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Closet Case

As much
as it pained me to give up my old terraced brownstone, my career
had whisked me away onto pastures new and I had little reason other
than its sentimental value to keep it. I’d managed to secure a
significantly higher paying job in another city and no matter how
much I loved the milieu of my neighbourhood or the memories I’d
accrued in that home, it would have been foolhardy of me to remain
there. So, I called up an estate agent and organised a viewing with
the intention of putting it on the market. I guess, in retrospect,
I should have put a little more thought into it, as to my surprise,
I was told an agent would be round later that afternoon. Without
thinking, I agreed to the appointment and set about my duties for
the day, thinking little of the embarrassment my haste would
eventually cause. You see, I had a rather twisted little secret
hidden in that house and it was only as the bell rang to signal the
agent’s arrival that the gravity of my mistake dawned on me. With a
sudden, anxious weight on my heart, I approached the door and
opened it to greet her.

“Hi, you
must be Taylor...” she beamed, already slipping the thick, brown
buckle coat from her shoulders as she stepped inside.

“Uh...
yeah, hi.” I responded, feeling a little dumbfounded by her brazen
confidence. She handed me the coat and rubbed her hands together as
she embraced the warmth of my cavernous living room. It being the
middle of winter, the air outside was extremely chilly and the
blustery wind was quickly dampening the cosy ambience.

“I’m
Olivia, by the way.” she said, reaching out to shake my hand. I met
her grasp and was instantly struck by the smoothness of her skin.
In fact, from the moment I’d opened the door, I was a little
gobsmacked not just by her boisterous attitude, but also by her
refined beauty and elegance. She was quite tall and the shoulder
pads of her jacket gave her a broad shouldered, domineering
presence in the room, yet her voice was like that of an angel; soft
and graceful. Her hair was like molasses streaming down over her
shoulders, shimmering with the low, twinkling sunlight filtering
through the net curtains. She was smartly dressed in a designer
cream jacket and knee-length skirt, which contrasted with the
richness of her dark hair and clung to her body just enough to
emphasise the curvature of her perky ass and her sizeable bust. She
left a trail of her perfume lingering on the air as she passed by
and as I hung her coat up on the hooks behind the door, I couldn’t
help but take a quick, silent sniff. I wouldn’t have been surprised
if she’d had the perfume custom crafted just for her, as it was
utterly intoxicating and unlike anything I’d ever encountered
before.

“Can I
offer you a drink?” I asked, stepping over to the coffee table,
where a bottle of Merlot sat uncorked with a half-filled glass next
to it. It was the nearly weekend, after all, and the only thing on
my plate was the seemingly endless job of packing up for the
move.


“Well...” she hesitated, checking her sparkling gold wrist
watch for the time, “I suppose one glass wouldn’t hurt.”

I
collected a clean glass from my drinks cabinet and poured her some
wine, trying my best to steady the slight quiver of my fingers as
her eyes trained on me. Something about her had put me on edge,
like my every move was under strict scrutiny even though we’d
barely introduced each other.

“Thank
you.” she said, making sure to stroke the back of my fingers as she
took the glass from my hand, “So, tell me, what makes you want to
give up a place like this?”

“I’ll be
moving away at the end of the month.” I replied, nervously
searching for somewhere to look to avert her intrusive gaze, “I’m
starting a new job.”

She
nodded softly as she listened, staring intently at me as if she was
carefully digesting every word. In fact, she barely moved and the
wine in her glass remained completely still.

“I see.”
she said, scanning the room with a look of admiration and respect
in her eye, like she was absorbing the centuries of history the
house had witnessed, “I’ll never understand why anyone would want
to sell a place like this.”

“I only
wish I could take it with me...” I sighed. Although, in truth, my
memories of the place were mostly bittersweet. The reason I’d gone
in search of another job was because I’d been in a long term
relationship with a woman with whom I’d worked with for many years.
Sadly, our relationship had soured and I could no longer bear to be
around her, and because we shared an office space, I felt that my
only option was to leave. It was only then that I became aware of
the opportunities on offer in a rival company based half way across
the country that the path of my life swerved so
drastically.

“Lots of
memories?” she asked, sensing my reflective tone like a
hawk.

“You
could say that...” I hinted, allowing the corner of my mouth to
rise to a knowing smirk.

"If
these walls could talk, eh?" she grinned, her eye line dropping
momentarily to catch a glimpse of my cleavage heaving beneath my
black tunic top. She didn't seem to care that I'd noticed her
wandering eyes, either. I felt like I was being appraised along
with the house and even more bizarrely, I kind of liked it. I'd
always been attracted to strong women and my submissive side was
quickly syncing with her dominant persona.


"Thankfully, they can't!" I giggled, nervously toying with a
few stray wisps of my dirty blonde hair. I'd flirted with enough
women to know she was interested in me and the energy being given
off in each direction was palpable.

"Well, I
guess I should probably start viewing the house, otherwise, I'll be
here all night." she said, allowing our gaze to hold just long
enough for her meaning to ruminate. The mere thought touching her,
let alone sharing a bed with her, set me all aflutter, like a
schoolgirl about to experience her first kiss. I could feel my
cheeks blooming with embarrassment and as I moved closer to guide
her toward the kitchen, the scent of her perfume only exacerbated
my burgeoning state of arousal. Regardless, I managed to give my
mind a cold shower and took her into the kitchen; both of us
sipping our wine away.

"Nice,
spacious design." she said upon entering, pulling a small notepad
from her top jacket pocket to scribble some comments, "Very similar
to the last one I sold."

I began
to dread showing her upstairs, for it was clear that she was well
acquainted with the building's layout. I could only hope the wine
would cloud her judgement enough to overlook the glaring omission
from my tour of the house. She checked each of the ground floor
rooms and then proceeded up to the first floor, which was mostly
empty. As she moved around each of the echoing rooms, the clatter
of her high heels on the wooden floor boards trembled up my legs,
teasing me even further. She made small talk as we moved from one
room to the next, but I'll be damned if I could remember any of it.
My attention was solely fixed on the lacy imprint of her panties
beneath the fabric of her skirt. In fact, I was sure I could detect
the equally prominent ridges of her stockings and couldn't take my
eyes away, taking every second she had her back turned to admire
her ass. My clitoris was throbbing harder with every second that
passed, but then every time she spoke, I was reminded of the secret
looming upstairs. I'd picked out the enormous master bedroom on the
top floor, partly because it offered the best views, but mostly for
another very particular reason.

"Right
then, onto the bedroom..." she announced with a flirtatious wink,
triggering another wave of excitement and trepidation that rumbled
through my muscles. The idea of inviting her into my bedroom held
such overwhelmingly naughty connotations, my skin began to crawl
with anticipation as we ascended the stairs. I went first, gripping
the banister tightly as I imagined her staring at my ass just as
I’d done to hers. I wanted her so much but with every step I took,
I knew I was only moving closer and closer to my eventual,
mortifying shame. I led her into the bedroom and she immediately
began sizing the place up, alternating her attention between
estimating its value and admiring the decoration. As an interior
designer, I’d spent a great many hours making my bedroom exactly
how I liked it and for some reason, Olivia’s murmur of approval
gave me an incredible sense of pride. Then I saw it; the curious
look of confusion stretching across her face like a storm rolling
in from across the sea.

“That’s
funny...” she said, tapping her pen gently at her lips.

“Oh?” I
gulped, “What’s that?”

“This
room is too small.” she continued, peering back out of the door
onto the landing, “In fact, it’s only two thirds the usual
size.”

“Cowboy
builders I expect...” I said, about ready to usher her out with my
sordid fantasy dashed.

“Let me
see... the closet’s here and the en-suite over there...” she
persisted, strutting around the room like a detective searching for
clues, “Which means there should be a space where this wall
stands...”

She
walked over to the eastern-most wall of my bedroom, where a pair of
large, decorative purple velvet drapes hung from a rail near the
ceiling. I clenched my fingers nervously as she approached it,
hoping she would respect my living space enough not to go meddling
with my things. However, her curiosity had been piqued and she
couldn’t resist prying behind them.

“Is that
everything?” I said, hoping to distract her. “Shall we go back
down?”

She
ignored my voice and peeled the drapes apart to reveal a pair of
solid wooden doors. She glanced back at me with an inquisitive
smile and then tried the handles, but they were locked.

“What’s
this?” she asked, taking a step back to consider its purpose,
“Another closet?”

“Um...
it’s, uh...” I stuttered, frantically searching my mind for an
answer.

“Ah,
it’s a panic room!” she continued.

“Yes!” I
quickly added, wondering why I hadn’t thought of that. After all, I
knew for a fact the neighbouring house had one.

“Well
then, let’s see inside.” she followed up.


“Really?” I asked, “I mean, aren’t they all the
same?”

“Not
necessarily...” she replied, “In fact, the features can affect the
asking price quite a bit!”

“Can we
just... leave it off the... you know... house specification?” I
asked, clinging on to the stump of my bed post, hoping more than
anything that she would drop it. Her smile widened, instantly
detecting my apprehension.

“What do
you have to hide?” she asked, “What do you have in
there?”


“Nothing, I swear!” I insisted, but my darting eye line and
the beads of nervous sweat forming on my forehead told her
otherwise.

“Open
it.” she said, taking a slightly less giddy manner. My back
straightened at the mere sound of her voice, once again reacting to
her dominant tone.

 

“I think
I’ve lost the key...” I explained.

“Find
it.” she ordered, the timbre of her voice gradually growing terser.
I felt a shiver working its way up my spine, causing my shoulders
to judder softly and my breasts to jiggle beneath my top. She
stared at me again, making it impossible to come up with any
further excuses. I felt like a child who had done something
terribly naughty and was scrambling to find some reason for my
behaviour. With a defeated huff, I hobbled over to my bedside
cabinet and pulled open the top drawer, hoping she couldn’t see the
pink rabbit vibrator laying atop its contents. I fished out a
golden mortise key and took it over to her, spreading the drapes
even wider apart to clear the way. I could feel the heat of her
eyes poring over my cleavage as I stood beside her, my head
slinking submissively from my shoulders.

“Give it
to me.” she said, holding her hand out to take the key. I hesitated
for a moment and then passed it to her, figuring it was easiest to
just get my shaming over with. Still, as she slipped the key into
the hole and twisted it clockwise, the warm smog of humiliation
engulfing my body wasn’t entirely uncomfortable. I actually got a
perverse kick out of it, even though my mind’s natural reaction was
to fill me with anxiety. She placed her glass of wine down on a
nearby table and then gripped the two handles to push the doors
open, revealing a dark, hollow room within. It was the antithesis
of the rest of my bedroom; painted matte black with no decoration
or carpet. The walls were littered with shelves upon shelves of
carefully placed equipment and the floor was a solid steel base,
resembling more of a vault than a closet.

Now I
get it!” she chuckled, “For a minute there, I was expecting your
dead husband’s remains or something...”

"I guess
that would have been slightly worse..." I laughed, stepping over to
close the doors, “Okay, now you’ve seen it, we can go!”

“No, no,
I'll have to inspect it properly.” she grinned, moving further into
my secret closet.

"Oh,
come on!" I begged, "You barely spent more than a minute in the
other rooms!"

"Yes,
well..." she said, taking a black leather riding crop from one of
the shelves. “They weren’t nearly as interesting as this
one.”

“That...
um...” I tried to explain, but there was no conceivable reason for
me to own so many kinky toys, apart from the obvious.

“Oh, I
know exactly what it is.” she interrupted, cracking the flap at the
end of the step directly into the palm of her hand, making me jump
as if it had hit my own skin. My mouth opened, but no sound came
out. I had no idea what to say and the intensity of her stare only
added to my shame. All I could do was lean against the bed post,
trying desperately to calm the anxious tremble of my fingers as the
wine sloshed around in my glass.

“So...”
she said, running the tip of her tongue beneath her top row of
teeth, “Dom or sub?”

I felt a
sudden shiver of excitement shuddering through my body, causing the
incessant throb of my clitoris to grow even stronger. I hadn’t even
considered she might be into the same things as me and in the blink
of an eye, the situation had taken a momentous turn. I felt such a
cocktail of emotions in that moment as I looked back at her,
watching as her eyes scanned my body and plotted the many sadistic
things she wanted to do to me. My heart was racing so furiously, I
had to take a long, deep breath before I could even
respond.

“Sub.” I
whispered. Her smile faded to a cruel smirk as her eyes moved
around the small dark room, checking out everything in my arsenal.
She hung the crop from her wrist, using the loop attached to the
base and then began to pick out a few more items that took her
fancy, peering back at me occasionally as if she was concocting a
recipe with my body as the main ingredient and needed just the
right instruments to bring out all the flavour. She collected a
bundle of red Japanese bondage rope, a stainless steel leg
spreader, and a pair of nipple clamps, which were connected by a
thin metal chain. Then, she stepped back out of the closet and
moved over to the bed, where she placed each of the items neatly at
the edge. Then, she slowly removed her smart suit jacket and hung
it neatly over the back of a nearby chair.

“What
are you going to do to me?” I asked, physically shaking with
anticipation as she stepped in front of me.

“I
didn’t give you permission to speak.” she said calmly, but with a
stern intonation in her voice. I nodded to show I understood but
deep down, I wanted to scream to the heaven and thank the Gods for
sending her to my home. She looked at the glass trembling in my
hand and took it from me, raising it up to place the rim between
her lips. A large sip pouring into her mouth but rather than
swallowing, she retained it and allowed her own saliva to mix in
with the crimson liquid. Her eyes never once moved from my gaze and
after a few seconds, she reached behind me and gripped a huge clump
of my hair, tugging it sharply backward to knock my head back. I
gasped in horror as the thousands of follicles threatened to rip
free of my scalp and then, before I could close my gaping mouth,
she moved in and clamped her lips against mine. The warm, bitter
fluid washed over my tongue, streaming from her mouth into mine as
our tongues lashed in between. Even though the force of her hand
was painful and even though most other people might have been
disgusted, it turned me on and sent the juices trickling to my
pussy lips. It wasn’t just incredibly erotic; I felt grateful, as
if she had given me some amazing gift and all I wanted to do was
return the favour and work as hard as I could to please
her.

“Swallow
it.” she said as she pulled her lips away, leaving my tongue
flapping for more with the wine splashing around it in my mouth. I
did as she asked and closed my eyes in awe as she wiped the single
drip of excess wine from the corner of my lips. As if I wasn’t
horny enough already, she pressed her thumb to my lips to force me
to suck the droplet from it. As my tongue eagerly lashed around her
thumb, her resulting smile stretching across her lips made me
willing to do anything she asked, no matter how much pain she
wished for me to endure. I’d become utterly submissive to her and
as my eyes darted to the items on the bed, I simply couldn’t wait
for her to put them to use.

“You
belong to me...” she said, drifting the back of her fingers down
over my neck toward my breasts, which were bulging beneath the
fabric of my top, “... your clothes belong to me.”

For a
moment, she seemed content to play with my breasts, gently cupping
them in her hands and squeezing them with her fingers. Then,
without any warning whatsoever, she gripped the two sides of my
neckline and with a single, brutally harsh tug, she tore the front
of my top clean in two. A giant rip split down the front of the
fabric, leaving my midriff abruptly exposed. For the briefest of
moments, I was terribly annoyed that she had destroyed one of my
favourite tops but then, as the shock of the sudden jerking motion
rumbled through my body, I immediately wished she could do it
again. My clitoris was tingling between my thighs and I could feel
my warm, sticky juices absorbing into the fabric of my panties as I
grew wetter and wetter. She peeled the remnants of my top over my
shoulders and, after admiring the sweet mounds of my cleavage for a
moment, she reached back and unhooked my bra. It fell from my chest
and toppled to the floor, leaving my breasts completely uncovered.
The look of arousal in her eyes gave me a giddy feeling of pride,
as I knew that despite being in my mid-30s, my considerable bust
hadn’t drooped a bit. My breasts were still as juicy and firm as
ever and as she gripped the firm nubs of my nipples between her
fingers and thumbs, I could tell just how much she liked the soft
wobble of my naked flesh at her control.

She
tugged on my teats, stretching them away from my chest until I
winced from the intense stress on my skin, but I remained silent
for her nonetheless. No matter how hard she pulled, I kept my mouth
shut and my breath steady, although she tried her best to elicit
something. With an impressed smirk, she moved her hands down to my
trousers and quickly popped the top button open, allowing her to
peel the sides of my fly apart to reveal the skimpy fabric of my
black g-string underneath.

“Take
them off.” she commanded, clearly unwilling to bow before her
subject. I hastily kicked away my shoes and dragged my trousers off
along with my knickers, leaving my naked flesh completely at her
mercy. She moved her fingers between my legs and stroked them up
and down along the delicate, moist slit of my pussy, smearing them
with my juices before raising them up to my lips again. I opened my
mouth and accepted her fingers, sucking on them to lap up every bit
of my nectar. I would have sucked her fingers for hours, but she
had a much more arousing job for my tongue. She slowly ran the
zipper of her skirt down over the side of her thigh, allowing the
whole thing to fall to the floor around her ankles. I almost felt
unworthy to look down and enjoy the sight of the French panties
hugging her ass or the stockings and suspenders reaching up to the
lacy belt around her stomach. She placed her fingers on my
shoulders and pressed down to get me to kneel before her.
Naturally, I crouched immediately onto my knees, sitting back on my
ankles with my lips at just the right height to pleasure her. I
watched intently as she detached the suspenders from the belt and
then gripped the sides of her panties to pull them down. I had to
close my eyes a couple of times as the quivering energy soaring
through my veins became impossible to control. As the lace
descended to reveal the thin strip of dark pubic hair above her
crotch, I almost fainted and had to measure my breath so as not to
hyperventilate. She dropped her knickers to her ankles and kicked
them aside, spreading her legs just enough to make room for my
mouth.

“Taste
me.” she commanded, holding the back of my head again to summon me
closer. I leaned in with my tongue outstretched and as it made
contact with the slippery lips of her pussy, a rash of goose
pimples washed over my back. My nose nestled into her pubic hair as
I licked her pussy, slithering my tongue between her labia to
massage the opening of her delicious vulva before moving up to
flick around the pulsating little pink bean of her clitoris. It was
already peeking out from beneath its hood and the sound of her
quiet moaning as I lashed my tongue around it only made my own
clitoris itch to be stroked. I snacked on her pussy for a few
minutes, feeling the pressure of her thighs squeezing against my
cheeks and her hand holding my mouth firmly onto her crotch. I
couldn’t have escaped if I wanted to but thankfully, there was
nowhere else I would rather have been. Then, amidst her sensual
panting, I heard the faint murmur of a sadistic giggle and she
pulled my mouth away, leaving a few trails of saliva stretching out
between my tongue and her clit. She held my head in place and
slowly turned on the spot, bending over slightly to present her
perfectly firm ass.

“Now,
eat my ass!” she growled, peeling her cheeks apart before me. The
tight pink rim of her ass hole puckered between them, beckoning me
closer. I hesitated again but the perverse allure of licking her
ass only made me hornier and before I knew it, my face was nestling
between her cheeks. I stroked my tongue up and down over the soft
ripples of her anus, nudging it gently as I grew more accustomed to
the idea. In fact, within seconds of eating her ass, I was licking
so feverishly, anyone would have thought I was starving and her ass
hole was the only source of food for miles. I lapped at her ass,
smothering it with my saliva so much that it dripped down the
inside of her thigh. I quickly moved to lick up every excess drop
before continuing to gorge on her anus, peering up over the
beautiful curves of her back as she unbuttoned her blouse and
slipped it over her shoulders. It floated to the carpet behind me
as she released the clasps of her bra, which followed it moments
later. She took a step forward and turned around, granting me a
look at her pristine hour glass figure. Her breasts were as
magnificent as my own and her nipples were rigid like bullets,
showing just how much I’d pleased her.

She
picked up the rope and unravelled the bundle so she could tie me
up. Then, she pulled my arms back and I obediently held them in
place as she snaked the rope around and in between them, binding
them tightly together with a strong bowline knot. My legs quaked
beneath me as she moved onto the next item; the chained nipple
clamps. She took the two clamps and held them up to my chest,
snapping them open and shut a few times to taunt me. I shuddered
each time and then winced with clenched teeth as she finally placed
my teats between the silver teeth and released her grip. A piercing
twinge shot through my nipples as they pinched down, taking most of
my bumpy, firm areolas in their clutches. Her fingers ran along the
chain and tugged at it, adding even more tension to the clamps as
they jerked at my nipples, eking a brief little whimper from my
lips. She pulled on the chain and led me to the side of the bed,
where she turned me around and pressed against my back to bend me
over the side. Then, she picked up the riding crop and positioned
herself behind me, running the flap at the tip down along my spine,
from my neck to the crevice of my ass.


“Please!” I gasped, unable to quite believe the incredible
bounty I was reaping, “Please give it to me!”

She
tapped my cheeks with it as gently as she could, once again teasing
me as I begged for her to use it properly.

“You
don’t learn, do you?” she sneered, “I told you not to
speak!”

“I’m
sorry!” I whispered, feeling the juices gushing to my pussy with
the slightest touch of the leather on my skin. She was right, I was
clearly a slow learner as not a moment later, I heard the familiar
hum of the crop slicing through the air behind me, destined to
strike the supple, jiggling flesh of my ass. It landed with such a
fierce blow, I let out a sharp howl and jolted forward onto the
bed, with the chain hanging from my nipples jangling in the air
beneath me as I crashed down onto the bed. With my arms completely
bound, all I could do was lay on my stomach, over the edge of the
bed, fruitlessly trying to wiggle away the searing pain of the
crop. Then, a second or two later, she struck again, delivering an
even harder smack. I managed to silence myself that time, but the
force of my breath and the squirming of my ass as I tried to
control the blistering pain made it clear just how much it hurt.
She giggled behind me, obviously enjoying the sight of my ass
slowly fading from pale impact marks to burning red imprints. She
continued to whip me, unleashing a violent tirade upon my cheeks
before moving her target lower down to torture the back of my
thighs as well. Each strike was more furious than the last and it
wasn’t simply a case of my skin becoming raw and tender, either. I
could hear her heaving with every swipe, putting the full strength
of her arms into it.

“Fuck!”
I yelped uncontrollably as the heat of the lashes became too much
to handle. She was certainly a merciless dom and the idea that she
might never stop crossed my mind, causing the juices accumulating
between my pussy lips to finally spill over and trickle down the
inside of my thigh.

“What’s
that? You want to fuck?” she growled, mopping some of my juices
onto the tip of the crop before holding it out across the bed near
my face. She slapped it across my cheeks, transferring the moisture
onto my face with a smack just loud enough to shock, but not enough
to hurt.

“Please
fuck me!” I begged, “I’ll do anything you want!”

“Lay on
the bed.” she commanded, “I’ll see what else you have to
offer...”

With
that, she stepped away and sauntered off toward the dark bondage
closet in search of some more toys, leaving the steel leg spreader
still lying on the bed. I watched her ass wiggling away with the
stockings still clinging to her thighs and her suspender belt
adorning her beautiful waist. She was a sensationally saucy sight
to the behold and I eagerly scampered onto the bed to await
whatever else she might have in store for me. I lay back, watching
her carefully out of the corner of my eye to see which of my toys
she might choose. I had a few favourites and as her fingers passed
over them, I had to fight myself to prevent me from crying out to
influence her decision. Of all the sadistic implements, there was
one that I loved the most and it sat on the highest shelf at the
very back. It was a mouth gag with a thick, rubbery dildo that
protruded from the wearer’s mouth like a giant phallic trunk, and I
wanted so desperately to pleasure her using it. She picked up a
silver triple pinwheel and then a flogging whip with extra long
suede tassels swaying from the handle. Then, finally, as she
approached the end of the shelves, her eyes rested upon the
enormous black cock sitting above her and I knew from her
mischievous chuckle that she wanted it. She reached up to collect
it and then made her way over to the bed, holding her items like
groceries in her arms.

“You
really are one kinky little bitch.” she said, laying the toys out
on the bed beside me. My arms were beginning to become numb from
the weight of my torso as I lay there, but I said nothing and
simply watched as she began to prepare my body to her liking. She
took the pinwheel and held it over my stomach, peering into my eyes
with a devilish grin as she pressed the silver spikes into my
flesh. I tensed up, shivering nervously as she began to roll it
very gradually down over my belly button toward my neat little bush
of pubic hair. The spikes left a faint trail of red dots in their
wake as they traversed my silky flesh, rolling with conviction
toward their ultimate goal. I felt my clitoris throbbing harder
than ever as they approached and she leaned in close to watch as
the sharp pins rolled over the fleshy hood. I held my breath and
winced once more as the middle row of spikes ran directly along my
clit with its brothers in arms by its side. She tapped on my thighs
to spread them, allowing her to roll it down over the quivering
lips of my pussy. She pulled it away, stretching a series of tiny
strands of my juices that snapped after an inch or two.

She
placed the pinwheel aside and continued on, grabbing the sturdy leg
spreader. It consisted of a two foot long metal bar with a strong
shackle at either end and as I watched her clamping them around my
ankles, I began to see just how much of an expert she was. It was
clearly far from her first time and knowing I was in such safe
hands was immensely comforting, even though I knew that, in many
ways, I was far from safe. With the spreader attached, she hoisted
my legs up and bent them over, forcing me to hold my thighs to my
chest with my feet in the air. My ass was suddenly on full show and
with my legs spread so far apart, nothing was left to the
imagination. Finally, she picked up the mouth gag and placed it
between my jaws, quickly fastening the straps around the back of my
head to keep it locked in place. Then, with the flogger in her
hand, she mounted the bed and flipped her leg over my head,
straddling me with her crotch just inches above my face. I didn’t
dare blink for fear of missing a beat as she lowered her
glistening, wet pussy onto the dildo and the sight of her labia
splitting apart around the rubbery black shaft was probably the
most explicit and arousing thing I’d ever witnessed.

She
moaned softly far above me as it entered her; the many veiny ridges
of the realistic dildo grinding over ever nerve ending inside her
pussy. Inch by inch, she pushed herself down on it, wedging my nose
between her ass cheeks. She sat on my face and began to ride on the
dildo, thrusting herself back and forth to apply as much pressure
as possible onto her g-spot. I felt so helpless as I watched her
cheeks bouncing up and down above me, blocking out every bit of
light before rising up and slapping back down onto my face once
more. Her juices smothered the shaft and seeped down around the
sides of the gag, allowing me to taste her juices as she rode on
it; using my body as just one part in a big plaything. She gripped
the metal bar of the leg spreader, which was bobbing up and down in
front of her as I held my legs in the air. I could feel her tugging
on it, using it almost like a handle on a fairground ride as she
bounced up and down on my face. My head pounded against the bed
with every powerful thrust of her hips, almost making me forget
about that last toy in her other hand. Then, with a deafening
crack, she reminded me of it.

Reaching
around the side of my thighs, she was able to easily swipe the long
suede tassels over my cheeks, punctuating the sound of her
breathless panting with a thunderous clap. I groaned beneath her
with every lash, but it only turned her on even more. She thrashed
me over and over again, maintaining a constant, brutal pace that
never let up for a second. The tassels came crashing down over my
cheeks repeatedly, turning the few untouched patches of flesh as
deep red as the rest of my ass. Hearing how much she loved whipping
me was rapidly inching me toward a climax as well and as agonising
as the lash of the whip might have been, it was clear from the
moisture seeping from my engorged pussy lips just how much I liked
it. She targeted my groin and struck with no apprehension,
instantly triggering a series of violent orgasmic contractions.
Dashes of my sweet juices splashed onto the bed sheets between my
legs as she flayed my cunt, amplifying my surges of sexual bliss
flooding my veins until I lost all control of my body. My hips went
into spasms and my whole body jerked as I came, thrashing my head
up to fuck her pussy with the dildo. I heard only one sound as I
came and it was Olivia sweet, orgasmic voice.

“I’m cumming!” she whimpered, “You horny little fuck slut, I’M
CUMMING!!”

She
squirmed and hammered my head with her ass, squeezing every drop of
pleasure from the girth of the dildo plunging in and out of her
dripping wet pussy. By that point, I was so enraptured with my own
ecstatic convulsions that even the intense prickling heat of my ass
couldn’t dampen the pure adrenaline coursing through my body. She
was the perfect master and the knowledge that my humble body had
given her so much satisfaction only made me want to service her
again as soon as I regained my breath. As she twitched through the
final moments of her orgasm, she flung my legs down onto the bed
and bent over, still gently riding on the dildo as she licked
around my clitoris. She rested her head on my thigh and relaxed for
a little while before releasing me from the restraints. I had to
chuckle slightly as she unwound the rope from my arms, as the
resulting awkward rush of blood filling my arms was more agonising
than any whip or nipple clamp she could have used. Still, as I
finally regained control of my limbs, she helped me to me
feet.

“I’ve
seen panic rooms, closets brimming purely with shoes, even
integrated make-up chambers, but I’ve never seen a custom bondage
room!” she giggled, still staring at all the toys she hadn’t
used.

“So...”
I asked, “How much do you think I’ll get for the place?”


“Nothing.” she responded immediately, “I’m not going to list
it.”

“Pardon
me?” I said, slightly flummoxed by her reply, wondering if I had
displeased her in some way. Quite the opposite was true, in
fact.

“You’ll
remain here.” she commanded, “Like I said, you belong to me
now.”

As
twisted and unlikely as it sounded, her pull was magnetic enough to
instantly change my mind about the move. Sure, it would mean giving
up on an incredible salary, but it also meant keeping my beautiful
home and getting to know my new master better. A job was a job, but
a dom is something else entirely.






The End


----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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please visit my website at http://www.kellysandersbooks.com
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