I deserve this.


Drink or Drown

[image: ]

Dominance, it’s about power, control.  Submission, it’s the opposite.  But humiliation, extreme humiliation?  That I don’t get and will never get.  And based on what I saw last night . . . well, I’m not sure I want to see again.  But . . . but . . .

I was at the club, Saturday night.  I’d got there late, my girlfriend, my sub had to do her hair just right.  She might be a sub, but I’m not hurrying her.  She had to look her best.  She always has to look her best.  When we got there it had been open for a couple of hours and we got the last table left in the place.  I’d spank her for that later.  Right now I just wanted a beer and to watch the show.

Three girls were on the stage, I sat down as Debs walked off to the bar.  I studied them, a domme was walking behind them, resplendent in her black leather outfit, high heels and elbow length gloves.  The three subs, a blonde, a brunette and a redhead (surely there’s a joke in there somewhere?), were lined up in a row and she walked behind them, lashing each one in turn.  Why?  I didn’t know.  But clearly there was a competition going on.

As Debs returned with the beers she sat down next to me and slugged hers as she handed me mine.  We clinked glasses and said cheers, then she filled me in.

“Competition in pain management,” she told me as she looked round the room, “the loser is the first to ask the domme to stop.”  As Debs finished speaking the blonde cried out in pain, then she spoke again.  “Winner gets to leave the stage, losers . . . well, I wouldn’t put up with what they’ve got planned for her.”  I looked at Debs, I both wanted, and didn’t want to know.  Suprises can be fun after all. 

The Domme called out 27 and walked back to the first girl in the line, the blonde.  She shook in fear and cried out, signaling that she’d had enough.  The Domme looked annoyed – more women are submissive than dominant in my experience, but when you get a real Domme they tend to be sadistic little bitches.  Or in this one’s case, a sadistic big bitch.  Looked like she worked out.  A lot.

The next one to break (at 33) was the brunette, the redhead looked happy as the Domme put down her tools and beckoned some help from the side of the stage and then balm was applied.  She bowed for the crowds as she took the applause, then walked off, the subs were still restrained in place.  Not really my scene that, I don’t mind a bit of pain – dishing it out that is.  I’ll spank Debs if she’s in the mood but whip her?  Nah, not for me.  I sipped my beer and looked around for the friends we were meeting.  They were even later than us.  I should have known.

The redhead was down first, stunning girl, maybe 25 years old.  She took the applause from the crowd and stood there nervously as the other two were released, the blonde older, maybe 30.  The brunette was a surprise, much older, 45 or even 50,  Definitely overweight.  Podgy even.  I looked at Debs, stick thin with huge (fake) tits that I’d bought and paid for.  We can’t all look great.

The two losers stood still, both smiling.  They didn’t seem that bothered about losing.  Like I said, each to their own.  The Domme came back on stage and handed the redhead something, I couldn’t make out what it was.  I got it soon enough, it was a pen, a permanent marker.  She selected the fat one and started to write on her, writing PISS WHORE 1 onto her chest, just above her tits.  The blonde got PISS WHORE 2 written on her.  I still had no idea.  All the girls bowed and were lead off stage to more applause, then the lights came up and conversation resumed.

“Should be fun for what happens next,” Debs said, “I’m looking forward to it,” she added with an evil glint in her eye.  Debs the conundrum, 50% the girl next door, if the girl next door was five foot tall with a 32F chest, 45% submissive and occasionally, just occasionally she liked to dominate and control  Not me, never me, just other girls sometimes.  I was about to ask what was going on when I spied our friends and they came over to join us.

“Did we miss much?” asked Tom as I stood up and took his offered hand.

“I’ll let Debs field that one,” I replied and she started to talk.  Cassie, his partner moved away to get more drinks.  We talked, we laughed, we planned lunch for tomorrow, nothing fancy, just a trip out to Red Lobster, ah, infinite crab was back on.  Tacky, but works for us.

The next act on stage was a demonstration of Shibari, the  girl was stunning, tanned skin, long dark hair.  I liked her a lot, Debs sadly could see that I liked her.  We talked and drank and laughed and applauded as she was placed into a painful hogtie and lifted into the air.  We ordered food and demolished a bucket of wings (eat your heart out Hooters) and drank and drank.

After my fifth or sixth beer I needed to pee.  I’m a camel, I can hold in pints before I need to go.  I stood up, slightly unstable on my feet and wandered off the to restroom.  Inside it was a standard restroom, cubicles down one side and a long steel stall on the other.  I walked over to it without thinking, then stopped and my mouth opened.

The two girls from the first act were in the men’s room.  I blinked, looking at them.  Each was on the floor, kneeling, legs opened wide.  They had their adjacent legs tied together at the knees, the others tied to the stalls.  Their breasts were free, but a nipple chain connected their closest boobs.  Their arms were above their heads, each girl had their elbows tied together loosely, wrists tied together and linked up to hooks in the ceiling.  But that wasn’t what made me pause, this was an S & M club after all.  No, what took my breath away, what made me pause was their heads and necks.

Each girl’s head was tilted back at almost 45 degrees, around each of their necks was a cone shaped collar, the kind you put on a dog to prevent it from scratching or biting itself, about eight inches high so coming up level with their eyes.  The collars were tight to their necks, held in place with some black tape.  They formed a ring around the girls neck, maybe an inch or two from their faces.  Each girl’s mouth had been forced open with a ring gag, and they wore tight blindfolds.  I just stood their staring, wondering what do.

The door to the gents was thrust open and a man came in, someone I didn’t know.  He slapped me on the back, “Fucking brilliant right?” he said, addressing the room more than me.  I stood dumbfounded as he walked over to the blonde, unzipped his pants and pissed into the  . . . well, bucket around her neck.  I watched as the level of the liquid rose around her face and filled her mouth, stopping just below her nose.  As he put his dick away he turned his face to me and winked.

“This is the best bit, right?” he kinda asked and pulled a rope neck to the girls head, I’d not seen it before.  As he pulled her head moved forward and her mouth closed and fuck me, she started to drink, to swallow his piss.  Holy fuck it was just like flushing a toilet, a real, living, breathing toilet. 

He released the rope and she stopped swallowing, the level of piss had reduced and he shook his head as he walked past me.  “Really outdone themselves today,” he said.  He washed his hands and left the room, leaving me alone in there.  I wasn’t sure what to do, I walked over and stood between the two girls, I inspected them some more, each had a catheter in so they wouldn’t piss on the floor.  I really needed to piss.

I looked around, feeling guilty, ashamed as I took my dick out.  I’d pissed on Debs before, once.  She’d wanted to try it, she was in the shower cubicle, kneeling.  I’d not been comfortable as she knelt before me, eyes and mouth closed and I’d pissed on her, soaking her hair in the vile liquid.  We’d spoken about it a few days later, I told her I didn’t want her to do it again.  She’d looked a little sad, but she agreed.

But there, in that restroom, it was different.  I didn’t love either of these girls.  I’d just watched a man do it, I knew the club well enough to know that they were there by choice.  They didn’t look unhappy.  And the kicker, the kicker was I was drunk.  What the hell. 

I shifted to one side and faced the brunette.  I looked around, feeling guilty and let out and long stream of yellow piss.  I watched as the level rose and it entered her mouth.  I kept going, I told you I can hold a lot and it just filled and filled.  When I was finally empty I took the rope into my hand and pulled.  As with the other girl her mouth closed and she started to drink, seeming to relish the taste.  I held the rope until she couldn’t get any more in, she was moving her head, searching for the piss.

I put my dick away and stood back, washed my hands and returned to out table.  Debs slapped my back.  “You were gone a while, did you have fun?”  My face flushed, I must have looked guilty.

“Which one did you use?” asked Dave.  I hesitated before I replied.

“The brunette.”

“You know it’s still a competition right?”  I must have looked confused, Debs continued, “Which one can drink the most.  There’s a $1000 for the winner.”

“And a whipping for the loser,” added Dave, “Speaking of which,” he added, standing up and pointing to a tally behind the bar, “Best go add a few more points to the blonde.”  The girls laughed, I just tried to process what was happening.

I pissed four more times that night, four times on the brunette and once on the blonde.  By then end I didn’t feel guilty at all, it was just something to do.

******

In the morning when I awoke my head was fuzzy, not quite a hangover but heading there.  Debs was lying next to me, smiling, her hair falling over her shoulders and breasts exposed.  She was silhouetted against the dawn’s light creeping through the edges of the drapes, she looked good.

“Morning,” she said.

I just grunted.

She put her hand on my cock and started to play with it slowly.  I put my hand her hers, “five minutes,” I said.  I pushed her off and started to rise out of bed when she pushed me back down.

“Na ha,” she said, “You’re not going anywhere solider.”  She looked at me and moved down the bed.  “Piss in my mouth, let me be your toilet slave.”  I hesitated and she spoke again, “You were prepared to piss on those girls last night, why not me?”

Well, I didn’t have a choice, did I?  I nodded, she took my cock into her mouth, sealed it and I started to piss.

I might be the Dominant, but it takes two to tango.  You’ve got to do what she wants sometimes, don’t you?


The Post
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Sunday morning, I woke up late.  No work today, mild hangover, good party last night.  I twisted my neck, rubbing it into the soft pillow.  The room was light, I’d not shut the drapes that night, for a few weeks each spring and fall it was nice to wake up with the natural light .  I thought about last night, the fun of a good session with my girls, plenty of wine – too much, truth be told, hence the hangover.  I looked to my left, blondie was there, lying on her side, breathing shallowly with her left arm draped over my chest.  I watched her for a moment, watching her hair move as she breathed, the collar on her neck moving.

Then I looked to my right, blackie was there, she smiled at me, awake first as always.  Such a good girl.  Her arm was also over my torso, I loved the way her black skin looked on me, the contrast was always amazing.  We smiled at each other and didn’t speak.  She could guess that I wasn’t feeling my best, and for that matter she probably wasn’t either.

I moved my wrists and hands, on each was a loop of leather connected to a leash to each girl’s collar.  It’s part of the control, if they wake in the night and need to pee they have to wake me and ask for permission.  Of course, she’ll get punished for disturbing my slumber, but it has to be done.  If you commit to this life, you do it whole heartedly.  All three of us committed to it, we’d renewed our vows of dominance and submission only last month.

No, the headache was coming, late onset hangover.  I pulled blackie’s leash, pulling her closer.  “Good Morning Master,” she said.  We kissed each other.  We must have made some sound, Blondie awoke but her eyes were glazed over.  She’s not at her best in the mornings.  Much more a night owl. 

“Good Morning Master,” she said and then we kissed, then the two girls kissed and wished each other a good morning.  I make the girls kiss every morning and evening, a little tenderness between them whereas I normally encourage competition.  Play one against the other, always two against one.  And I’m always in the two . . . well, almost always.  Sometimes they rebel and spend a couple of hours in the dog cage that’s only really barely big enough for one of them. 

“Please may I use the bathroom Master,” asked Blackie.  I nodded and released her leash from my hand.  She thanked me and left the bed, leaving me alone with Blondie.  Her face flushed, she didn’t need to pee.

“I, I’m sorry Master,” she said.  She’d woken me in the night needing to pee.  I’d let her of course, for one thing that would be unnecessarily cruel.  That and she’d squirm all night and wake me up.  I kissed her again.  I’d punish her later.

“Go down on me,” I told her.  She didn’t reply, just moved down the bed and took my cock into her mouth.  She started to suck gently, despite the pounding in my head I loved the sensation.  The door to the bathroom opened and Blackie walked back in, she could see that Blondie had disappeared under the sheets, her head moving up and down.  A frown formed on her face as she surveyed the scene.  The first blowjob of the day was an honor, normally reserved for the girl that served me best the previous day.  Blackie knew that Blondie had woken me for permission to pee, whereas she’d been a good girl and held it in.  Ah well.

She got back into bed and we kissed again.  Honestly, what is it like for guys that only have one girl?  But today I didn’t want to cum, I wanted my head to clear.  So I dismissed Blackie to fix the coffee and we shared a cup and chatted as I had my cock sucked.  But that look on her face when she got out of the bathroom stayed with me, she’d not said anything of course, she wouldn’t speak out of turn but she was right of course.  She should be the one sucking my cock, Blondie should be the one suffering for her failure the previous night. 

When we’d drunk up I pulled the duvet back and pulled Blondie’s leash, forcing her up the bed.  Her tits still had red marks on them from the night before when I’d dripped wax on her, she’d taken that well.  Blackie had taken the same, but of course her skin didn’t have the same delightful marks. 

“Go to the basement and wait for me girls, I’ll be down soon.”

“Yes Master,” they replied in unison.  I let them go, walking hand in hand, admiring their firm, toned asses disappearing out of the room and I heard them on the stairs.  I sat up and rubbed my head, I needed a shower.

15 minutes under the hot water mostly fixed my head, a couple of Tylenol would fix the rest when I got downstairs.  I dried myself off, left the towel wrapped round my waist exposing my six pack and headed for the basement, collecting the Tylenol and more coffee on the way.  When I got into the basement they were waiting for me, heads down, legs open, the way I’d trained them to.  I smiled, popped the pills and washed them down with the still too hot coffee.

“Who fucked up last night?” I asked.

“I did Master,” Blondie replied, a touch of shame in her quiet voice, then she added, “I’m sorry Master.”  He face flushed as she spoke.  Blackie was smiling, I’d remembered.  I looked at the wall of delight with the ropes, gags, belts and whips.  I wanted something memorable.  An idea started to form in my mind.

“Stand by the post Blondie,” I said without looking round.  The basement has a post in the center, about two feet square that holds up the house I suppose.  I picked up a stool and walked over to her, she was stood next to it.  I put the stool down and kicked it, it slid over the floor and came to rest against the post.

“Stand on that, face the post, arms behind your back.”

“Yes Master,” she said, getting up onto it.  I walked over to her and ran my hand over her ass.  Eminently spankable, so fuck it, I spanked her a couple of times.  I couldn’t see her face, but I knew she was smiling.  I took off my towel and threw it at Blackie.

“Put that away somewhere and get me some ropes, a wand and the harness.”

I spanked Blondie a couple more times.  It was mesmerizing watching the red marks form on her ass.  When Blackie came back she carried the equipment and handed them to me.  I gave her the harness and wand, she put the harness on Blondie and slipped the wand into place, the head on her clit.  I didn’t turn it on of course.

I folded one of the ropes in two and looped it round Blondie and the post, I passed the ends through the folded rope and pulled it tight under her ass.  Then I walked round and round the post and girl, looping it neatly under her ass and down her legs before tying it off.  Next I repeated the same process twice more, once around her waist and once around her legs just above the knees.  She looked hot like that, but I could make her hotter.

I stepped back then kicked the stool away without warning.  She gasped as the ropes took the strain, but she stayed in place, suspended in the air.  The secret here is, of course, the amount of rope.  The more rope, the easier it is for the girl.  Once round and it digs into her skin, six times around and three lots and her weight is held in many places.  Not that she weighed much anyway.

Next I bound her elbows behind her back, she’s very flexible like that, then her wrists.  She didn’t know what I’d got planed, but she seemed to be enjoying it.  She wouldn’t soon.  I smiled at the thought.  I loved how she looked, her tanned skin with the red rope against.  “Get a ball gag and then plait her hair,” I ordered Blackie, “I’m going for another coffee.  Want one?”

“Yes please Master,” said Blackie as I walked away.

When I came back a few minutes later, via the bathroom for a quick piss, Blackie had obeyed me, naturally.  I handed her her coffee and she sipped the volcanically hot liquid while I admired her work.  Blondie’s hair was plaited expertly down her back, almost reaching the small of her back.  Blackie had selected a 1.5 inch bright red ball gag, fuck Blondie’s jaw was going to ache.  It’s part of the game the two girls play, the one upmanship. Last week Blackie had been in the bad books, and Blondie had hurt her.  This week, revenge.  I’m evil, playing them against each other like that.

I sipped my coffee and burnt my mouth, before I put it down.  The pain in my mouth helped me to ignore the pain in my head, but it was only temporary.  “Get me another rope,” I ordered without looking around.  Blackie moved silently to obey me.  When she handed it to me I folded the plait in two and tied the rope around the fold, I pulled it to make sure it wouldn’t come off and was greeted with a groan from Blondie as her head was yanked backwards.

“Lift your legs up,” I whispered into Blondie’s ear.  She didn’t reply, obviously, but obeyed, lifting them all the way up so her ankles were almost touching her bum.  No, that was too high.  I wanted her to suffer.  I pushed them down, until her knee was at 90 degrees, legs parallel to the floor.  She’d moved her neck straight, face touching the post without asking.  I didn’t mind, that was what I wanted.

I took the rope connected to her hair and tied it to her ankles, now when she lowered her legs it forced her head back, putting a strain on her neck.  I stood back, she wasn’t stupid and she lifted her legs all the way up again, no, that was far too easy.  I got another rope – shit, should have made Blackie do it – and a large weight and tied the rope to her ankles and the weight.  The weight would stay on the floor unless she tried to lift her legs beyond horizontal, and that would cause her to suffer.  Already she was straining, making pleasant sounds of pain as she moved, trying to find peace.  I knew what would make it worse for her.

I went to the wall and selected a vibrating ass dildo.  I greased it up with lube and pushed it into her ass, she tried to resist but a couple of slaps got her to stop.  When it was safely embedded in her I was ready.  I stepped back and sat back in the couch/chair and opened my legs.  I was naked, my cock semi hard and I didn’t need to speak, Blackie moved over to me and took me into her expert mouth, moving straight down and burying my cock in her throat as it grew under her expert tongue.  God she was good.

I lay back and watched Blondie as I had my cock sucked.  When she lifted her legs I’d switch off the ass vibrator and turn on the wand on her pussy, when she lowered them I reversed it.  Blondie worked it out quickly, she really was a bright girl they both were.

“I’ll let you down when I cum,” I told her and I looked into Blackie’s eyes.  I didn’t need to say anything to her, she was smiling even with my cock in her mouth.  She sucked softer and licked slower, she was going to do anything and everything she could to prevent me from cumming, well, cumming quickly.  Blondie knew it too, she groaned in pain as she lowered her legs and her neck bent backwards.

And why should Blackie make me cum easily?  Next week the roles could be reversed and Blondie could be a sadistic little bitch to Blackie.

Competition between your hareem is good.  I lay back to enjoy my morning.


The Contract
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“… to have and to hold from this day forward, for better for worse, for richer for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love, cherish, and to obey, till death us do part, according to God's holy ordinance; and thereto I give thee my troth.”

I looked at the man who, in about a minute would be my husband.  The priest had raised an eyebrow when he’d asked if he should take obey out of the ceremony.  I was holding my fiancé’s hand when he asked, he squeezed my hand and we laughed.  “Please leave it in,” I stated firmly.  He looked from me to my fiancé and back, shrugged his shoulders.

“Your choice,” he said, “Not many girls want that left in these days.  Not many at all.”  He must have been about 70, are priests born 70 I wondered.  But he was right, my, no our, wedding, our choice.  And I wanted to obey.

The whole wedding is about the man establishing dominance, isn’t it?  Her father walks her down the isle and then gives her away.  He doesn’t sell her, support her, offer her, no she’s property and he gives her away.  In some cultures the father even has to pay via a dowry to get rid of her.  But my father gave me away.  I smiled thinking about that.  I was his property, now I was going to be my husband’s property.  I wanted to be property.

Shit, I’d not been listening.  The priest continued, “I now pronounce you Man and Wife.”  Again, not Husband and Wife, not Man and Woman, Husband and Wife.  Man and property.  Master and slave.

We spent the rest of the day in the normal fashion, we were photographed, paraded, we ate and drank, speeches and dancing, more eating, more drinking with our families and vanilla friends.  Tomorrow we’d do it all again.  But tomorrow I’d become property, in a very real but sadly not legally binding sense.  This was 2023 after all, women still had legal rights.  Even if I didn’t want them.

That night we made love, he was soft, caring and gentle.  Tomorrow would be different.  Tomorrow I would be his to with as he chose.  My life, my choice.

******

The previous day had started early, hair to be done, makeup to be applied, a ridiculous dress to be squeezed into that I’d wear once, just once.  $5,000 on a dress to wear for one day for fucks sake.  Lucky my parents were wealthy, as were his.  We were seen as the golden couple, both from wealthy backgrounds, great jobs, going places in our careers.  Our other friends from the scene knew the truth about us.  Today I would become a slave, a real one.  For life.  His property.

The ceremony was to take place at midday in the local club, in the main play room.  The seats were arranged, on one side normal seating, on the other only every other space had a seat, as if half of them had been removed.  My two bridesmaids today were already slaves, I’d known them for a few years.  One had been my roommate at Michigan State, she was one of the five people coming to both receptions.  My husband and I were two of the five of course.

I was at the club with my friends an hour before we were due to start.  I’d been told that I would be severely punished if I was late, like I was yesterday.  Well a bride should be late to her wedding, a last final act of defiance.  I smiled at the thought.  I wasn’t going to be late this time.

We were the first to arrive and I was dressed in jeans and a shirt.  The club wasn’t normally open on a Sunday at this time, but for an important event like this we’d booked it and it was staffed.  Not cheap, but a damn site cheaper than yesterday.

As soon as the three of us arrived we got ready, we all stripped off.  Under their clothes my friends were wearing their collars and cuffs, I had nothing on.  I opened my locker and pulled out a simple smock and slipped it over my head, finding the holes for my arms.  I looked like a serving girl from a tavern from about 500 years ago.  I looked at myself in the mirror, then at the clock.  Less than one hour of freedom to go.

We went to the bar area, it was open and the man that would conduct the ceremony was there, drinking a coffee.  He smiled when he saw us and stood up.

“Coffee?” he asked, “Or something stronger?”

I smiled.  “Coffee please Sir.”  He looked at my friends who also nodded.  He didn’t speak to the bartender, she moved without instructions and started work on three coffees.  We talked for a few minutes, once we got our drinks he bid my friends to leave and we chatted.  He wanted to make sure I was doing this of my own free will, that I hadn’t been coerced into it, that I understood the enormous commitment I was making.  I agreed when I had to, made sure to say no when it was appropriate.  I’d know him for about five years, longer than I’d known my husband and soon to be Master and Owner.

With 20 minutes to go we left the bar, found my friends and went into the main hall.  It was buzzing, three quarters of the seats were taken, a variety of owners in a seat with their slaves, female mostly and some male kneeling beside them.  As I walked in the place went silent, then there was a round of applause.  I walked slowly up the central aisle, nodding to friends, people I knew, pausing to talk briefly.  I made it to the front with five minutes to spare and sat down.

I had a moment of panic, was I doing the right thing?  Did I want to be owned, to live the life of a slave without rights?  The contract that we’d worked out covered everything, there was no escape clause for me in it.  Sure, it wouldn’t stand up in a court, but that wasn’t the point.  The point was I’d be property, living without rights, because that was what I wanted. 

Would I be allowed to work?  Shit, I love my work, but would he make me resign?  He’d said he wouldn’t, but I’d have to if I was ordered to.  Then the panic subsided, I trusted Him, totally, utterly and absolutely.  We wouldn’t be making this contract if I didn’t. 

The doors at the back of the room opened, I heard them creak.  The room fell silent again and I could hear two sets of footsteps walking down the long wooden floor.  This was it. 

Just like yesterday I didn’t look round – well, yesterday he was there first of course but he didn’t look round – I waited until he was stood next to me, then I turned to look.  He was wearing his Tux, same outfit as yesterday.  He looked at me and we smiled, then I lifted my hands and he took my outfit into his strong hands and lifted the sack upwards.  I breathed deeply, nervously as I was exposed before my friends.  I’d been naked before of course, most of them had seen me whipped or controlled in the club, but this was different.  Here I was the only one on display, 200 pairs of eyes were looking at my naked form.  I couldn’t help it, I sucked my stomach in, thrust my chest out and smiled nervously.  I was terrified, should have had a whiskey, not a coffee. 

I looked around the room,  the smile dancing on and off my face, then I looked into his eyes.  He was smiling at me, he loved me, I loved and trusted him.  The fear and apprehension drained away from me and without being asked or told I folded my arms behind my back, then put my head down submissively, my long red hair falling down my back, held in place by a single band.

The dungeon master walked onto the stage and stood behind us, placing us between him and my husband.  Like my husband he wore a Tux with a black bowtie.  He started to speak, talking just like yesterday about the commitment we were about to make to each other, gathered in front of our friends.  Not family of course, just friends.

“Now,” he said, “Lisa will read out the contract that she wanting to make with Mark.”

I breathed in as my bestie handed me a piece of paper with the contract that we’d written together.

“I make these vows and sign this contract being of free will.  At the moment.”  A snigger went round the room as people laughed quietly.

“1.  These will be my rules of conduct until such time as this contract is terminated, see clause five.”

I looked up at my husband after this and smiled again, stifling a laugh.  It was so serious for us both, but seemed so silly.  Him in his finest dress suit, me naked as the day I was born.  I resumed.

“2.  I will read these rules that govern my life out loud daily.  I will abide by these rules for the rest of my life.”

“3.  My status.  From this day forth, the day of my enslavement, I am an owned object without rights, except those that my Master gives me.  I will never forget this.”

“4.  Needs.  As a slave I will always put the wants, needs and desires of others above my own, and those of my Owner above other free people.  I will focus my life on serving my Master and Owner.”

“4. Punishment.  As my Master’s property he may punish me in any way he sees fit, for any reason, real or imagined.  I agree to accept any and all punishments and thank my Master for taking His time to punish His property.  I will always apologize and thank Him for punishing me and try to improve, so it is not required again.”

“5.  Termination of this contract.  The Master may terminate this contract at any time for any reason.  The slave has no such reciprocal rights, termination of this contract will only come at such time when the Master agrees to release the Slave, sell or give away His property, or death releases her from the contract.”

“7.  I choose this life freely and of my own volition.  I have no rights, limitations or safewords.  I chose to live this life 24 hours a day, seven days a week, 365 days a year with no exception.  I am, from this moment forth, property.”

I put the contract down on the table and picked up the offered pen and signed it.  As my soon to be owner took the pen from me and signed, I started to cry.  I was beyond happy.  He turned to his best man and took the offered steel collar from him, I dropped to my knees and lifted my hair out of the way, then he put it on my neck, turned the key and gave it to the dungeon Master, who started to speak.

“I now pronounce you Master and Slave.  Lisa, you may kiss your Master.”

I smiled and bend forward as my owner pushed forward his boot, I kissed it.

“Thank you Master,” I said through my tears as the people in the room stood as one.  I was now property.  Next I’d be taken away and marked permanently.  I was property, His property.  I don’t think I could have been happier.


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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