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   When she told him to build her a new bondage bed, she had no idea that this would be the final result!
 
   My husband is an engineer.  He’s also my submissive and my loving cuckold, and I’ve spent many years doing all sorts of deliciously evil things to him that turn us both on very, very much.  During this time we’ve built up quite the collection in our own personal dungeon that occupies the second story of our house, but I think the anniversary gift that he just gave me is by far the crown gem of my entire domineering repertoire…
 
   A couple of years ago we started dabbling in cuckolding and it’s seen our relationship soar to new heights, so about six months ago I gave him a task that I thought would both allow him to flex his creativity and put some of his skills to good use, and then afterwards give me something else that I could lord over him as I have fun with my boyfriends while he’s locked away!
 
   The task was simple – we already have a nice iron, four-poster bed in our dungeon that has a handful of attachment points for bondage, but I wanted him to create something more.  He’s already learned his way around a leather press and handmade a number of the custom restraints that we use, so specifically, his instruction was to somehow incorporate our cuckolding into the bed that had already seen many feet of rope and even more orgasms over the years!  I figured that maybe he’d add some attachment points for me to tie him down and force him to watch while I’m getting fucked, but after six long months of hammering and welding in secrecy, I’ve got to say that as a proud Mistress and loving hotwife, I couldn’t have been more impressed with the outcome.
 
   For the official unveiling of my new gift, the first thing I took note of was the fact that the bed now seemed to stand a bit higher than it used to.  Just as I had expected, firmly attached to those familiar, iron joists were a number of new rings that opened up all sorts of new bondage positions, and over the mattress he had fitted a very sleek and sexy, new black leather sheet that looked like it would feel just divine to be fucked on, but before I had a chance to comment that I had been hoping for a little more, he reassured me that I hadn’t seen nothing yet and reached up to push a small, round button recessed in one of the bedposts…
 
   Without hesitation, we heard a number of motors begin to whir from within the bed and much to my surprise, that leather-padded mattress actually began to rise up until it was several feet above our heads at the top of the posts, revealing a hidden chamber inside the bed – one that just so happened to be fitted in the shape of a man.  Taken aback as I peered inside to see a maze of leather straps within, I looked up to my husband with a pleased grin and saw him swallow hard, almost as if to only now be truly realizing just exactly what he had created before he began to explain it with words to the woman who would be soon enough using his very invention against him…
 
   “Beneath the bed I’ve created an isolation chamber, fit to your slave’s specifications, though with enough wiggle room to allow for various wardrobe or restraint options, should you choose for him to be wearing high heels or perhaps a straitjacket prior to being locked within.  All of the key points – ankles, above and below the knees, thighs, waist, chest, shoulders, wrists, elbows, and neck – have been fitted with 1.5” heavy duty straps, all of which operate on tension-persistent buckles.  What that means is that once straps have all been buckled into place, the sensors will initialize and all tighten to a secure, but not overbearing tightness … however then if the buckles sense any amount of resistance, they in turn will react and tighten down the offending limb further – as sort of a deterrent from struggling, if you will…”
 
   “Interesting…” I purred, moving in closer to admire the fine craftsmanship that went into the exquisite, leather chamber which I was now picturing my husband lovingly restrained in.  “Tell me more.”
 
   “Well,” he continued with both signs of excitement and nervousness now clearly in his voice, “another interactive feature that I’ve built into the bed is this specially designed hood.”  Handing me the device that appeared to be a conglomeration of a tight leather hood and also a gas mask, he explained, “As you would assume, there isn’t exactly much air flow in the chamber once the bed has been fully engaged, so it was important to incorporate an external air supply in the mask itself to ensure that you actually still have a slave by the end of your session…”
 
   “Good call!” I chuckled, examining the inside of the hood as he continued.
 
   “The hybrid hood/gas mask offered up a number of opportunities for features – first and foremost, that air supply can be scented by making use of the filter tube that the air runs through … it’s already been tested with a pair of your panties and I assure you that the scent was so overwhelming that it was as if they were wedged in my mouth with every breath!”
 
   I laughed.
 
   “Speaking of the mouth, because the mask is a full-face mask, a proper gag was still able to be included, so as you can see a sizeable penis gag holds the lips open widely, with a dedicated strap around the back of the neck to ensure that it’s buried firmly in the wearer’s mouth.  What makes this gag truly unique, however, is that it’s powered by pneumatic sensors that are attached to the bed, meaning that it has the ability to actually sense movement on the bed and then mimic its own motion accordingly; and second, it also has a special reservoir that can be filled, thus also doing a thorough job of mimicking the climax portion of the exchange as well…”
 
   “Ha!” I exclaimed out loud at that point.  “So is that part triggered by sensors, too?!”
 
   “Actually, it is,” he retorted.  Using a combination of motion and sound, the computer is able to simulate the entire love-making session from start to finish…”
 
   “So you’re telling me that while I’m overhead getting fucked, I can have you locked down here getting face fucked, and even force you to swallow afterwards?!”
 
   “Yes, ma’am – that’s the idea…” he replied meekly.
 
   “Now that’s cool!” I giggled as more scenarios to put my new toy through continued to rush through my head.
 
   “And lastly for the hood,” he resumed his presentation, clearly a mixture of both excited and also apprehensive about my enthusiastic response, “earbuds, as you’ve already seen with our other hoods, are enclosed in the padding around the ears, to be used either for a pre-recorded audio track or also with the microphones that are built into the canopy of the bed to give you the option of sharing the thralls of your passion, should you choose.  Also, the eyes of the mask contain special LCDs that can appear transparent as they look now, they can be programmed to display movies, pictures, static, live video from the bed, or they can also be blacked out to darkness … though with the bed locked shut, it’s not like there’s any light inside anyways…”
 
   Wow – so if total isolation wasn’t enough, it seemed that voyeur or even unwilling participant were also options on the table with my new toy!  Impressed indeed, I was, but he wasn’t done yet…
 
   “Other accessories…” he fumbled around in a cart nearby that contained a number of familiar toys, “I’ve took some of your other favorites, like the electro-stim box and the retractable prick pads, and worked them all into the same system – you can either create your own program for them to follow, or they can be told to follow the sensors in the bed to mimic the enthusiasm up top, with the pinpricks or electricity getting more intense as, errr, you do, ummm, too.  Same with this butt plug,” he explained, holding up a plug that looked much more like a dildo than any traditional butt plug, “it can be set to follow the same rhythms as the gag in the hood…”
 
   “Well, somebody’s really going to be busy when they’re locked down here, aren’t they?!” I beamed, incredibly impressed by all that he’d shown me thus far … and yet without skipping a beat, the new toys just kept on coming and coming!
 
   It was like the best Christmas ever, and I couldn’t help but fantasize about all of the cumming and cumming that I’d be doing myself as a result of his dedication to me…
 
   “Also, in addition to the tension straps, the entire interior is fitted with inflatable bladders behind the leather padding, thus ensuring that the occupant is completely entombed in tight leather from head to toe,” he continued, gesturing back to the leather crypt itself.  “The straps themselves won’t release without a special password that you’ll create yourself, and even if they did, the rest of the bed is over 500 pounds – not to mention anyone who happens to be on top of it.  Also, the open/close mechanism for the bed itself has been designed to operate off of a timer, so instead of just unlocking it when you’re finished playing, you actually set a timeframe before you begin and after that, only a panic code or an emergency detected by the system can release the restraints.”
 
   “…you know, so the lady doesn’t find herself overcome by a momentary lapse of sympathy to shoo her lover out at 3am if her slave can’t be freed until 9:30am anyways…”
 
   What a sweetheart – one of our more recent cuckolding sessions had him tied up in the closet while I was with my lover, but ended up getting cut short when my mind drifted to him and felt sorry for tying him up so tightly, though in reflection later he confided that he was on cloud nine and had been disappointed that I ended things so early.  He told me that night to feel free to be greedy when I was doing this to him – I guess this “feature” was just another way to make that a little easier for me!
 
   “And there’s no chance of escape once I put my slave in this torture chamber of yours???” I asked playfully.
 
   “I don’t see how that’s possible, ma’am,” he said with a shaky confidence.  “You should be able to kick back and fully enjoy yourself, knowing that your slave is being dominated from all angles even in your absence while you focus on your own pleasures…”
 
   “Well you’ve certainly thought of just about everything, dear – I can tell you that I’m going to have a lot of fun putting this creation of yours to good use, and I do hope that you enjoy it, too!”
 
   As he flipped a switch and the surface of the bed began to lower itself back into its normal position, my husband reached for a small box at the head of the bed that I hadn’t noticed before.  Handing it to me without opening it, he said, “Oh yes – I guess there’s just one more thing…”
 
   Opening the cardboard flaps, I felt my heart warm as I lifted the purple tissue paper to find a set of ornately designed, but quite sturdy black leather cuffs – each had a series of gold symbols etched into the leather that depicted elements of our dominant relationship together … the BDSM triskele, a rose, a lock and key, a heart … all beautifully crafted in a fine bridle leather that appeared like they could endure the most passionate of thrashings.  Five circlets of leather in total were in the box – a pair of wrist cuffs, a pair of ankle cuffs, and also an exquisitely matched collar.  I knew without even holding them up to my wrist that they had been sized specifically for me – deep down my husband knew that despite my dominance over him, I still longed to indulge in my own submissive side as well, and silently I think this last gift was his way of admitting that what better sign for the ultimate submission of a man than to watch his own dominant made submissive by her lover…
 
   Giving him a big hug, I thanked my husband and again complimented him on all of the incredible work that he had done, then after giving it some thought, I informed him that it would be one week from that day when he would debut my new gift and really put it through its paces.  Clearly I had a lot to plan, so I wanted to make sure that I gave our little game the same level of dedication that he gave to me!
 
   * * * * * * * * * *
 
   My short, leather mini dress rode up my legs as I led my husband into our dungeon seven days from when my gift had first been unveiled, the delectable click of my black patent heels resonating through the hall as he followed quietly behind me wearing nothing more than his plastic cock cage, the key to which hung on a gold chain around my ankle.
 
   The bed had already been raised into its open position when we walked into the dungeon.  He stood in front of the open chamber while I gathered up the accessories that I planned to debut that day, then looked him eye to eye…
 
   “Are you sure that you’re ready for this???  Whoever designed all of this didn’t want mercy to even be an option, so once you’re locked inside, you’re in for the duration, and I intend to try out as many of my new toys as possible tonight!”
 
   “I understand, Mistress,” he spoke softly, “and I’m sure that your cuckold slave deserves whatever this device is capable of doing in your hands…”
 
   That made me grin!
 
   “I’m sure he does!” I purred as I brought my lips to his, first just a lick and then giving him a taste of what he would be missing in the many hours to come.  “Well I hope you’re ready to get fucked as much as this girl is looking forward to getting fucked tonight because I’ve told Damien that once those cuffs are around my wrists and ankles, he’d better not stop until this pussy is raw and abused from his big, black cock…”
 
   I felt him shiver at the same time my own pussy quivered, and knew that it was now or never.  Taking one last chance to plunge my tongue between his desperate lips, I then hoarsely whispered, “Why don’t you get on your knees and kiss your Mistresses’ shoes one last time before she seals away your fate…”
 
   As he dropped to the floor I felt the surge of adrenaline that would guide me through the steps to come – seeing my husband on the floor, his lips desperate to kiss even my shoes, surrounded by the leather bondage gear all around, and knowing that out in the parlor sat a gorgeous, 6’4” black stallion eager to fuck this married white girl silly in the face of her own husband … I was ready to dominate his ass and then hand my own over to my lover in the same breath!
 
   Without saying a word as he rose, I held the heavy leather mask up to his face, waited a moment for him to wrap his lips around the generous dildo gag he had placed inside, and then made little work of lacing the hood tightly from behind until the leather creaked wonderfully against his very skull.  I pondered for a moment pressing the button that would turn his view to black, but instead decided that it would be more fun this time for him to watch firsthand as he found himself plunged deeper and deeper into his bondage until finally the bed came down over his chamber and all was complete.  Leather prick pads attached to his chest circling both of his nipples, electrodes around his cock and balls within their own little cage, and of course, my personal favorite – the dildo butt plug for his ass that would soon be working in unison with his dildo gag to simulate him being fucked by two men at once while I received my own just desserts only inches above his head…
 
   Funny – not all of us would consider that to be punishment!
 
   The last of his automated tortures in place, I then motioned to the chamber and told him, “Saddle up, cowboy!” while beginning to take relish in this elaborate predicament constructed entirely from his own perverted imagination.  He could’ve just added an attachment point to lock his collar to the corner of the bed while I got fucked, but instead … well, I certainly can’t say that he’s not a devoted slave after such an absolute commitment such as this.
 
   His body stretched out to fill the gingerbread-shaped hole as I began to fasten the straps first around his ankles, then upwards to his knees, thighs, waist, over the prickers on his chest, of course along his arms, and then finally at his neck and even one last attachment point at the top of the leather hood around his head.  Even before I activated the system to cinch them all down, it was clear that he didn’t stand a chance of escape laying surrounded by a foot deep of leather-covered padding that came above his arms, chest, and all but the outlets of the mask with him laying there on his back.
 
   With my finger on the button, I began to feel a small amount of pity for him – such overwhelming bondage while your wife is satisfied so completely by another man … and if that wasn’t enough, the whole system was designed to flaunt it in front of his face in so many ways – the live audio and video feeds of us fucking overhead, the sensors transferring every motion and accentuating every climax throughout his entire body, the very air that he breathes dominated by a dozen pairs of extremely wet panties that I went through in anticipation of this whole scheme, topped off with the same blasts of jizz down his throat that I’m sure I’ll be swallowing as well, as provided in abundance by my bull Damian upon my request.
 
   I think his exact quote was, “You are one kinky bitch, but if it means I get to take that sweet ass of yours over and over again, I’ll fill the whole bottle for him!  As much squealing that you’ll be going through, it might just take the whole thing anyways…”
 
   Then I remembered his last words – “my cuckold slave deserves this.”  No matter how seemingly cruel or intense, he built all of this because he wants it, and ultimately because he knows that I want it, too.  It’s our games like these that take our relationship to a level that few would ever understand, or even want to understand, but at the end of the day it’s what we both crave and that’s why I stood over him ready to entomb him in a leather torture prison of his own design while I myself got ravaged by a man three times his size.
 
   “You do deserve this…” I spoke out loud as I pushed the button to initiate his lock down.  He couldn’t see, but a sinister grin filled my face as I first watched the straps all simultaneously tighten just as he had described, then the air bladders behind the padding itself further pressed the leather around his body to cocoon him in place.  Once his restraints were secure and his levels stabilized, I stood in awe as the heavy surface of the bed itself descended down from above, much like the lid of a casket closing, until the bed had been returned to its normal state, though this time locking into place with a series of resounding thumps.
 
   I watched the various monitors nearby that displayed all sorts of information about his predicament, including the views from several of the bed’s video cameras, until I felt a pair of strong hands pull in around my leather-clad waist.
 
   “So, does this mean that you’re ready, baby???” a deep voice asked.
 
   I turned and fell into Damian’s muscular arms as he was quick to bring my lips to his, lifting me up as even in my heels I still stood nearly a foot shorter than him.  His kiss slow and powerful, I felt myself immediately begin to surrender, and wished that my cuckold could see me melt so effortlessly in the arms of my bull.  A firm hand soon reaching up my leather dress as our tongues continued to dance, my eyes opened to his enchanting voice continuing…
 
   “You certainly are, now aren’t you?  You got this wet just strapping your boy into this thing, let’s get you tied down and I’ll show you how a real man treats a slut like you…”
 
   “Yes, Master…” I purred as I felt my wrists instinctively cross behind my back, just as I’d seen my husband’s do so many times before.  As Damian took my new restraints from nearby and began to buckle them securely around my wrists and ankles, I looked down at one display to see the last system prompt that required my input.  I thought long and hard as I felt the leather restraints take their hold, then looked back to meet Damian’s eyes as he held the final item – the ornately fashioned, black leather collar that had been designed by my husband, who was about to have his wildest cuckolding fantasies come true.
 
   Without a word, I bent down to my knees and placed my sparkling red lips on the toe of my Master’s boot, then rose back and submissively bowed my head to allow the collar to be placed around my neck.
 
   Hearing a padlock distinctly close shut, I lifted my head to immediately meet Damian’s lips, his tongue now much more aggressive as I stood humbly in his arms.
 
   When he broke our kiss and gestured to lead me over to the awaiting bed to begin our night of unbridled passion, I reached down and typed 12 HOURS into the keypad, then pressed enter.
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