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Warning




This book contains adult content that may be unsuitable for some readers.

This book is intended for adults over 18 and all characters in this story are represented as 18 or over.




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





For my friends in the Mail Room, who gave me the opportunity to rediscover my love of writing erotica.
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Ball Gag 1
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The thrill, for me, of being gagged is that additional loss of control.  The pain that comes with it enhances the experience for me, that desire to do something that I cannot.  The pain builds in my jaw, saliva moves around my mouth and out of it, down my face, humiliating me and increasing the sense of helplessness.  I love it.

Normally when you gag me I open my mouth willingly, allowing you to push the gag in and secure it behind my head, rendering me unable to push it out.  When I’m on my own I’ll sometimes gag myself, but I do it much more freely, so that I can push it out if I need to.  All I have to do is put it in and fasten it in place loosely.

Gags vary in size, the normal one is a one inch gag which you, my owner, sometimes make me wear for hours.  The larger the gag, the harder it is to wear.  The largest one I have is bright red and almost two inches in diameter.  That hurts instantly.  I love it wearing it.  I want to practice more with it, I just need motivation.

When you arrived I was waiting for as ordered.  I know you’ll never leave your wife, and I’ll never ask you to, but I’m grateful for the time you spend with me.  I was in the basement, naked, kneeling waiting for you.  I don’t know what you’ve got planned today, that’s another part of you that I love.  The not knowing.

You’re dressed as sharply as always, you always look good.  I hear you let yourself in and walk round the apartment.  I’m in the basement, waiting, nervous, wondering at what you’ve got planned for today.

When you come into the room I don’t move.  I want to, I want to look at you but I’m not allowed to move until you tell me I can.  I hear you put a bag down on the bed and unzip it, taking a few things out. 

“Close your eyes and stand little one,” you order me.  I can’t help it.  I smile.

“Yes Sir,” I say, standing as ordered.  I fold my arms behind my back, taking an elbow into each palm and wrapping my fingers around the bone.  I’m breathing deeply, my ample chest rising and falling as I do.  You run your hands under my breasts and pull down on my ringed nipples – a recent adornment that you asked me to get.  When you ask me to do something, I do it.  It’s as good as an order.

You pick something up off the bed and put it to my lips.  I can smell it, it’s made of rubber.  You push it against my bright red lips and I open my mouth as you push the gag in.  It’s huge – not the biggest you’ve got, but huge.  Must be one and half, maybe one and three quarter inches across.  You push it hard and it slips behind my teeth.  I wait, expecting you to lock it in place, but you don’t.

Next you take my hands and pull them down and bind my wrists, you pass the rope upwards, I know you’re putting it over the cross beam in the ceiling.  Ah, loft living, handy for a bondage slut like me.  When you pass it down you pull, forcing me to bend at the waist.  You keep pulling, my hair falling down over my face.  When my body is parallel to the floor you tie the rope around my wrists again, holding me in a tight strappado position.

“Keep the gag in your mouth, I’m going to tie a weight to it”

“Ysss aster,” I manage through the gag.  You slap my ass.

“Good girl.” 

I steel myself as you attach the weight to the gag.  You’re gentle, you let it hang,  it doesn’t weigh much, maybe a half pound.  But it’s pulling at the gag in my mouth.

Next you start to play with my nipples, I work it out in the end, you’re tying a thin rope to my nipple rings.  Then I feel you on the weight as it moves around.  You’re tying something to that as well.  When you step back you slap my ass again.  “Open your eyes,” you say.  A thrill goes through me, I love it when you use my name, when you call me Paige. 

I open my eyes and look down.  Fuck, I can see what you’ve done.  The weight is hanging from the gag, putting more pressure on my jaw.  But you’ve tied it to my nipples.  Fuck, fuck, FUCK.  You laugh as you can see I’ve worked it out.

“You can spit the gag out whenever you want,” you say, laughing.  I know that.  But if I spit the gag out the weight will hang from my nipples, and I know, you know that that will hurt much more than my jaw.  I almost panic, thinking about what could, what will happen if I spit it out.  The weight will fall and bounce as my nipples take the strain.

“You said you wanted practice with the gag, didn’t you?”  I nod, spit dripping out of my mouth onto the floor.  You move behind me and kick my legs apart, exposing my pussy.  I hear you unzip your pants and feel you as you touch me.  I hate myself at moments like this, I’m so wet at this humiliation.  You hold your fingers under my nose, I can smell myself.

You graze my pussy with your cock, I gasp and move, pushing back against you, inviting you inside me.  You tease me for a while, before thrusting inside.  I moan, then bite down,  Fuck, almost lost the gag as I moaned.  You put your hands on my hips and start to use me, no make no attempt to make me cum, you don’t touch my clit, just use me as a hole to fuck.  It doesn’t take you long to cum, I can feel it inside me. 

When you pull out you wipe your cock in my hair, demeaning and degrading me more.  You take my hair in your hand and pull, lifting my head up.

“You said you wanted training with a bigger gag.  If you keep that in until I return I’ll let you cum.  If it’s hanging from your nipples when I get back I’ll cane your ass until you beg me to stop.  I’ll be back in an hour.”  You slap my ass, it’s going to be a long hour.

My jaw is agony already, I can feel your cum sliding out of my pussy and down my leg.  Thank you for the training Master.


Electro Tits
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You tie my arms behind my back, then tie a rope round my waist. You show me the zappers, I know what's coming. You push them into the holders around my waist and adjust them, they are just touching the base of my full, firm breasts.

"Tilt your head back," you order.

"Yes Master," I reply and do as ordered, pushing my head back, lifting my breasts ever so slightly, the zappers no longer touching my boobs. You put my ankles into the spreader bar, forcing my legs apart and then put the wand inside my panties, before you secure it in place and switch it on. I love the wand, it's a bit brutal sometimes but it could almost replace your cock.

Almost.

You tie my restrained arms to the pulley in the ceiling of the basement, you don't want me falling.  This comes with a risk, if I over balance I could dislocated my shoulders I guess.

You switch the wand on and activate the zappers. The pleasure is immediate, I raise my head and moan. Instantly pain fires through my tits and I scream, then tilt my head backwards. You lean over me and kiss me, already the pain in my neck is intense.

"I'll release you after you've cum three times," you tell me. I cum easily, the first time. It only takes a few minutes and I'm screaming in pleasure, twisting my head, despite the pain in my neck. I scream out as my breasts touch the cattle prods, the pain is worse than before.

"I turned them up," you laugh. I push my head back, the pain in my neck is instant, the pleasure of straightening it long gone.

"Please," I beg, "I . . .I can't cum three times."

"Looks like you've got a long, painful night then slave."

I smile. Bastard. "Yes Master." My neck is going to be agony before very long . . .


The Cross and the Wand
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Are two of my favorite things.  I love being restrained against the cross, feeling the soft warm wood against my delicate skin.  If I’m facing the cross it’s a fair bet that the warm feeling will quickly be replaced with a warm glow on my back or ass as you whip me, either as a punishment or just because you want to.  Sometimes after you’ve had your fun you’ll leave me tied there for a few hours, once over night to allow me to reflect on why I’m tied there.

If I’m facing forward, breasts on display it’s usually more likely to be for fun, as you’ll tease and play with me, maybe edging me for ages before finally allowing me to cum.  After a long session like that I’ll squirt, covering your hand or the toy you’ve been using with my fluids.  I’ll sag instantly after one of these sessions, glad of the support that the cross provides, otherwise I’m sure I’d collapse onto the floor.

The wand is, of course, my all-time favorite.  To any girl reading this, do yourself a favor and buy yourself one.  To any guy reading this, buy your girl one.  Zero to orgasm in under two minutes sometimes. Just the way it’s head vibrates against my pussy and clit, even the sound of it gets me going.  I love it when you blindfold me and tease me, holding it to my ear when you switch it on.  The rhythmic buzzing sound gets me lost in the moment, it’s almost like entering subspace.

Almost.

Don’t get me wrong, if it’s a choice between the magic wand and being fucked hard, I’ll almost always choose being fucked hard.  But it's like choosing between a Filet Mignon and a burger.  You know the Filet is better, but sometimes you fancy a burger.

I’m surprised when you lead me down to the basement.  I know the 49ers game starts soon, usually you have me dressed like the slut I am to serve your friends beer and chips while the game is on.  So when you lead me to the basement I’m wondering why.  What have you got planned?  Of course you don’t tell me, you know how much I love to be surprised.

The basement has many rules, but these are the main ones.

	The slave will be naked in the basement, unless otherwise instructed. 
	The slave will move on all fours, unless otherwise instructed. 
	The slave will remain silent, unless spoke to. 


So when you open the door to the basement stairs without thinking I unzip my dress, allowing it to fall to the floor.  I’m not wearing any underwear today, you told me not to when we got up.  I drop to my hands and knees and you pick up my leash from the counter and bend down to clip it onto my collar.  Now I’m properly adorned we start.

You walk slowly down the stairs, they are wide and deep but it’s so hard descending the stairs on all fours.  Try it if you don’t believe me, the blood rushes to your head and it can be scary.  But I trust you to catch me if I fall.

The basement floor is concrete, cold, hard and unforgiving.  I crawl across it being careful to keep my toes off the floor, I don’t want to scrape my nails on it and ruin the blood red nail varnish.  No point being punished if you can avoid it.

You lead me to the cross and gesture me to stand, indicating that I should face the room.  Good, I can’t think of anything I need to be punished for and it doesn’t look like you just want to indulge in some impact play before the game.  I do it in silence, spread my legs and raise my arms upwards and outwards.  You secure my wrists to the frame, then my ankles, both via the permanent cuffs that I wear.

Next it’s the blindfold, you tease me with it before putting it over my head and eyes.  I can’t see anything, I love that sensation.  But I can hear and feel, I sense you’re close and open my mouth to you and we exchange a long, passionate kiss.  When you step back I hear it, the buzzing, the wand.  You’re going to play with me.  I’m glad I’m restrained, I’ve not been allowed to orgasm for almost a month.

You touch the vibrating head against my bald pussy, I’m wet already in anticipation of what’s to come.  You hold it there for ages, allowing me to grind against it, pushing my pussy down onto it’s white head as it stimulates me.  My breathing is fast and deep, already I’m close when you tease me and pull it away.  I want to shout out, but I know better.  This is what it’s all about, the submission and control I’m handing to you, my owner.

As I come down I can hear you moving something across the floor, you’re lift/dragging it.  I can’t work out what it is until the end touches me.  Again you tease me before pushing and sliding it inside my pussy.  I gasp, it’s cold metal and now I know what it is, it’s the one bar prison.  You’ve used this on me before of course, but not with the cross.

You push it under me and unlock it, adjusting it, pushing the two inch wide metal dido end inside me all the way until it can’t go any further.  I’m ready to raise myself up onto tiptoes, expecting you to try another inch but you stop at that point, leaving it embedded inside me.  I hear you bend down and lock it in place, securing it to my ankles and the frame, it, like me, is going nowhere.  The square base alone should make sure of that.

I can hear you playing with the stand, I’m not sure what you’re doing.  You push something up against my pussy, against my clit.

“Tip toes,” you say.

“Yes Sir,” I reply as I push myself up.  Whatever was touching my clit isn’t any more.  Call it a sixth sense, but I know you’re smiling, pleased with yourself.  Pleased with me.

“Down.”

“Yes Sir,” I reply, lowering myself down.  I’m back in contact with whatever it is.  You run your hands over my body, over my tits and push your fingers into my mouth where I suck my own juices off your fingers.  Then it starts, I gasp.  Now I know what’s touching my pussy.  It’s the wand.  I start to moan, pushing against it, gasping.  Will you let me cum this time?

I swear that we are linked mentally.  No sooner have I thought than you whisper in my ear, “You can cum as much as you want, but there’s no escaping until after the game, unless you can push yourself away.”

“Thank you Sir,” I reply, wondering what you mean.  You step back and I know you’re watching as the orgasm builds inside me, after a month of denial it won’t take long and when it arrives I scream in delight. Fuck it goes on and on, wave after wave until my slit is almost numb.

“Now you understand,” you say, “Have fun.”  I can hear you walk away. 

I want it off my clit, now, but there’s nothing I can do.  The one bar prison, the frame and the ropes are holding me in place.  Finally I work it out and lift myself up, the wand away from my sensitive pussy.  It needs a break.

I can hear you walking away.  Now it dawns on me, now I understand.  The pain is building in my calves from standing, the wand knows no mercy.  The second cum will be delicious, but soon I’ll be in the agony of forced orgasms.  For hours as the wand won’t stop and you won’t release me. 

I lower myself down, the pressure released in my legs.  The wand is instantly on my clit, it’s coming, it won’t be long.  I know I won’t be able to stand when you finally free me.


Choke Chair 1
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I love being choked whilst I’m being fucked.  For me it’s the ultimate loss of control, knowing that if he loses control, if he gets carried away there could be serious consequences.  That’s the thrill for me.  Fuck knows what he gets out of it, power?  Control?  The thrill of knowing my life is literally in his hands?  Don’t get it.

I remember the first time I experimented with breath control.  I wasn’t expecting it, I’d been seeing this boy at uni for a while, we’d done a little light S & M, nothing serious, just tying me up while he fucked me.  It was good while it lasted.  Then one Friday night after we got back from the pub, rather drunk he tied my hands to the bedframe while we fucked.

While he was on top of me, pumping me he put his strong hand over my face, my mouth against the palm of his hand and my nose between his thumb and forefinger.  He left it there for a moment, as if asking for permission for what was to come.  I took a deep breath, granting him what he wanted and he closed his thumb against his finger, trapping my nose and rendering me unable to breathe.

Looking back I was in no danger, all I had to do was shake my head violently and his hand would have come loose, but I held it there, denying me oxygen as he fucked me.  Back then I needed clitoral stimulation to cum, he’d fuck me and cum inside me, then one of us would rub my clit until I came.  But this, this was different.  He held his hand there, something close to panic started to come over me as he continued to deny me air.  But at the same time my excitement was building.  I wanted to push him off, to breathe in.  But at the same time I didn’t.

Then, for the first time ever I came from being used, and came hard, just seconds before he did.  Still he didn’t release me for what felt like forever, but I was still cumming.  Tears started to form and the edges of my vision were starting to go when he finally released me and I drank in the air, crying as the remains of the most intense orgasm ever finally leaving me.  When he rolled off me and untied me I just rolled into him and kissed him.

“We’re doing that again,” I whispered.  He smiled. 

“Fuck yes,” he replied, a massive grin on his face.  We both laughed.  Later when we talked about it I told him how for me this was the ultimate loss of control, total submission to him, which was why I loved it so much.  For him it was the exact opposite, it was total control, deciding if I should breath, and live, or not.  We were well suited.

Currently I’m single, I miss being tied down – sure, I can bind myself but it’s not the same.  And being choked, I’ve tried it of course, putting a hand on my own neck while I masturbate, but it’s not the same, being about to just pull it away when the going gets tough.  Or more likely just letting go when I cum.  No, it’s not the same.

When I first looked round the apartment I live in now I noticed the hanging egg chair in the lounge/diner of the apartment.  I didn’t really think anything of it but my roommate, Olivia, asked me to sit in it and tell her what I thought.  Her infectious smile, the location and that chair sold the place to me.  It was so comfortable.  We’d almost fight over who got to sit in it.  Just hanging in space like that with your legs dangling over the edge.  If you’ve never tried one, give it a go with a glass of wine, just relax into it.

I’d been living there for about a month when I started to have an idea.  Maybe I could use the chair to help me experience the choking I so badly desired.  My chance came a couple of days later, Olivia told me not to expect her until late, and by then I knew late meant two am or later.

“What do you think?” she asked me as she was about to leave.  She looked stunning, she was wearing a green dress, like me she had long dark hair and large breasts, she was wearing heels and holdups. 

“You look amazing,” I told her in all honesty.  She really did, she didn’t know it then but I was very attracted to her.  That was another reason for taking the place in that apartment.  But she had a steady boyfriend, so I never said anything to her.

“You look like shit,” she told me.  I laughed, when I’d come in from work I’d gone straight to the gym, I wasn’t long back, I’d not showered or even removed my gym clothes.  She was right.

“Have a great night, where’s he taking you?”

“Don’t know,” she replied, checking her makeup for one last time before grabbing her keys from the bowl by the door.  I picked up the remote for the TV and flipped it on as background noise as she closed the door.  I needed to get into the mood, and give it some time just in case she came back quickly having forgotten something.

While I waited, counting down an hour I picked up my phone and went to Pornhub to pass the time.  Purposely I avoided touching myself, showing restraint as I watched some amateur choking vids.  I try to stay away from the ones where the girl is choked out – that’s too much really, I never watch the hanging ones, that’s way too extreme.

No, I like the ones where the girl is bound, unable to free herself and the man – it’s almost always a man – fucks her hard, then she’ll take a deep breath as he puts a hand on her throat and crushes it.  That does it for me, the thought that that’s me under him, unable to move or breathe whilst being used as a cocksleeve.  Love it.

When my hour was up I went to my room and pulled my sex toy basket out from the back of the cupboard.  I kept it there, covered in old clothes.  I don’t know if Olivia ever went looking in my cupboard, but I’d rather she didn’t know about it.  What is it about our society that makes it OK to be gay, bi, trans but submissive is something to be hidden?  One day someone braver than me will come out as a sub/slave/Master/Dom and society might accept us.  Until then . . . .

I stripped and looked at myself, I’d stopped sweating but my hair was still a mess.  I’d  not showered of course, knowing what was coming next.  There was no point.  I started with one of my collars, a leather one with a D ring.  I put it on loosely.  I felt better already.  I love wearing my collar, even if I don’t have an owner at the moment.  I needed to get over my previous owner first.

I took a thin rope and tied it to the D ring and turned the collar round, now the buckles that fastened it to my neck were at the front.  Two of them, this collar was about two inches wide.  Maybe I should have used a thinner one – but I didn’t want to use a steel one.  Leather is much better for being choked with, it would mould to my throat better and, I imagine, dig in less and hurt less.

Next I put on my ankle and wrist cuffs, I wasn’t going to need them but I like how they look.  A Dom can quickly use them to restrain me, I guess I just like wearing them.  Next it was the ball gag, I put it straight in and fastened it loosely, I wanted to be able to spit it out if required.  The final adornment was a pair of adjustable nipple clamps on a short chain.  I put one on and screwed it onto my nipples.  As the plastic covered end bit into my skin I gasped, once I was happy it wouldn’t come off I put the other one onto my other nipple and screwed it into place.

The clamps hurt at first, they always do.  It doesn’t take long for my nipples to numb a little, so after a few second I put another couple of turns onto them, hurting myself more.  I went to my bed and picked up the rabbit from under my pillow – the battery one, not the big boy and turned to look at myself in the full length mirror.

I looked good – not great, the post workout, pre shower body but I still looked good.  The sight of a woman in a collar gets me excited, has done for a long as I can remember.  While I watched myself I fumbled behind my back and pulled the rope, forcing the collar to dig into my neck.  I was surprised at how hard I had to pull to restrict my breathing but it worked.  I was happy.

I left my room and went into the lounge area.  I looked around, the drapes were closed, the TV on low and the flame effect fire burning in the corner of the room.  I put a towel onto the egg chair, just in case, then I sat on the edge and pushed myself up, snuggling into it.  The towel was a really soft fluffy one, not harsh like a gym one.

I reached up and put the rope over through the chair frame and over the hook it was suspended from, then down again through the frame until it dangled in front of me.  I took it in both hands and pulled hard, the collar moved backwards and I went a little with it, until my head/back hit the back of the chair and there was nowhere else to go.

I pulled harder, then harder again.  I was careful to not wrap the rope round my hands, instead just holding it in my fists.  I tested and let go and fell forward, the rope moved freely and I could easily breathe again.  I was happy and reasonably convinced I was safe.  Well, safe from killing myself anyway . . . .

Inspiration came next, as I said before.  I went back to the best video I’d found that evening and projected it onto the apartment’s huge TV from my phone.  I turned the rabbit on and touched it to my pussy, the welcoming buzzing made me gasp instantly, fuck I needed this.  I decided to mimic what I was watching on the huge screen – I didn’t have a man brutally using me, obviously.  But I had a girl’s best friend in the rabbit.

As the man pushed the girl to the bed I opened my legs as wide as I could in the egg, my knees touching the sides.  Fuck, I should have brought some thin rope to tie them in place.  Next time. 

On the screen the girl screamed as he forced his huge cock inside her.  She was a shit actress.  As he entered her I pushed the rabbit inside me and turned it on.  I gasped (not screamed) it was heavenly as it started to pulse.  I squeezed the walls of my cunt around it, resisting it as it vibrated and pulsed.  I pushed it deeper, toying with myself, keeping the ears half an inch from my clit.  I wouldn’t allow it to touch me there, not yet.  I didn’t want to cum.  Not yet anyway.

I watched the TV as the man slapped the woman’s face hard, once way then the other.  I hit myself in time with him, not as hard as he did obviously, I didn’t want to leave marks.  Then the moment I was waiting for.  He put his right hand down onto the bed, next to her head and lifted his left hand, and put it on her throat.  She breathed in as he moved and I mirrored her.  I took a deep breath and took the rope in my left hand and pulled.

As I pulled the rope moved, over the frame hook and it tightened, pulling the collar upwards and digging into my neck.  But not tight enough.  I put my other hand onto the rope and pulled again, this time the collar dug in and prevented me from breathing.  I was happy.  I turned my attention back to the screen.  I knew what was coming.

The model’s face was going red as the man’s hand kept it’s grip on her neck,  he slapped her face again and again, I let go with a hand and hit myself again and again, then I pushed the rabbit the last inch inside me and the ears touched my clit.  I pulled harder on the rope, imagining it was the actor strangling me.

I was choking myself hard, I was trying to breathe, gasping for breath as the sensations grew in my pussy.  My orgasm was getting close, on screen the girl was struggling, trying to get away from the man, but he was far too strong for her.  He screamed and stopped thrusting, cumming deep inside the girl.  Still he didn’t let go.

I couldn’t last any longer, I came and came hard, my body bent at the waist, making the collar dig in more.  I didn’t want to breathe, the lack of air was making my vision go and my orgasm more intense, wave after wave was still coming over me.  I was biting down hard on the gag, glad that it was in place.  I couldn’t help it, I let go of the rope and started to breathe.  Fuck, that was annoying.  As I let go my hand caught the nipple clamp chain and it came flying off.  I hadn’t meant for that to happen, but I was glad it did, the pain was intense but I loved it.

I sat there for minutes, letting my orgasm subside, I turned the rabbit off and pulled it out, I couldn’t resist and I pulled it to my mouth and sucked it.  On screen the man rolled off the woman and she, like me, drank in the air, refreshing her color, he grabbed her head and forced her down onto his cock, I loved that.  I love sucking cock just after I’ve been fucked, tasting my own juice off his cock.  I sucked the rabbit until I was calm again, then pulled my legs together and hugged myself.  This had worked well, but could be better.  Surely I could think of a more challenging way to choke myself?


The Shower
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Finding safe, interesting but challenging ways to put yourself into a predicament situation is a challenge when your boyfriend/Master lives on the other side of the country and you live with a friend.  I could ask my roommate I guess, but I think she’d ask me to leave.  It’s her apartment after all.

Olivia was going away for the weekend, so I started to plan before she left.  On the Friday morning I put a plastic tub into the freezer about a third full of water and went out to work, leaving after Olivia.  The tub was huge, maybe 10 inches on each side.  When I came back from work it was frozen solid, just as I wanted.  I pulled it from the freezer and left it on the worktop for an hour to thaw slightly.

Next step was to get the handcuffs and the key, testing that it was the right key several times.  You can’t be too careful in a situation like this.  I roughed the melting surface of the ice tub up and pushed the key into the center, then topped it up with water and placed it in the freezer.  Come the morning my only means of escape would be encased in solid ice.  There’s a spare as well, but I wouldn’t be able to move to get it if my plan came to fruition.

When I went to bed I pushed my Bluetooth butt plug into my ass, groaning as it slid inside me.  Doesn’t matter how much lube you use, it always hurts a little as my ass opens to accept it and then closes around the thin neck.  It had been on charge all day, it was ready for tomorrow.

I lay in bed, dreaming about what was to come.  I swear I could smell my pussy under the covers, it was a freezing cold day and my bed was the only warm place in the apartment.  I couldn’t sleep, so I finger fucked myself repeatedly, bringing myself to the verge of orgasm and then pulling my hand away.  Denial is huge for me and it would make tomorrow, when I finally came, all the better for the denial now.  Eventually I drifted off to sleep.

I didn’t have an alarm set, I was in no rush.  When I got up I drank four pints of water and ate a small breakfast, then cleaned my teeth and took everything I needed into the bathroom.  Ropes, collar, cuffs, key enclosed in ice . . . . .

I closed the bathroom door – I didn’t lock it, I was home alone – turned the heating off and opened the window.  I wanted the cold air, I wanted to make my suffering as real as I could.  As the cold air hit me instantly my nipples became erect.  I smiled at looked at myself in the mirror, 22 years old, long dark hair and full, firm D cup breasts.  I shivered, time to put my plan into action. 

I put the key encased in the ice into the shower.  I had no idea how long it would take to melt – that’s the thrill isn’t it, the loss of control.  I could have bound myself with an easy way out, but that would be cheating, wouldn’t it?

I started with my phone.  I set the ass plug to random vibrate, I knew that it would last for hours in that mode.  It wasn’t cheap!  It didn’t start straight away, I was grateful for that.  It’s hard to concentrate when there’s eight inches of rubber vibrating inside your ass.  I put my phone on the vanity unit and put everything else inside the shower cubicle.  I wondered about putting the shower on but decided against it – cold would be too much and hot would be welcome, but it would melt the ice too quickly.

The second stage was to insert a dildo into my pussy, I was already wet and it slid in easily.  It’s smaller than the butt plug, maybe six inches long but it’s quite fat.  I pushed it inside me and then slid on a pair of bikini briefs to hold it in place.  It was also connected to my phone, sometimes they’d be on together, sometimes just one or the other, sometimes nothing.  The sense of loss of control was amazing.

Inside the shower I closed the door and set to work.  Next was my collar, padlocking in in place.  They key was in my room – that wasn’t an issue.  Next I gagged myself, nothing too big, just a one inch red ball gag with a hole in the middle.  The hole is important, I wouldn’t be able to spit it out and if my nose got blocked I’d still be able to breathe.

I picked up an elasticated rope about three feet long and hooked one end to the shower holder on the wall and put the other end onto a D ring on my collar on the back of my neck.  I positioned the ice and sat on it, then bent forward, as my head came down the elasticated rope tightened and choked my neck.  I smiled, this was what I wanted.  It restricted my breathing, but didn’t choke me completely.  Good.

Next I opened my legs and put the soles of my feet together touching.  I took a small, thin length of rope and tied my toes together, then bound my ankles to each other, pulling them together.  My legs were open, knees about 10 inches above the shower floor.  Next was the hardest part.

I selected another rope, a bit longer and tied the middle round my big toes.  I pulled it hard to test it, it wasn’t coming off any time soon.  I took one end and lifted it to my left breast, my nipple was rock hard, the ring on it hanging down.  I passed the end through the ring and let the end dangle, the put the other end of the rope through the ring on my other nipple. 

I pulled the ends, forcing me to bend at the waist, causing the rope to my neck to tighten.  I bent more, until I could tie the end round my big toe again.  Then I repeated with the other end.  I was now bent at the waist, a rope pulling on my collar. Another one connecting my nipples and toes.  I tested it, straightening up.  I gasped, instantly there was pain in my nipples as the rope went taught, pulling at my nipples and breasts.  I lifted my feet slightly, easing the pressure on my poor tits.  I smiled, this was going better than I’d hoped.

I now had a choice, I could bend forward and choke myself, or lean back and hurt my tits.  I was in heaven.  I groped around and found the cuffs, I thought for a moment and put one over my left wrist and locked it in place.  I picked up the blindfold and put it on over my eyes, blacking out the room.  As the ice melted I’d get lower and lower, stretching the rope on my neck.

I put my hands behind my back and waited for a moment, thinking.  Was it worth the risk?  Of course it was, I groped and after several attempts locked my other wrist inside the cuffs and the die was cast, I couldn’t escape until the ice melted and released the key. 

I’m no fool by the way, I’d practiced unlocking the cuffs many, many times.  Either with a Dom or on my own, when I knew Olivia was in the apartment to free me, if needed.  I can get the key from the floor, it usually takes a few attempts before I can remove the cuffs, but it’s not an issue.  I wouldn’t want to risk it.

I’m ready and as if reading my mind the plug in my ass started to vibrate, gently at first and then starting to pump in and out.  I was panting, I could feel it against the dildo in my pussy, then that started to vibrate as well.  My ass was going numb from the ice, but the sensations inside me were incredible.  My clit was also numb, there was no way I was going to cum like this.  Good, I wanted it to last.

As the devices worked together I started to move at the waist, lost in the moment.  I bent forward, choking myself but relieving the pressure on my tits.  I didn’t think I was in any danger if I’d slipped and fallen the rope on my collar would have snapped, or the shower come away from the wall.  I love pain and suffering, but I’m not prepared to die for it.

I was suddenly aware of another pressure on me, the water I drank was making its way through my system and I needed to pee.  I ignored the sensation, putting it out of my mind and I decided I could piss only when both devices were off.  Looking back that was stupid.

My ass plug suddenly stopped and I cried out, I wanted it to keep going, working with the dildo in my cunt – the sensation of them working together was incredible, almost like being used by two guys at once.  Almost.

The vibrations in my ass had almost subsided when it started again on a different program, instead of fucking me it just vibrated, if anything this was even better, the two of them had slightly different rhythms and they came in and out of synch.  The pressure was building on my bladder and I was desperate to pee, but no, not until they both stopped.

How long did that take 10 . . 20 minutes, I had no idea but my decision was as good as an order from a Master.  I had to obey.  When they both stopped it took me a moment to notice, but as soon as I did I let the piss out, I imagined it burning a hole in the ice as it came out.  As I wet myself the relief on my bladder was instant, but that meant I noticed the pressure my neck and back were under.  Gently, ever so gently, still pissing myself I straightened up.  The rope between my toes and tits went taught, then started to pull on my sensitive nipples.  At that moment I didn’t care, I needed to relieve the pain in my back.  Think it doesn’t hurt?  Sit on the floor and bend forward until you’re at about 45 degrees and wait.  See how long you can last.

As I straightened up the rope pulled more and more at my tits.  I was desperate to sit up straight backed but I’d done my job too well.  The rope between my tits and toes was too short and I couldn’t manage it, fuck it was agony.  I cried out, partly in pain, partly in annoyance that I’d got it wrong.  I moved my hands. Trying to get them round to my front to undo the ropes, but it was no good.  I’d done far too good a job.

The next few hours passed in much the same way, I’d be stimulated and denied, I’d piss myself, I was freezing cold (the window, another mistake), I couldn’t feel anything in my ass, it was completely numb due to the ice which was slowly melting.  As it went I was being lowered, the pressure on my neck increased so I had no choice but to bend less and increase the pain in my nipples and tits.  This was agony, hot, sexy, delicious agony.

How long did I spend like that?  I still don’t know.  Every time I felt for the key I couldn’t find it, obviously I just needed to wait a bit longer for more ice to melt.  But most of the time I was lost to the world, lost in pain and suffering, pleasure and delight in equal measure.  I kept thinking of what I’d do the moment I was free, I’d uncuff myself and before I released the ropes I’d masturbate.  I’d cum in seconds, I’d scream and yell out loud as I got the release I craved, the release I deserved, the release I needed.

Once more I searched for the key under my ass, rocking from side to side as I felt for it.  Fuck, was that it?  Did I touch it?  Fuck, I did, I . . . I knocked it, I was scrambling round, feeling for it.  The panic set in.  I wasn’t feeling the ridges in the ice with my cold, numb fingers, I was feeling the cold ridged floor of the shower tray, and I couldn’t find the key.  I couldn’t find the fucking key.

I screamed, this was real panic now.  I screamed and yelled, shouted and cursed, but it did me no good.  I think every other apartment in that block was let to transient business men, here Monday to Friday, gone for the weekend.  The ball gag must have prevented too much noise anyway.

Eventually I gave up screaming, I was stuck.  There was no escape for me.  Tears had long since stopped flowing down my face, my bladder was empty, I was hungry, my jaw, my back, my tits, my hips, everything ached.  The batteries in the dildo and butt plug had long since gone flat.  I was well and truly fucked.  There was nothing I could do.  I just stayed there in the shower, trapped on the floor.  Waiting for Olivia to return and rescue me . . . .


Heels & Breasts

[image: ]

Wearing high heels it torture enough, my ex-partner used to love me wearing them and the higher the better for him.  He always wants me in them, most were around three inches, some four and one pair almost five.  They were, they are, agony to wear.  So I wear them to work sometimes, just because I can.

When we first got together we started slowly as we both worked out what we like.  It was my first true D/s relationship.  I’d played before, been tied up, gagged but this was for real.  Calling him Sir all the time, slipping on a collar when I came home and leaving it there until the following morning.  Have him put it on me on a Thursday night – work from home Fridays – and leaving it there until Monday morning.  When covid came it stayed in place for days and days.  I’d wear it out, under a high necked sweater or a scarf.

My first experience of predicament bondage came soon after we’d moved in together.  I know now that this was one of his true loves.  Very little made him happier than binding me in a painful position and leaving me for an hour or two, staying with me to watch me suffer.  His basement was his own private BDSM wonderworld, when he took me down there that first time.  We didn’t play down there that day, he just showed me his equipment.

I’d been living with him for a month or so when he asked me about predicament bondage.  I knew what it was of course, but I told him I’d never tried.  I knew what was coming next, would I like to try?  I could see the almost childlike look on his face as he asked me.  How could I say no?  Besides, I wanted to give it a go.  It was something new, something different.  And who doesn’t like to try something new once in a while?

He ordered me to strip naked which I did in front of him.  I teased him as I stripped off, revealing my nipples last.  He slapped my ass hard, then ordered me to go put on fishnet stockings and meet me in the basement.  Naturally I did as ordered.  I wanted to see what he had planned.  He opened a box once I was naked and took out some serious heels, he put them in front of me and with his help I got them on.  Then the twist, he padlocked them in place.

Once I was with my Master again he kissed me and reassured me I could end this any time.  All I had to do was say I wanted it to come to an end and it would.  Instantly.  We kissed and I told him I was interested in what he had planned.

He started with elastic bands.  He showed me a box full of them, I had no idea where this was going.  He put one over his hands and then grasped one of my D cup breasts.  He squeezed the base and opened his hands.  The rubber slid down his hands and over my breast, it dug into my skin and it tightened and restricted my breast.  I looked at him and smiled, it was OK.

He took another and another and another until 10 were nestling on my breast, raising it up a little.  I checked it against my other one, already it was going a little red as the blood flow was restricted.  We kissed again and I asked him to continue.  He laughed and quickly applied the same number of bands to my other boob.  He stood back, admiring his work.  Weeks later he’d do the same to me again, but then make me go out wearing my rubber band bra to work.  Fuck I felt like a slut that day.

Next he took a thin rope and put it under my boobs.  He pushed one end inside the bands, leaving about a foot hanging down, then started to wrap it around my chest.  When he’d gone round once he tied the loose end to the long part and secured it in place, the rubber bands had constricted my tits, meaning that the rope could bind my boobs easily.  I’d seen it before, but this was a first for me.  He looped the rope around four times, then pushed up between my breasts, around the rope at the top, then under and over, under and over until my breasts came together.

When he stepped back I looked at myself in the full length mirror.  I looked hot and I could see the bulge in his pants.  He opened his mouth to speak but I nodded, telling him I was OK.  I wanted to please him, to suffer for him.  I trusted him, implicitly.

He took the loose ends of the rope from around my bound tits and passed the two loose ends of the rope upwards through the hook in the ceiling.  I’d spend many hours suspended from that, but that was yet to come.  I watched as he passed one end to the right, through another hook about two feet away and then down, then the other end to the left and down.

He picked up two small buckets, each could only have been six inches high and maybe four in diameter.  He tied the handles to the dangling ropes, the buckets were about level with my shoulders, my breasts carrying their weight.  He stood back to examine his handywork, then we kissed.  This was intriguing. 

He pushed my arms out, putting the handles into my hands, then he offered me a ball gag.  I nodded, I love being gagged.  Makes me feel completely helpless.  I opened my mouth wide, accepting the ball behind my teeth

For the last part he rummaged around in a box until he found what he was looking for.  It was a selection of weights which he showed to me.  Now I understood.  Without waiting he picked up the two, each weighed four ounces, I could see when he showed them to me.  He smiled as he slipped them into the buckets and my arms/shoulders took the weight.

He picked up my phone and stood it on a bench, showing me a countdown timer set to one hour.  He clicked start and spoke to me.

“One hour Paige, one hour.  Every time you move I’ll put another weight in.  Make it to the hour and you get to cum.  Ask for release and I’ll free you, but you have to blow me five times before you get to cum again.”

The pain was already growing in my shoulders and we were less than a minute in the predicament when I staggered a little, my arms sagged and my Master noticed.  He checked the clock and shook his head, then picked up the next weights and showed them to me, these were six ounces and he dropped them into the buckets.

Instantly my shoulders sagged more, I just couldn’t hold the buckets out at arm’s length.  As my shoulders sagged the weight was taken by my bound breasts, causing the rope to tighten a little.  The pulling, lifting sensation took me by surprise and I moved again, my feet already uncomfortable locked into the heels and I staggered once more.  Fuck, still less than two minutes into the predicament.

I could see what it was now, I could lift with my arms and relieve the pressure on my tits, or lower my arms and let my tits take the weight.  Fuck, he was up again, carrying bigger weights.

“I’m going to run out at this rate,” he said, placing them into the buckets, causing my tits to lift again.  The pain was building slowly and steadily, sweat was starting to form on my forehead.  It wasn’t particularly hot in the basement, it never is, but I was concentrating so hard.  I was watching my Master throughout this, he was watching me.

“Want to stop?” he asked.  Well, those were the words that came out of his mouth.  What he wanted was for me to carry on.  I shook my head.  Four more times in that hour he slipped a weight into the bucket, each making it harder for me to lift my arms, each making me more unbalanced, each making me more likely to move and earn another weight.  Every time he put one in he asked me if I wanted to stop, each and every time I shook my head.  I was not going to lose.

At first I was unaware of the pain in my calves, I don’t wear heels that frequently, and when I do I don’t stand in them for an hour without moving.  In a way I was glad of that pain, it allowed me to focus on it, sometimes taking my mind off my shoulders and breasts.

He counted down the last 30 seconds and was across to me quickly, untying my tits and removing the rubber bands – he did this too quickly and three times one escaped his hand and the elastic came crashing down into my blood starved breasts, causing me to cry out in pain.  Fuck that hurts.  He did apologize for that each time. 

When I was finally free I took my breasts into my hands and caressed them, they’d carried that weight for far too long.  I looked at them, red and purple from a lack of blood, blood which was now returning and reviving them.  As it coursed through my sensitive body the pain was amplified, three thin red lines where the elastic had exploded into my body.  They’d be there for days.

Finally he took the heels off, I’d been unaware of the pain in my ankles and calves having been forced into an unnatural position.  I cried out again as my heels came down and touched the floor, the cramp in them now a real pain.

The last restraint to come out was the gag, I could barely close my mouth for a few seconds, the muscles stiff from lack of use.  The he pulled me close, he held me, him fully clothed and me naked – I love that dynamic, it re-enforces my position as his.  He held me for what felt like forever before he walked me across the basement to the old couch and pushed me down onto it.  I put my hands up above my head, wrists crossed and he put his strong hand over my wrists, holding me in place.  He was on the floor, kneeling.  Without thinking I opened my legs, wanting his hand between them.

He didn’t hesitate and urgently slid his hand between my thighs and up onto my pussy.  He didn’t toy with me, just pushed his fingers straight inside and started to fuck me with them.  I moaned, I had no idea I was so wet.  He just kept at it, keeping my arms restrained.  I closed my eyes, it wouldn’t be long before I came, and came hard.  I was thinking about how I’d been restrained.  My mouth was open slightly, breathing faster and faster, taking shallow breaths.

He positioned his hand so his thumb was touching my clit as he continued to finger fuck my pussy, he put his head over mine, our lips touching and we kissed, he used his head to push mine down.  I struggled against him, wanting to wrap my arms around his back but he was too strong.  I could feel it, I was getting closer and closer, then my hips started to buck and I came hard, thighs coming together to hold his hand in place.

When I relaxed he let go of his slave and I looked at him, tears forming in my eyes.  He released his grip on me and helped me to a sitting position and we kissed again.  I put my hand onto his pants, feeling his rock hard cock.  I smiled at my Master.

“Now,” I said, “What about one of those 5 blowjobs Sir?” and slipped off the couch.


Afterword

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







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




Paige

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


Praise For Author

[Blackmaiiled]

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

- G. Jorgensen

[5 Days in San Fransico]

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

- Jonel

[Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame]

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

- Chris

[The Secret Slave]

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

- Lonney C. Smith


Books By This Author

5 Days in San Francisco

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

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


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

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

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

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

He continued to smile and after a moment she nodded.

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

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

 Poker Slaves

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

Pony Girl Ranch : Fire and Flame 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No.”

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

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

“No.”

Blackmailed

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

Sarah,

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

Your Master
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