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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?

And will anyone ever release you?


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.


Ball Gag
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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
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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
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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.


The Cabin
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When you told me we were going away for a weekend I was excited, as were you.  A whole weekend with you, I had dreams of spending it naked, collared, serving your every need for a whole weekend.  When we got there it was a little disappointing.

The website had shown pictures of wonderful, isolated cabins with log stores, open fires and not another soul within miles.  When we got there it was obvious that this was not exactly as shown.  The location had a central patio area – I guess ideal for a barbeque at the weekend with a dozen friends – if you’d all rented a cabin each.  But we didn’t have a dozen friends, we were a couple, sneaking away for a weekend, me away from my friends, you away from your wife.  Never mind, we could still make the best of it.

As we’d driven up we could see that the other cabins were occupied, it was twilight and the lights were on, smoke rising from the chimneys into the still, windless air.

“Shit, won’t even be alone,” you remarked.  I didn’t say anything, there was nothing really to add.

We drove up and parked outside the cabin, I unlocked it and helped you in with the bags.  Once inside I unpacked and made coffee while you lit the fire.  Even in late April there was still snow on the ground, it might have been 50 degrees outside but the snow was lingering late into the spring.

Once the stove was burning both our moods improved.  The cabin was small, just one room with the bed, a small kitchen area, and a seating area for us both with a large rug on the floor.  It warmed up quickly and I stripped off, you put my collar on and we were ready to make the most of it.  You went outside for a smoke (I wish you didn’t smoke, but it’s not up to me) and I stayed inside, making the place as nice as I could.

When you came back in I saw that look in your eye, I knew you were thinking of something.  And it probably wouldn’t go well for me.

“Ready for a predicament?” you asked.  I love predicament bondage, arranging myself from one way of suffering to another, for your entertainment.

“Always Sir,” I replied.  I meant it.  A good girl should always be ready to suffer for her partner’s fun.  I watched as you went to the bag with the bondage equipment in it.  I knew what was in there – I’d packed it – but I didn’t know what was coming out.  I was surprised at your choices, ropes (obviously), a ball gag (fair enough), the wand and harness. 

The wand is used for giving me pleasure, normally after I’ve suffered or pleased you.  Seeing it so early made me worried.  And the harness?  The only reason for that would be to hold it in place.  Fuck, orgasm torture?  As it happens, I was correct, just not the orgasm torture that I’d expected.

First things first, you made me put on the harness and locked it into place around my waist.  You inserted the battery wand (not as good as the wired one, but not my choice) and locked in in place with the head on my sensitive pussy and clit.  You pulled it a few times to make sure it was secure.  When you smiled I knew it wasn’t coming out any time soon.

You handed me the phone pocket I use for running, I put it on my arm and secured it, then you slipped my phone inside.

Next you put a leash on me and then led me outside into the central area, as we walked the security light came on and the whole area lit up.  It hadn’t got any warmer outside and the cool air made my skin tingle and breath condense.  I was naked, surrounded by cabins and anyone, anyone could have looked outside and seen me. 

I checked the cabins, looking at each one in turn, each window had a rectangle of light round the edge where the drapes were drawn.  No one could see us, but the thrill of potentially getting caught turned me on.  I’m no exhibitionist, but it’s always thrilling to potentially be exposed like this.

You put a plastic chair in the center and ordered me to sit on it, then bound my arms to the chair.  I expected you to tie my legs to the chair legs but you didn’t bother.  Then you did something behind the chair, I couldn’t see what.  I started to shiver, it was very cold to be naked outside.

When you came back round the front you kissed me passionately,  taking my breasts into your hands and playing with them.  You delighted in my erect nipples, I couldn’t feel much - too cold -  before standing back.  You smiled your evil smile again and whispered in my ear.

“You can come back inside after two orgasms or one hour, your choice Paige.”

With that you turned the wand on and walked away.  Bastard.  But where was the predicament element in this?

As you walked away I just started after you.  Were you just going to leave me in the cold, exposed to the elements and other people catching a long weekend break?  I watched you go back inside, then the security light flicked off as there was no motion in the yard.  I was cold and shivering, surely you weren’t just going to leave me exposed like this?

Then the familiar buzzing started as you activated the wand – I hadn’t looked, it was the Bluetooth wand, enabled by you from inside the warm confines of the cabin.  I couldn’t help my reaction, I threw my head back and moaned, my long dark hair falling and I looked up at the stars.

My view was instantly spoiled as the motion of my head activated the security light.  Fuck, that was the predicament, I’d have to stay perfectly still as the device vibrated between my legs.  I gripped the chair arms firmly and sat upright, moaning louder and louder as it vibrated, giving me no respite from its attentions.

Fuck, that was the second part, wasn’t it?  I’m not quiet, I can never cum in silence.  I scream in pleasure when I cum, moaning throughout as the pleasure builds.  I bit my tongue, hoping the pain would distract me.

“Fuck,” I half yelled, involuntarily, the only sound in the dark.  I heard someone moving to my right and looked as the drapes opened and a woman was silhouetted again the bright light of her cabin.  A man joined her and they both looked out.  But the wand didn’t care and the vibrations continued.  It took all my concentration not to move, not to yell again.  Either would have led to my discovery.

Then I had a thought, he’d not tied my legs to the chair, it was a cheap white plastic one, couldn’t have weighed more than five pounds so fuck it, I leaned forward, thrust my legs down and stood, bending at the waist.  The chair came up off the ground, I plotted my path to our cabin and started to walk.  I’d take the punishment whipping over this torture any day.

The security light came on straight away, as soon as I stood up.  I looked around, there were no drapes twitching, no blinds lifted and I started to walk, the first step slowly as I established my path and position, then a second and a third.  Then I went flying, I landed on my side as I fell.  I cried out, walking with the chair on me in that position wasn’t easy, add in the snow, ice and wand and it was hard.

I looked behind me.  Fuck, that was what you’d been doing.  You’d tied the chair to a post, I wouldn’t have been able to escape back to the cabin.  I swear I could hear you laughing, you’d known this would happen.

I looked around and worked my way back onto my feet, then sat down in the chair.  In the end I had no choice, there was no way I could resist cumming for an hour with that thing vibrating on my pussy.  I decided to embrace my position and state of attire and cum as quickly as possible.  I threw my head back and concentrated on the wand, the pleasure that it gives.  I was soon moaning loudly as it continued to vibrate, within minutes I was crying out loudly, pleading to be allowed to orgasm.

When it hit me I bent double and screamed, the pleasure was incredible, I no longer cared about anything in the world other than that orgasm as it engulfed me.  Normally I’d pull the wand away just after I came, I’m far too sensitive but I couldn’t.  The head continued to vibrate against me as I came, the pleasure was soon delicious agony, my pussy was pulsing and there was no escape.

I glanced around, half of the cabins had their curtains open and I could see people staring at me.  I looked at our cabin, my Master was there, watching me.  He raised a hand upwards and extended one finger, totally black, silhouetted in the light.  One, fuck, one more to go.

Some of the doors were opened and a couple of guys came out and one couple.  They all walked towards me.  I looked around, desperate but there was no escape.  Instead I just decided to ignore the cold, the people and concentrate on getting out of there.  The only way I knew how.

I’m not an exhibitionist, the idea of playing in public normally repulses me but today it worked.  Knowing that the crowd would grow and grow as the wand had it’s way with me was a turn on, I wanted to be out of there.  I dropped my head back, it didn’t matter if I moved, there were so many other people moving around me.

I thought of the situation, the wand vibrating my pussy, the people watching and could soon feel the sensations building again.  I imagined you watching from inside the cabin, in the warmth.  My legs are twitching, I can hear people speaking.

“Fuck, I think she’s going to cum again,” said one guy.

He was right, I tried to close my legs, no chance.  I started to moan, louder than usual, my body spasmed as I came and I screamed as loudly as I could, I no longer cared about anything else.  Fuck, that felt good. 

When I opened my eyes I looked around, a dozen people were less than 10 feet away from me.  But I only cared about one.  I looked up at our cabin, I couldn’t see you anywhere.  Surely, surely you heard me orgasm?  Everyone else did, they were applauding me, some were even cheering.  Fuck, they were starting to get close, one was almost touching me.

I felt a hand on my shoulder, sliding down onto my breast.  I twisted to see who it was, this wasn’t allowed.  I looked up, ready to scream, but instead I smiled.  It was my Master.

“Show’s almost over,” he said to the crowd.  I could sense the disappointment.  Master bent down and untied me, put a leash onto my collar and pulled me off the chair, onto my hands and knees.  The snow was cold, but the paving stones were freezing.  “Crawl after me,” he ordered as he started to walk.

The audience clapped and applauded at the show, despite the cold my face was burning from the humiliation.  Soon I’d be back in the warm.


The Standing Cage
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The first time my partner took me into his basement there were three things that really caught my eyes.  First was the St. Andrews cross (I knew what that was), second was the wooden pony (more on that later) and last was the standing cage.  I didn’t know what it was, well, I didn’t know the real name for it, but I could work it out.  It had to be a torture device, adapted for the S & M community.

There are many different types of standing cage, my partner was, and probably still is, a very wealthy man and it will come as no surprise that this was the top of the range, hand made and fully adjustable.  He could make it taller or shorter, adjust the positions of the bars to make the restraint easier or harder.  Sometimes he’d place me in there for hours, with my head locked to the side.  But that’s a stress position, not a predicament.

The cage was made entirely of steel.  The base was a lattice of steel, each bar flat, about 1cm wide with 6 cm gaps between them, forming a crisscross pattern.  Uncomfortable to stand on, but not unbearable.  Fuck, there’s no point in a stress position if it’s so painful you need to use your safe word in the first minute.  It’s got to be painful, but not so painful that you can’t hold it for a long time.

The cage has four vertical bars and eight adjustable horizontal hoops round the side.  The hoops can be lifted up and down and locked in place, they can also be pushed in and out to make the confinement more brutal or easier to deal with.  There’s an optional head attachment as well – but I’ll write about that in a later installment.

When I first saw it I was attracted to the cage, I wanted to be inside it, just to experience what it was like.  My partner is a good man, he told me I’d have to wait several weeks, to build up trust between us before he’d place me in it.  I guess looking back he was worried that if he confined me in it, I’d go straight to the police when I was released.  Important lesson there – start slowly in any BDSM relationship, you might want to be beaten senseless, but don’t do it on a first date.

We’d been together for about six months when I first experienced a predicament with the cage.  He told me that I was going in it for two hours – I’d been in it before by then, and I’d done longer than that.  So I was waiting on the catch.  Before we entered the basement I stripped off (always naked in there after the first viewing) and followed him in, lead by the leash on my collar.

Once inside I was surprised, the cage normally stands on the floor, secured back to the basement wall to ensure I couldn’t fall over while trapped inside its cold steel frame.  But he’d lifted it up, it was about a foot off the floor, standing on a support, still secured to the wall.  He kissed me as we looked at it, I wanted to ask what was going to happen, but didn’t.  He knows that I love being surprised.

He unlocked it and opened it, bidding me to stand inside.  As it closed I felt safe, the steel frame always makes me feel safe and secure, almost like being held.  He locked the frame shut, it wasn’t as tight against my body as it sometimes is, there was room to move around, five or six inches of wiggle room.

First he locked my wrist cuffs to the frame of the cage, level with my hips.  They were only attached loosely, I could still move them around a little.  Next the same treatment for my ankle cuffs, but rather than secure them to the base of the cage he fastened them to the first horizontal bar, which was about four inches up. 

Next he adjusted the bars above and below my breasts.  He pulled me forward so my skin was against the cool metal frame, my breasts either side of a vertical bar, sticking out of the cage.  He pulled the bars higher and lower until they were squeezing the tender flesh of my chest between them, then secured them.  As a test he picked up a thin cane and struck my trapped boobs half a dozen times, causing me to scream in pain and attempt to pull back, but it was to no avail.  My breasts were stuck in place, and that effectively held me in place.

“I needed to make sure you weren’t going anywhere,” he said, then kissed me through the bars of the cage.  It was far enough off the floor that our faces were level and he didn’t have to bend down.  I looked down at my boobs, they were already starting to darken for the lack of blood, and six thin red lines were forming on them from where he’d struck me.

“I’m not going anywhere Sir,” I replied, smiling.  I was happy and excited, I wanted to see what he’d got planned for me.  If he’d wanted to just confine me he’d have adjusted the bars backwards so that I’d have been unable to move and tied my wrists and ankles with rope to the frame, but I had some degree of freedom where I was.

He put his hand inside the cage and pushed my thighs apart.  I bent down as best I could – despite my trapped tits – allowing him access between my thighs and onto my pussy.  I gasped when he touched me, I was surprised at just how wet I was already.  He watched me for a few moments as he rubbed my clit, before pushing his fingers inside my hole.  I closed my eyes and tilted my head backwards, loving his touch.

He kept it up, until I was gasping, panting and pleading with him for permission to cum.  He just ignored me for a few seconds, then pulled his hand out, leaving me denied.  I straightened my head up and looked at him, as always it was his decision if I could cum or not.  He usually let me, so this was different.

He took his hand away from my pussy and lifted it up opposite my face, then put it inside the cage.  Without thinking I opened my mouth and sucked his fingers clean, all the time he was smiling.

“Think you can do a few hours in here Paige?” he asked.

Was he kidding?  I’ve been secured in here for much, much longer than that with the steel up tight against my body, rendering me completely unable to move.  There had to be a catch.  I knew it.  But this was a game he wanted to play, and he expected me to play along with him.

“Of course I can Sir,” I replied.  He smiled a knowing smile, fuck I was in trouble here.  He stepped back and walked to the cupboard on the wall.  He dug in it for a while and then pulled out something I didn’t recognize.  He saw my confusion.
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“This,” he said, “is an electric mini hob with two plates.  He showed it to me, then put it on the floor underneath the cage.  Now I knew what was coming.  He went back to the cupboard and pulled out a timer plug. 

“And this,” he went on, “Is a timer plug with a random function.  He plugged it in and I watched as he plugged the hob into the wall.  He fiddled with it for a moment, then unplugged it and plugged the hob into the timer plug. 

“If you can do the whole game in there you get to cum twice.  Fail and you don’t get to cum for the rest of the month.”  Quick thought, fuck it’s the 6th.  Twenty plus days without cumming.  Fuck, I had to do it.  As if reading my mind he spoke to me again.

"Want to try Paige?”

Defiance was my only response, “I’m going to succeed Sir,” I stated.  He kissed me again. 

“Good girl,” he said.  He slapped my constrained tits hard, then re-arranged the couch & TV.  He sat down and started to watch the game.  I couldn’t see the TV, not that it mattered.  American football is a mystery to me, like it is for 98% of the world.

A few minutes passed before I heard a click.  I knew instantly what that was, the plug had flicked on.  I panicked for a moment, then relaxed.  Nothing had actually changed.  I just continued to stand. 

Almost imperceptibly I became aware of the heat rising from under my feet.  At first it was fine, as I’ve said before the basement was always cool and being naked in there wasn’t always pleasant so I welcomed the heat under me.  But as it continued to build and build it became more and more uncomfortable.

I started to move around, trying to find an escape from the heat, but I was severely limited.  First I tried going onto tip toes, it gave me some relief, but only in my heels, and with the additional irritation of more pain in my toes and calves.  So I quickly abandoned that strategy.

My next attempt fared a little better, there was enough play in the ankle ropes to allow me to lift one leg and then the other, so I alternated back and forth, but each time the pain grew and the relief was less when I swapped feet.  Mercifully there was a click as the plug switched off and the heat started to die down.  My Master also heard it.

“Want to quit?”

“No Sir,” I replied, meaning it.  I love pushing myself and proving what I can take for his sadistic pleasure. 

“OK,” he said and turned back to the TV.  I wish I knew what time it was and how far on the game was, I knew it was still in the first quarter but I’d been focused on the pain, not on the game.  My heart sank when I heard that only five minutes had passed.  Fuck, so I probably had another three hours or more to go.

Click.

What?  That was hardly fair, it had been on for ages and the respite had only been a minute.  This time the plates were already warm and within a minute it was hot on my feet again.  I started to dance from foot to foot, my Master looked at me and laughed.

“Sure you don’t want to be released Paige?”

“No thank you Sir,” I replied defiantly.

“Come on, you’re a clever girl, you can work it out?”

What did he mean?  I thought about it, there had to be an escape route.  But what was it?  I felt about with my raised foot, then I worked it out.  The bar my ankles were secured to was about eight inches above the base of the cage.  I thrust my ass backwards and lifted my left leg.  I felt about with it and found the bar.  I pushed my foot as far forward as I could and felt the warm steel underneath it.  That was the way out.  I pushed down and took my weight on my foot as cried out in pain.  He looked up at me again.

“Ah, you’ve worked it out.”

I lifted my other foot and stood on the horizontal bar.  Before I always been grateful that these bars were round with no sharp edges, but now it was agony, there was so much less surface area to bear my weight.  Only one chance left.  I let my ass sag and some of my weight was transferred to my tits, again causing me pain but relieving the pain in my feet.  I had to find a balance.

I was trembling with exertion and sweating profusely, the whole of my body from my shoulders down was hot, I could feel the little rivulets coming off me and dripping down onto the floor of the basement.  Every once in a while some would land on one of the hot plates and turn to steam with a hiss, when that hit my body the pain was even worse.  I cried out several times, but never asked to be freed.

For the next three hours I alternated between standing on the floor of the cage when the heat was off, and moving between the pain in my feet and the pain in my breasts.  My partner asked me between every play if I wanted to be released, every time I said no.  I could see how happy he was that I was suffering for his pleasure. 

When the game finally ended he walked over and unplugged the stove.  We kissed and he picked up a stick vibrator.  I smiled.

“You did really well, I’m proud of you.”

We kissed as he turned it on and pushed it between the bars, the end touching my soaking pussy.  I was ready to cum.


Candles
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I love the light from candles, well, what girl doesn’t?  Lying in the tub surrounded by them, the warm glow just makes you feel special.  Candles in an S & M world are, of course, used to light the scene.  And inflict pain, if that’s what you’re into.

My first introduction to candle wax came at university.  My boyfriend (and part time dom.) at the time had me tied to the bed, legs spread wide, arms bound above my head while he played with me.  The room had been lit by candle light, only half a dozen of them but I remember it clearly.  He picked one of them up and showed it to me.  I knew what he was going to do instinctively and I nodded my head, indicating that I’d given him permission.

He moved it closer to me and over my chest, then tilted the candle and a couple of drops of wax fell from it’s top, down through the air and onto one of my breasts.  I’d held my breath in anticipation of the pain that was to come, but I wasn’t prepared for it.

“Arrrgh, fuck,” I managed to half stifle.  I’d have screamed much, much louder if I wasn’t in a student flat with very thin walls, even so my roommate on the other side banged on the wall and asked if I was OK.  I managed to shout back I’d just stubbed my toe.  My boyfriend quickly put the candle back, the moment was gone and we both laughed at the scene.

A couple of weeks later I was on my own and I started to think about wax again.  I checked I was home alone and then in my room stripped off and lit one candle.  I started to masturbate, looking at the flickering flame when I picked up the candle, took a deep breath and dripped the wax onto my chest.  This time the pain was less than before – don’t get me wrong, it hurt but not as much.  Was this because I knew what to expect?

I lay there, playing with myself, dropping wax onto my tits until I came, just as I orgasmed I dripped wax onto my nipples, that really hurt but it made my orgasm far more intense.  After that my boyfriend and I played with wax a lot until we split up, he just wanted to inflict more pain on me than I was prepared to take – I’m not a masochist, I just have an occasional masochistic streak I guess.

My Master in America enjoyed hurting me with wax, he was always careful to respect my limits though.  One of the great things about him was his imagination, or was it experience?  He’d been on the scene for longer than I’d been alive, he’d seen everything I guess.

The rules we had were simple, when I was wearing my collar I was to be submissive and obedient, when it was off we were like any normal couple (well, any normal couple with a 25+ year age gap).  I was still submissive to him, but not always absolutely obedient.

We’d been living together for about six months when I was feeling bratty.  I had my collar on but I kept back chatting, pushing the boundaries of where a good sub should be.  He’d warned me a couple of times about my behavior, but I still kept pushing and pushing.  Eventually he’d had enough and ordered me to the basement.  I smiled as I descended the stairs, part of me must have wanted what was coming I think.

Once there I waited for him in the Nadu position, kneeling, legs open, head down.  When he came in he didn’t speak.  I was expecting to be bound to the cross and whipped, but he had something far more creative in mind.  I watched as he pulled the bench out into the middle of the room, then he ordered me to lie on it, face down, arms behind my back.  I folded them as ordered, my long black hair falling off the sides of the bench and almost onto the floor.

He took my shoulders in his hands and pulled me across the ancient leather surface until my breasts were just hanging off the edge, then put his hands underneath and felt my boobs, squeezing and caressing them.  He knew what they were about to suffer.  I, at the time, did not.

He took a rope and started to bind my legs to the bench, starting just under my ass and passing it over my legs and under the bench, round and round until he ran out of rope, maybe a dozen loops or so.  Then used a second rope to repeat lower down, until my legs between my ass and knees were tied down tight.  I wasn’t going anywhere.  Next he tied my ankles together, but I could feel that there was a ring tied to them as well.  I was turned on, not knowing is so exciting.

He unfolded my arms and tied my wrists and elbows together (there’s always several inches between my elbows when they are bound, I’m not flexible enough to get them touching, despite years of trying).  I heard him select something from the wall of devices behind me and he showed it to me, the head harness, complete with ball gag.  I opened my mouth wide to indicate my willingness to wear it.  I was keen to see where this was going.

He pushed the ball into my mouth and I bit down on it, holding it in while he adjusted the straps to secure it in place.  There’s a ring on the back of it and he tied a rope to it.  He pulled over a chair and stood on it, I guessed (correctly) that he was passing the rope though the hook/ring on the ceiling.  When he let go of the rope I felt it land on my back.  I still had no idea what was about to happen – and with the gag in there was no way to ask.

He walked away again and put something into my hands, telling me to hold it still.  It was a metal ring, I could feel it.  He tied it to my wrists, then I felt him pass the rope through the ring.  Next he bent my legs at the knees  until my ankles almost touched my wrists.  He pulled the long rope tight and tied it to the ring at my ankles.  I wasn’t quite hogtied, but not far off.

I was listening intently, we’d been together long enough that I knew that this wasn’t it.  He bend down and kissed my ear.  “Ready Paige?” he asked.  In nodded my head as best I could, then he stood back.  Something was wrong.

He picked something else up and gathered my hair behind my head.  “Shit,” I heard him say.  What had gone wrong?  He started to pull my hair into a pony tail, apparently it was important that it was out of the way.  He was correct.  He pulled it back and let the rough tail lie on my back, between my shoulders and down towards my hands, tucking it under my bound arms.

He went to the cupboard in the basement and I listened intently, he spent a couple of minutes doing something, then I heard his zippo come to life and the pleasant glow of candles.  There were four of them lit, each about five inches high and a small, yellow light on them.  I was still in the dark as to his plan.

He walked back to me, put the candles on the floor and kissed my head, then bent down and pulled my hair, forcing my neck back and head up.  He looked me in the eyes.

“I warned you several times,” he told me, “But you just kept pushing and pushing the boundaries.  Now for you punishment.”  He slid the candles under my breasts, the flames were maybe four or five inches from my flesh.  Instantly the heat started to hurt my tender skin and I thrashed about, trying in vain the escape the heat.

I bent my head down and tried to blow the candles out, but I couldn’t force enough air down my nose or out of mouth to blow them, but there was a small degree of satisfaction when the flames moved in the air.

“You can’t blow them out,” he told me as he stood up, slapping my ass, “Work it out Paige, you’re an intelligent girl and you know what I like.”  I stopped panicking and started thinking.  There was always a way out.  Then it struck me, the headdress and rope.  I pushed my legs backwards and the rope moved between the steel rings.  I bent my back at the same time and my head, body and breasts all lifted.  The relief in my tits was almost instant, by moving them twice as far away from the heat source the pain went down by about 90%.

The down side, of course, was the instant pain in the small of my back, in my neck and head, but the relief in my breasts made it worthwhile.  At least for the first minute.  The pain in my back got worse and worse and it wasn’t long before I had to lower myself down again, releasing the tension in my back – and in my legs, shit I’d not even been aware of how much my legs hurt until I lowered myself.

Of course, the heat on my chest started to build again instantly, I knew I’d only be able to have one, maybe two minutes rest in that position before I’d have to move again.

“The candles will take about 30 minutes to burn down,” he told me, “that’s how long you’re going to spend like this,”, he laughed quietly, “Unless you can think of another way out, or you ask to be released.  But I know you, you won’t do that, will you?”

I shook my head, I knew he wanted me to ask to be released.  But there was no way I’d give him the satisfaction.  When I raised myself up the pain in my back was instant.  I had a thought, I was gagged, saliva was running out of my mouth.  I couldn’t see what I was doing, but I stayed raised until some spit dripped off my chin and onto the floor, when I bent down I looked, I’d missed the candles but was very close.  All I had to do was aim better . . . . .

I had to judge my movements now, they couldn’t just be when I hurt too much, I also had to move when my mouth was full of spit and it was about to come out.  This meant moving before I’d had as much as I could take.  I missed for the next two lifts, on the third I heard a pleasant sizzle as one of the candles went out.  Success!

“Well done,” I heard him say, “you snuffed one out.  I reckon you’re about a quarter of the way through.  Want out?”  I shook my head, always defiant.  There was still a long time to go.


Solo Zipper
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This is one of the most straightforward, and safest ways you can place yourself into a predicament situation, and it’s so simple to make it easier or harder, depending on your situation and what you want.  All you need is a long piece of string and some clothespins – the more you have, the more pain you can inflict on someone – or yourself . . . .

This was something I’d done to myself before, but I wanted to try it again.  After a few months single it was time to start getting back into the swing of it.  I waited until Olivia, my roommate, was out for the night.  I’d not played with myself for two whole weeks (agony), but that was part of the game . . .

As soon as Olivia went out I stripped and took a quick bath – I wanted to feel sexy for this.  I’d prepared, last night after work I called by the hardware store and bought a couple of packets of clothespins – I wasn’t sure how many I was going to use, but when 100 were less than $10 it’s not like it was going to cost me a fortune.  I didn’t think I’d get all 200 on my body, but you never know.

I’d also bought a couple of balls of string, again, when I was alone last night I’d prepared and tied one clothespin to the end of each length of string.  A beginner’s mistake is to think that you need to tie every clothespin to the string – I mean, you can if you want but it’s very limiting, you have to then put them on your body at preset intervals, and if you’re aiming for one particular bit, say you nipples, you might find you can’t reach.  So my advice is only tie the end one on.

When I got out of the bath I put everything I’d need onto the hanging egg chair in the main room.  I wasn’t going to sit in the chair, but I needed it – or rather I needed the frame of it for this.  I put a small bucket, some weights, the twine, the clothespins, some scissors and my wand onto the chair, checked the door was locked (again) and was ready to go.  I’d set myself a target, if I succeeded I’d allow myself to cum, if I failed another week of denial was coming.

First things first, I cut a couple of short lengths of string and tied them to the bucket, into the bucket I put a 1lb weight and tied it loosely to the egg chair, quite high up.  Next I steeled myself and picked up the first clothespin tied to the string.  I looked at it, such a small thing, but it was going to cause me such pain. 

The first one is always the worst.  I bent over and pulled the skin tight on the back of my calf, pulling it out and squeezing it tight.  I opened the clothespin, took a deep breath and put it onto my body.  The fear of the pain was worse that the reality, it bit into my skin but didn’t hurt too much.  I knew from experience, however, that the longer it was on, the more it would hurt.  And that when they came off it would be agony.

I put the starter peg onto my other calf and started to work my way up my legs, placing the next peg about an inch from the first one.  For each peg all you’ve got to do it put the string under the peg, almost on your skin, then wrap it round the peg and onto the next one.  Then when the string is pulled and the first one comes off all the others will come flying with it.  And that’s when it really hurts.

When I’d got to my knees I moved the string round to the front of my legs, mostly so I could reach and do it myself.  In the past my partner had gone up the back of my legs, then between them, putting 2 or 3 clothespins onto my pussy lips.  Surprisingly they don’t hurt that much going on.  Coming off on the other hand . . . .

I ignored my pussy and put the next ones on just above my hips, working my way up my side, putting the pegs closer together than I did when I worked on my legs.  When I got under my breasts I paused, then did the other side of my stomach.  I checked and was surprised to see that I’d got more than half of them on already.  They hurt, but nothing like the next ones would.  The next ones were going on my tits.

I pinched my underboob and put the first one onto my breast.  For the first time I cried out, not loudly but it hurt.  I put a second, third and then fourth on, I was just under my nipple then.  The next one should have gone on my nipple, but I hesitated and worked on my other breast instead.  I took a deep breath, picked up a peg, wound the string round the peg, pinched my nipple and let the open end bite into my sensitive bud.

“Fuck,” I cried out and started to breathe more deeply.  I was committed now, I had to make the other side match.  Once more when it went on I cried out. I put a couple more on each breast, then I’d had enough.  When my partner had done this to me I’d have been bound to the cross and he always worked his way down my arms, not giving me the chance to stop.  But when you’re doing it to yourself you can stop anytime.

The next part was tricky, I tied the end of the string to the bucket, first having passed the string through the hook of the egg chair.  I untied the bucket from the frame very carefully, if I’d have slipped up here  the pins would have come flying off, and I didn’t want that to happen.  Not yet anyway.  I picked the bucket up and stepped backwards until my arms were outstretched, holding the bucket.  The string was under tension, if I let go the bucket would fall and the pins would come flying off.

“Alexa, start stopwatch,” I said.

“OK, stopwatch started,” it replied.

This was the challenge I’d set for myself, if I could last 15 minutes holding the bucket at arm’s length I’d take the pins off slowly and as painlessly as I could, if I let go they’d come flying off and no orgasm.  If I failed to last 15 minutes I’d let go when the stopwatch was checked and no orgasm. 

Almost instantly I started to sweat and lean backwards, there might only have been  1lb in the bucket but felt like there were 10lbs in there.  My arms were fully extended, level with the floor.  I looked at my arms, the string ran along them, there was a little slack in it, but not much.  I gritted my teeth and held on.

I'd not been at it long, but I had to find out. “Alexa, how long on the stopwatch?”

“Your stopwatch has been running for three minutes and 34 seconds.”  Fuck, really, was that all? I knew then that I wasn’t going to make 15 minutes, but I had to try.  My arms were already sagging, there was no way, none that I could make it.  It was decision time.

The thing with clothespins is if you open them and remove them the pain isn’t that bad, the worst bit is when the blood re-enters your flesh after being denied for so long.  If they come flying off it hurts, I mean it really hurts as your skin isn’t slowly released, it just slides through the grip and the pain gets worse as it gets pinched at the end.

But this is as naught compared to a slow exit, when the pegs come off one by one, each one coming off slowly and they bite into your skin.  The pain is intense and it just goes on and on.  No, I made my decision.  15 minutes was stupid, I’d let go and allow myself to cum if I’d managed five minutes.  I waited as long as I could, took a deep breath and let go of the bucket.  It came out of my hands, swung and slipped down towards the floor.  I couldn’t help it, I screamed in pain as the pins came flying off my body, going all over the room.

I bent double and fell to the floor, crying.  I managed to ask Alexa how much time had passed, fuck, not even 5 minutes.  I started to cry, but a promise to yourself, in the absence of a master, is as good as one to him.  I crawled to the chair and took my wand, putting it onto my pussy.  I gasped, I was shocked, I was soaking wet and the vibrations soon had me on edge, gasping, desperate to cum.  It took all of my self-control to pull the wand away just as I was about to climax. I lay on the floor for a while, before I picked myself up. 

I surveyed the room, pins were everywhere, fuck it they could be dealt with later.  I went to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror, thin red marks were all over my body where the clothespins had bitten into my body.  I showered quickly and dried off, went to my room and pulled on a Tee-shirt and lounge pants, then returned to the living area and picked up all the pins, then hid them along with everything else in my room.  Next time I’d do better.

When I came back out I was surprised to see Olivia in the egg chair. 

“Crap date?” I asked.

“The worst”, she replied, “Like talking to a dull brick wall.”  She had a glass of wine and pointed to the bottle, I helped myself to a glass and sat on the couch.  She put her phone down and flicked on the TV, she was channel hopping and then reached down into the cushions on the chair.  I watched, in semi shock as she picked out a clothespin.  She held it up, looking at it, then at me.

“What the fuck?”  Given that we live on the 9th floor of an apartment block a fair question.  She looked at me, I just shrugged my shoulders, hoping she didn’t see the guilty look on my face.  I need to be more careful tidying up next time.


Pain Management
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I’m a masochist, the real deal.  I get off on pain.  I enjoy being hurt.  How many more ways can I say this?  I like it when a man takes control and inflicts pain on me.  As long as I’m in the mood that is, it’s not like I get all wet when I bang my arm or when I dropped a hammer on my foot in Lowe’s last weekend, then I cried out, it fucking hurt.  But when that died and the burning sensation came in half an hour later, that I enjoyed . . . . took a couple of days to fade, that’s the best kind of pain.

One of the main issues of being a real masochist is finding a suitable Dom that is prepared to hurt you, really hurt you.  There are so many fake ones out there that think taking off their belt and lightly hitting you a couple of times will do the trick.  Yeah, maybe when I was first experimenting and finding out what I was, that worked, but it just doesn't do it for me any more.

The other main issue of course is finding a sane Dom who’s prepared to listen to you and knows when to stop.  Honestly, I’ve seen people beaten so badly that they could barely move, bruises that ran so deep they were still visible a week, two weeks later, and its happened to me.  Sometimes I’m in the mood for that, but it really depends.

And then you get the real nutters, the ones that should be locked up.  One guy I met kidnapped me (it was CnC – Consensual, non-consensual, i.e. we were playing) but when I’d had enough he refused to release me and I spent five days in his dungeon, being raped and beaten.  When he finally released me I went straight to the police and half a dozen women came forward with similar claims.  He claimed I’d agreed to it all – the moron even filmed it which made for great evidence at the trial.  He’ll taste fresh air when he’s into his 80s and not before.

I almost quit the scene after that.  For almost a year I went without a good session, sometimes I’d hurt myself but it’s not the same.  When you know what’s coming, know that it’s going to stop it’s not the same.  The surprise isn’t there.  And I missed that.

I should have learned my lesson then, that this was something to do in clubs with a hundred people around, but my job takes me all over the country and sometimes the world, even at a real club people are, understandably, nervous about serious impact play with someone that they don’t know very well.  They’ll do research and discover that I sent a man to jail for the best part of 40 years and shy away from really hurting me.  It’s a fine line to tread.

I tried to do a shoot with several of the real sadists that run their own websites, same story.  They’d read about my history and politely decline.  I’d explain why this had gone to court, that I trusted them, that they had nothing to worry about but I’d never hear back after the first refusal.

I first met Jon in a bar while I was travelling in the Midwest, a fellow road warrior.  We’d spoken online and our travel paths crossed on a regular basis.  He seemed nice, claimed he was a sadist, seemed sane and suggested meeting in a hotel bar.  Then, as he said, if things went well back to my room for the night.  A hotel room was good.  If I screamed someone would come to rescue me.

That night, he showed me his bag of tricks, whips, crops, clamps, canes, belts . . . I was like a child in a sweet shop.  I picked out a cane, a crop, a single tailed whip and a belt.  I ignored the tawse, that’s just too intense.  Jon also showed his sanity, I picked out a ball gag but he refused to use it on me.  He wanted my mouth available to scream, if I wanted to be rescued. 

I stripped off, self conscious in front of him but he appeared to like the look of me.  He got me on the bed on all fours, knees slightly apart and picked out the crop.  It was about two feet long, made of soft black leather, with white stitching.  That first strike is the important one, too soft and he’s not up to the job.  Hit too hard and I’ll scream in pain and it’s over.  It takes time to warm me up.  Jon got it just about right.  I gasped as it hit home, he held the crop against my skin before pulling it away and placing his hand on my ass.  He kissed my ass, then whispered “More?”  Of course I wanted more, but it was good that he asked.

He hit me a dozen times with the crop, before moving to the belt.  I was on the verge of tears when the first blow came, I couldn’t help it, I cried out and started to cry, my legs thrashed up and down on the bed, this hurt.  He was the real deal, I didn’t ask him to stop so he hit me again and again.  After the fourth blow there was a banging on the wall and some muffled shouting from the room next door.  Tears were streaming down my face and I was crying out with every blow.  Then  there was a knock on the door.

“Are you OK in there?”  I didn’t respond instantly, I was crying too much, “We’re coming in,” the voice added a few seconds later.  Shit, SHIT, SHIT.  Jon stepped back, hiding behind the wall so he was invisible from the door.  I leaped off the bed, searching for the gown but I was too late, the door was open and two hotel staff were standing there, staring at me, at my naked body, running their eyes up and down.

“Sorry,” one of them said, “We had a report of crying and screaming . . . I, erm, I mean, . . .,” he looked me up and down again, then turned and took the gown off the door and handed it to me.  I slipped it on, he was looking round the room.

“I’m OK,” I replied, “I  . . . dropped my laptop on my foot.”  Lame, I don’t think either of them believed me for a second, but that didn’t matter.  One nodded his head and asked me to keep the sound down.  I smiled through my tears and pushed the door closed, then put the bolt on. 

As soon as I turned round Jon was on me, he threw me to the bed face down and forced my legs apart, his rock hard cock was in my soaking wet pussy and he pounded me, both of us cumming inside a minute, the thrill of pain and exposure making me cum hard, screaming into the pillow, this time in pleasure – and also for the benefit of the person next door.  Jon came seconds after me, I felt his cock pulsing inside me as he did so.  We kissed, then started laughing.

When he rolled off we talked, we would never have anywhere quiet that we could go.  We discussed how to train me (train me, like I’m some kind of animal) to be quiet.  I told him what I hated, much as I love pain on my ass and thighs, I hate, hate, HATE pain on my nipples and labia.  When we went home we arranged to meet again in two weeks time in another hotel, in another city and we’d commence my training. 

******

Two weeks later I was waiting for him.  When Jon arrived he told me he’d got a plan.  And it was going to hurt if I failed.  I was naked, the thrill of opening the door to be exposed was huge.  When the knock came I opened the door without even checking the spyhole, it was thrilling.  I was half sad it was Jon standing there.  He kissed me then stepped in.  I moved to close the door, but he put his hand on it and held out a key.

“Go to my room, 416, and get the bag from the bed.  Leave the key in the room.”  He pushed me out and closed the door behind me.  I was shocked, thrilled but shocked.  I’d not expected this.  I was on seven, for fuck’s sake.  I knocked on the door and shouted “Hey” a few times but he ignored me.  Secretly I was glad.  I walked to the emergency stairwell and opened it, looking up and down.  I descended the three floors and opened the door, looking around nervously.  Luckily his room was only six doors away from the stairwell.

I walked slowly – should I have run? to his room and scanned the card quickly, too quickly and it took me four attempts to slow down and gain access to his room.  The bag was on the bed as expected.  I picked it up and went back to the door, putting the key on the desk, I could hear noise in the corridor so I waited, when it went quiet I looked through the peep hole and opened the door and stepped out.  The door closed behind me, I was now naked with no bolt hole.  I’d only taken 10 steps when the elevator pinged.  FUCK.  I ran, forcing open the fire door, I’m pretty sure that they saw me.  I was laughing as I climbed the stairs, it had been fun.

When I got to my floor I didn’t wait, I just walked out of the stairwell, if I got seen, I got seen.  I was even a little bit sad that I didn’t get caught.  I knocked on my door and Jon made me wait a full minute before he let me into the room.  When I did I called him a bastard, he slapped my ass hard and hold me to get onto the bed.  I was so turned on I wanted him to fuck me there and then, but he didn’t.  He was an expert at teasing me.  That was good, I was discovering a new side to myself.

I got on the bed, like I had done last time.  This time he lifted my calves and feet so that they were at 45 degrees to the bed.  Then he tied strings to each toe on each foot and put one from each foot over my shoulders.  I asked him what he was doing, but he just put a finger to his lips, showing me he wanted me to be silent.  This was hot.  From his bag he pulled out a couple of clothespins and tied them to the string coming over my shoulder, he crossed the strings round my neck and put them onto my nipples, apologizing that this would hurt.  He was right, it did.  Then he tightened the strings.

Next he put eight clothespins on my labia, four on each and tied them off again.  Then he asked me if I wanted to be gagged.  I nodded, he pushed a ball gag into my mouth, then showed me the crop and belt.  “Let’s try again,” he said, “But if you move, the pins will coming flying off.”  They’d hurt going on, but that with him closing them in place, if they got pulled off the pain would be intense as they bit into the sensitive flash.  He knew what he was doing.

As before he started with the cane, then onto the belt.  I managed until the fifth stroke of the belt before I lifted my legs enough and some of the pins came off my pussy.  The pain was unreal, I panicked and pushed my legs down, the one on my nipples came flying off and then I thrashed about, the rest coming off my labia.  Jon took me into his arms and held me, stroking my hair, giving me the aftercare I needed, calming me down and pulling out the gag.  When I could manage I asked if we could do it again.  He smiled, “Effective isn’t it?”

I nodded, he wasn’t wrong.  As further punishment he made me blow him, while I didn’t get to cum.  “Not until you can hold still,” he told me, kissing my head. 

It took three more nights, when he did fuck me I came, head pushed into the pillows and screaming, despite the gag in my mouth.

We advance from clothespins to clamps and binder clamps, now I can take virtually any beating to my ass without moving, crying or screaming.  Who knows, maybe I’m in the room next to you at this very moment, being beaten and having the time of my life.


Praying
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My partner had come home from work – he was working on the East coast, we lived on the West coast.  So every Sunday he’d take the redeye to the East and I’d stay at home for the next four nights.  That was one of the reasons I started writing, it helped to fill in the time alone.

Sometimes I’d go to the airport to meet him and bring him home, but more usually I’d wait, watching his flight land on my app.  He didn’t take any hold luggage – he had an apartment near where he worked – so I could pretty accurately guess when he’d come home.

What happened next would depend on how tired he was.  Sure, he was senior enough that he didn’t fly coach, but even so he’d be weary most of the time.  Both of us used to work long, very long days Monday through Thursday so that Friday and the weekends could be easy days.

Sometimes when he came home we’d go out for something to eat, but mostly we’d stay in.  He’d have eaten on the plane and I’d get something while I was waiting. 

No doubt most of you have the idea that I’d be waiting naked, collared, desperate to meet and obey my owner.  Some S & M relationships are like that I guess, but ours wasn’t.  When he came home we were much like any other couple, we hugged and kissed, he went for a shower and I brought him a glass of wine.  He took it from me as he got out and he looked at me and smiled.  I always made an effort for his homecoming, nothing excessive, but I’d put on subtle makeup, make sure my hair was straight and my clothes sexy. 

At heart I’m a jeans and faded Tee shirt girl, but I dressed for him, a short skirt, heels and a tight white shirt, four buttons undone to reveal my breasts.  Underneath I was wearing a lacy black bra, stockings and suspenders with a tiny G string.  I knew what he liked!

After the shower he was more awake and with it, he toweled himself off and I drank in his body, toned and muscular with a short greying beard.  He looked good for his age, no, that’s not right, he looked good for any age.  When away with work there wasn’t much to do in the evenings so he worked out, and it showed.

He ran the towel over his hair and threw it to the floor, we couldn’t take our eyes off each other.

“Want to play?” he asked.

“Always,” I replied, smiling.  I’m a submissive and my partner wanted to play.  Of course I did, I’d not seen him for four days and was ready to submit and be controlled.  The familiar thrill went through me at the thought. 

He walked over to the wardrobe and opened it, taking out a leather collar.  We’ve got a variety of collars, one for every mood.  When he turned round I was on my knees, legs apart, my hands holding my hair up and out of the way, ready to be collared.  I watched him, my eyes fixed on his as he walked back.

As he bent down over me an inner sense of calm took me, it always does.  His hands opened and the leather came into contact with my skin, I almost lost it then, I just can’t describe the sensation of being collared, of being owned.  He pushed the leather through the buckle and fastened it into place, it was tight to my skin, but not so tight I would struggle to breathe.  Normally he’d twist it round, so the buckle was at the back and the D ring at the front, but not this time.  This time he left the buckle at the front and the D ring at the back.

He sat back on the bed and stroked my hair.  By placing the collar on me the dynamic had changed in an instant.  No longer was I a free – if submissive – woman, now I was a submissive slave, bound to obey his will, partially for fear of punishment, mostly because I wanted to be controlled.  If you’re not submissive you won’t understand.

“Want to try something new?” he asked.

“Always Sir,” I replied, meaning it.  I love trying new stuff.  Now I was collared the Sir came naturally.  At first I’d forget sometimes, but after a few punishment canings I soon learned.  Always call him Sir, if that’s what he wants.

“Take off your shirt and skirt,” he said standing and returning to the wardrobe.  I did as ordered and returned to my kneeling pose.  He returned with some ropes and several black leather belts.  I quivered, I was expecting him to bind me with the rope then hit me with the belt.  I love being caressed with leather over my body, feeling it against my skin, not knowing if the next touch will be a thrashing or a caressing.  I was shaking at the thought.  He could see that was what I was expecting.

“No, no little one,” he said, “Not that.”  I swear he could read my mind.  Now I was intrigued.  He took the first belt and pushed it under my knee, sliding it up my leg along the carpeted floor.  When it was over my ankle and the top of my thigh he passed the belt through the buckle and pulled it tight, much tighter than the collar on my neck.  He then repeated this on my other leg.  When these were in place he kissed me, “OK?” he asked.

“Ok Sir,” I replied.  I’d been tied like this before, but being restrained by leather was new. 

“Put your hands behind your back,” he said next, “No, not like that.  Reverse prayer.”  I shuddered at that, reverse prayer is hard to hold, it’s a yoga pose.  You put your hands behind your back, palms and fingers together, then lift.  You’ve got to be flexible for this.

I put my hands behind my back and put them together.  It hurt my shoulders, but it wasn’t that bad.  He took the rope, folded it in half and bound my wrists together, looping the rope over and over.  More rope is better, less concentrated pain in my wrists.  When he’d finished I felt a couple of lengths drop down my back.  That was unusual, normally he’s very precise with the ropes and tucks them away.

Next he took another belt and passed it over my arms, just below my breasts, behind my back locking them in place.  The third just went round my arms, between my shoulders and elbows.  I gasped as he pulled it tight, forcing my upper arms together, elbows not quite touching.

“Should I loosen it?” he asked?

I shook my head, it was painful but bearable. 

“Now for the challenging part,” he said, stroking my hair, “Ready?”

“Always Sir,” I replied.  This was true, I’m always up for a challenge.  He took the loose ends of rope dangling down my back and passed them through the D ring on the back of my collar, then pulled it tight, downwards before tying it back to my arms.  As soon as he pulled my collar bit into my throat, restricting my breathing.  I tilted my head backwards, it allowed me some air.

“Follow me,” he said, standing and walking across our bedroom to the chair in the corner.  The bedroom is quite large, maybe 30 feet long.  It took him about 15 seconds to cross, then he sat on the chair and started to wank himself, his cock growing hard as I started to move.

Fuck it was hard work, I rocked myself onto one leg, then shuffled the other forward an inch or two, then shifted the weight onto that leg and the other caught up.  Slowly I inched my way across the room.  Soon I knew I had to do something to get more air, so I pushed my arms upwards, they only moved an inch, but I drank in the air.  It took me about 10 minutes to cross the room. 

When I was very close he opened his legs wide, my face was slightly above his fully erect cock, maybe two inches away from the tip.  I looked up at him, this relieved the pressure on my neck and throat.  He patted my head.

“What do you want Paige?” he asked.  This is part of the game, what he meant was work out what I want girl.  It wasn’t hard to guess what he wanted.

“Please may I suck your cock Sir?” I asked.  He ignored me and continued to wank himself. I started to beg, he’d make me beg until I convinced myself – and him – that this was what I really wanted.  “Please Sir, I know it’s more than I deserve but please may I suck your cock?”  I could smell the musk of it, I was getting excited thinking about how degrading this was.  “Please Sir?  Please let me suck you cock?  Promise me you’ll cum in my mouth and let me swallow your cum Sir?”  He made me beg like this for a few minutes until eventually he allowed me to take his cock into my mouth.  “Thank you Sir,” I added as I looked down, opened my mouth and bent my neck, choking myself.

I did the best I could, I’d take a deep breath and force my head down, the collar digging into my throat and preventing me from breathing.  I coughed and gagged as I sucked, all the time he was wanking himself slowly.  More than once he put his hand on the back of my head and forced me all the way down, holding me in place until I struggled then he’d let me go.

Eventually I worked out that if I pushed my hands upwards – it hurt like hell – I could breathe a little better.  I got into a rhythm, push down with my head, relax – ha, ha – my arms and suck up and down, pull back, push up with my arms, take a breath and repeat.  With him wanking himself it didn’t take long before I felt his hand on my head tense, his nails digging into my skin, his cock twitched and he started to cum into my mouth.

I pulled back slightly, still keeping my lips round his cock as he pumped over and over into my willing mouth.  When he stopped cumming I pushed back down, then up to clean his cock as best I could.  I looked up at him and breathed deeply, then opened my mouth to show him his load.  He smiled at me, I closed and swallowed, then opened again to show him.

“Thank you Sir,” I said.  He patted my head.

“Good girl,” he replied, “Now let’s untie you.”

“Only if you promise to tie me like that again Sir,” I said, cheekily.  He laughed, reaching for the rope.

“If you insist, if you insist . . .”


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And the mysterious box.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stand up Alice,” Tom ordered.

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

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

“No Sir,” I replied, “I’ll try.”

“Good girl,” he said.

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

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

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

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

“Is this OK?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How bad was that Alice?” asked Tom.

“Five Master,” she replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fucking brilliant.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

For now.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Higher,” he commanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A nice big one Paige?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

******

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

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

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

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

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

******

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

“You’re late,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

******

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

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

******

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

******

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready for round two?” I asked

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

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

******

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fold your hands behind you back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready?”  I asked.

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

“Of course.”

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

“If you insist,” I replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

******

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Can I ask you something please Sir?”

“Anything.”  I was stroking her hair.

“How long was I up there Sir?  Truthfully"

“Er, just under 15 minutes.”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

******

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

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

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

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

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

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

******

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That was the point.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

For a few days at least.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

******

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Two weeks later I did my first shoot.

******

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

Me.

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

******

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

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

It was a perfect version of us both.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That, that’s incredible.”

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

******

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

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

******

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

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

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

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

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

******

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

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

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

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

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

******

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Squatting

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

Shit, I should start at the beginning.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ready for the next step, the next level Erica?

I smiled and sipped my wine.  I was ready.

Yes, I replied.  Her response was almost instant.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Erica,

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

Orders . . . . exciting.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck.

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

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

Box six.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I read the next page, again one line.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

******

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh fuck.


Up and Down

I’d had a shit day at work.  It started badly with an 8am call, meaning I was out of the house and on the beltway before 7, crappy day of endless meetings meaning I got a ticking off for not doing my day job, then on the way home a semi jackknifed and I sent almost 2 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 5 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 form 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 the 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 liked being slapped on her ass.  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, smiling.  It’s just such fun to watch her suffering, sometimes it’s better than a blow job.  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.  I looked at Tia and smiled.  She smiled back, but more a worried smile.  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 8 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 make her suffer for me.  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 for her.  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 my self once, lasted all of 2 minutes before I was desperate to remove it.  To see what it was really like I made myself last 5 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.  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 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 2 length 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 pain.  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 2.  She’d brought her legs together, naturally.  Her tits were lifted now, the nipples maybe 4 or 5 inches higher than where they’d fall to naturally, the rings in her nipples lifting upwards the ceiling and her nipples 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 1 ounce weight to each, 6 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 and her labia would have to take the strain. 

I leaned backwards and supported my weight on my palms, looking up at her.  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 lowed 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 3 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 you tits.  Every time you ask to be raised I’ll cane your ass.  2 the first time, then 4, then 6.  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 2 hours to suffer for me.

The times passed so slowly, 9 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.  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, then I collapsed into my chair.  Tia looked at me and I nodded, she took out the gag and collapsed 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
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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 5 or 6 layers of management – we weren’t going to make it official.

We’d been out of dinner, both staying in the same hotel, ah business travels or road warriors.  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 hotel and I was sat on his knees, his hands on my back trying to undo my bra, my hands removing 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 his legs.  I undid his belt, removed it and handed it to him, the 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.  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,” replied.  I smiled, I’m still not used to inches.  I opened my mouth and maintained eye contact, them 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 his pubis bone, 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, 6 inches at best but that’s a good size.  8” 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.  6” 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.  He smiled, when it was open I was surprised.  A suction dildo, 8 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.  10 minutes later my parents collected us, he was spending 2 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 3 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 forth 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 (thank you a first year course in electronics and circuits, dull but useful) 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 4” 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 4” 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, the 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 wretched, 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 when he came in.  He didn’t speak to me, just went upstairs, when he came down and looked at me.  As soon as I saw the look on his face I knew I was in trouble.  His face, 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 4 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 5 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 got off his knees and crawled into the corner – well, not really a corner but a wall.  There were marks on the floor where I was expected to put my feet and knees, which I duly did and waited.

I could stand, I could leave, I could just walk (crawl) away.  But I won’t.  He could chain me their, 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. With 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 my 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 2 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
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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.

3 girls were on the stage, I sat down as Debs walked off to the bar.  I studied them, there was a competition going on.  A domme was walking behind them, resplendent in her black leather outfit, high heels and elbow length gloves.  The 3 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 some 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 bought and paid for.  We can’t all look great.

The 2 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,” she added with an evil glint in her eye.  Debs the conundrum, 50% the girl next door, if the girl next door was 5 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 5th or 6th 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 inner legs tied together at the knees, the outer ones 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 elbows tied to her own 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 collar, the kind you put on a dog to prevent it from scratching or  biting itself, there were about 8 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 2 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 bucked 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 4 more times that night, 4 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, “5 minutes,” I said.  I pushed her off and started to rise out of bed when she pushed me back down.

“Un hu,” 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 2 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 felling my best, and for that matter neither was she probably.

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 we 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 m 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 where as I normally encourage competition.  Play one against the other, always 2 against one.  And I’m always in the two . . . well, almost always.  Sometimes they rebel and toy with, a couple of hours in the dog cage that’s only really big enough for one of them.  Well, even for one of them it’s not really big enough . . . .

“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 oved 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 my 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 where I 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 do 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 on wrapped round my waist exposing my 6 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, heads down, legs open, the way I’d trained them to wait me for.  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, the 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 2 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.

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

“Yes Master,” she said, standing 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 fun 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 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 lopped 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, 6 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 plat 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 platted expertly down her back, her long blonde hair 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 2 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 plat 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, under 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 on her tits 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 my and took me into her expert mouth, moving straight down and burying my cock in her mouth/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 Heretic’s Fork
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It’s simple, it should be simple.  When she kneels before me I expect, no, require her to keep her head still, looking up at me.  In the early days she struggled to do this, despite wanting to please.  It’s that desire to please that’s the difference between a sub and a slave.  A sub wants to be controlled for her pleasure, a slave derives her real pleasure from pleasuring and serving others.  I want her to keep her head still – she’ll keep her head still because she knows it will please me.  So when she kneels for me I want her to keep her head still and she does, not out of fear but out of this innate desire to please me.

No one can manage it straight away of course.  Holding your head still, tilting it backwards is an unpleasant experience.  I’ve tried it, you should too.  Oh, a couple of minutes is neither here nor there, but try 15 or 20 without moving.  Very hard.  She couldn’t do it when she first submitted to me, so I had to train her.

Initially we went with a posture collar, it was a huge thing, made of stiff black leather – cost a small fortune as well, I think it was re-enforced with steel.  Every night we’d come home from our respective jobs and we’d put it on her, she’d expose her neck and lift her hair out of the way, then I’d open it up and put it round her long, graceful neck and start the laborious process of pulling the strings tight.  Honestly, it was like putting a corset on her, but without the ability to put my knee into her back to help. 

Once the damn thing was on it was not ideal, to restrict her properly it had to be tight, but that made it difficult for her to breathe.  I know in our community there’s a school of thought that says this is a good thing, the idea being that because the slave has to work for every breath it’s a reminder to her that life is a gift from her owner.  Fuck’s sake, I don’t get that.  I enjoy controlling and dominating her as much as she enjoys submitting and being controlled, but I don’t want to put her in a position where her life is in danger.  We may well live the life 24x7x365 but we also have to live with the laws of the country.  Death is not an option.

But it was a useful training device.  Until she found something better.

I came home that night, long day at work, sweaty and covered in dirt – an office job isn’t for me, no gym membership required when you work outside as a lumberjack.  Hard work, physically demanding but the pay’s good and it’s free exercise.  She worked in an office, which I guess was good, meant she can look after her nails and skin.  When I got in she was home, in the kitchen cooking something.  It smelled good, she’s a good cook.

“How was your day Sir?” she asked as she heard me.

“Good,” I replied, “You?”

“Also good.”  She walked over, leaving the kitchen unattended and kissed me.  “Can I get you a beer?”  I shook my head, I don’t drink most nights.  Sometimes after a really rough day I’ll have one or two, but I’m not a big drinker. 

“I’ll just shower,” I told her.  I put my bag of tools to the side and kicked it against the wall, eased my shoes off and started to undo my jacket, handing it to her when it was off, then I climbed the stairs and went for a long, hot shower watching the dirt and grime come off me and disappear down the plug hole.  I felt like a new man when I got out, I always did.  I toweled off and got dressed, when I got downstairs she was just plating up.  Lasagna, one of my favorites.  On the table, on my place mat was a box, wrapped in brown paper.  I picked it up.

“I got you a present Sir,” she told me as I started to unwrap it.

“What is it?” I asked as the paper opened to reveal an un-marked brown carboard, box.  She didn’t answer, I’d have been disappointed if she had.  I opened it and took out what I thought was a collar, a simple black leather one but with a metal attachment.  The attachment was about four inches long with two spikes at each end, like a fork with two tines on it.  I rubbed my finger over the ends of the tines, they were sharp, not knife sharp but they’d hurt.  To test I pushed the ends into my seven fingers – you’ll never meet a lumberjack with eight fingers and two thumbs – I didn’t draw blood but it stung a little.  To a non manual worked it probably would have hurt.

“What is it?” I asked, this time expecting an answer.

“It’s called a heretic’s fork,” she replied, “It’s an medieval torture device.”  Most S & M stuff has it’s origins in medieval torture I guess.  There could have been some fun times back then, if you were that way inclined.  She continued talking, “It’s used to enforce posture, just a lot simpler than the posture collar.”

I looked at it for a few more moments, then at my girl.  She smiled at me and lifted her hair.  “Want to put it on me Sir?” she asked.  I nodded and she knelt down, tilting her head back as I put it on her, closing the buckle and locking it in place.  It was fairly loose on her neck, I could get my fingers between the collar and her skin, I tested.

“Can you breathe OK?”  I asked.  She nodded, or tried to nod, as her head came down the metal spikes pushed into her chest and underside of her jaw. 

“Ow,” she said, lifting her head a little.

“Works then?” I asked.  We both laughed a little.  There was a metal adjuster on the front, I twisted it, slowly and the fork shrank a little.  I twisted it the other way and it grew slightly in length.  I smiled, this was way better than the posture collar.

“Do you like it Sir?” she asked, seeking my approval.  That’s the thing with slaves and subs, that’s what they crave, approval.  I smiled a nodded.

“It’s great,” I said, “Think you can eat with it on?”

“Depends,” she replied.

“On what?”

“On whether or not you feed me Sir.”

I looked at her, her head was tilted slightly back so I twisted the control again and extended the forks until they were about five inches long.  She didn’t complain, just lifted her head more and more until it was in the position I wanted.  Then I served myself a large portion of the delicious lasagna and took a bite, I wasn’t wrong.  It really was very good.  I cut a small piece and blew it cool, then fed my slave.

Feeding each other is very intimate and a big ritual, when I feed her I’m controlling her, allowing her to eat what I want her to eat.  When she feeds me it’s about submission, me controlling her and making her serve me.  I put the fork into her mouth and she took the food gratefully, such an act of dominance and control.  I watched her as she chewed, normally your jaw goes down and head stays still, but due to the sharp metal spikes in her chest and jaw she had to moved her head back in an attempt to keep her jaw still.  I was getting hard watching her struggle, such devotion to me.

The meal took a long time to eat, once we were done she cleared away and we repaired to the lounge, where I had her remove my belt.  We both knew what this meant.  I had her stand, facing away from me as I started a little impact play – nothing serious, I wanted to see if she could keep her head still.

When we’d first got together she’d been shocked when we first experimented with impact play, shocked that I wanted to hurt her just for the sheer hell of it, even more shocked that she liked the sensation of her ass, or somewhere else, burning.  Shocked that the next day she’d go into the office and sit down and the burning sensation would make her want to cry or stand up, but she had to endure.

She took the first couple of strokes in silence and without moving her head, so I upped the third one and hit her significantly harder.  This time she cried out, almost a double cry of pain, initially as I hit her ass she cried out, then a second as her mouth opened and the fork pushed into the soft skin under her jaw.  She stifled the cry and closed her mouth.  We both knew she’d have to learn to take these sessions in silence.  I smiled and pull back my arm, the cane ready to strike her again


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 recall wondering.  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.  Some cultures then 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 out 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 his.  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 ½ of them had been removed.  My 2 bridesmaid today were already slaves, I’d know them for a few years.  One had been my roommate at Michian State, she was one of the 5 people coming to both receptions.  My husband and I were 2 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 I’d thought, 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 3 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 out 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 sucre to say no when it was appropriate.  I’d know him for about 5 years, longer than I’d know the 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, ¾ 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 isle, nodding to friends, people I knew, pausing to talk briefly.  I made it to the front with 5 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 me 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 2 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 the 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 by 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 5.”

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 other 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 anyway 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, 7 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

q

(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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