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Cuckolded

My friends want to see me cuckold you, and I’ve been giving it serious consideration for quite some time now.

I absolutely love dominating you, just as much as they always love hearing about it.  And I tell them everything – we go out for drinks and I just gush about positions and toys … I show them pictures that I’ve taken while you’re tied up and servicing me … Amy admitted that she recently fingered herself while fantasizing about sitting on your face, and I told her that one of these nights I’d let her come over and do it for real – just as long as she gives you a good, hard spanking afterwards to compensate for any enjoyment you might happen to get out of it…

They all think it’s unbelievably hot how I keep you locked in chastity and haven’t let you cum in over 6 weeks!  That’s actually how this all came up because Allie suggested that I wouldn’t have to let you out at all if I just found a different place to get some when I’m really craving it.  Besides, it’s not like those four inches you’re packing really does much other than disappoint me, anyways.  The more we all talked about it, the more it just makes sense – a woman of my stature, who already has her man so thoroughly whipped anyways, should never have to settle for anything less than 8” that tires out before she can even get her fill!

We talked long and hard about it, and ultimately all of my girlfriends and I agreed that what I really need to take our relationship to the next level is to have sex with other guys – guys who are more well-endowed than you, guys who have more stamina than you, guys who would rather bend their date over a barstool and take her for all to see than get down on their knees in front of her and kiss her high heels…

It’s nothing against you, my love, and in fact I really think that it’s going to make our relationship even better because it’s going to give me all sorts of ways to take my domination over you to new heights. Just think of how much hotter chastity is going to be when you don’t need to come out of your cage for months at a time because I’m less likely to miss yours if I’m getting a little of my own on the side! And what about the tease & denial … it kinda makes me hope that you end up being a little of the jealous type because I intend to tell you everything when I get home – every grope on the dance floor, every slip of the tongue, every toe-curling orgasm where wave after wave of pleasure is just further accented by knowing that my real boyfriend is locked away back at home, cleaning the bathroom or perhaps polishing my shoes like a good, little submissive should.

The girls tell me that they’ve already worked out exactly how I’m going to meet my first bull, too…

You’re going to pay for a day of pampering – massage, facial, hair, mani/pedi – the works. Then we’re all going to come back to my apartment and get ready to go out for the night. You’ll be there, too – to serve us champagne and basically wait on us hand and foot … wearing nothing but a bowtie and your chastity belt, of course! When it’s time for everyone to get dressed, the girls say it’s important that you help me prepare for my night out. They want to pick out a brand-new outfit for me to wear that night – no doubt something super tight and sexy with lots of cleavage, and of course, some new lingerie to give my new friend a surprise when we start to get a little more intimate, too.

New, smoking hot look and the outfit to go along with it, sky high heels and some new perfume that they tell me is very popular with the club girls right now, and our last stop before we walk out the door will be a gift from you to me – a customary gold anklet to wear around my right ankle, signifying to anyone in the know that I’m a woman interested in hooking up with other men. I thought it might be a nice touch to even hang your chastity key from the anklet … you know, so it’s right down there by my feet as a reminder of where it is that you belong…

As we bid you goodnight and you give my high heels one last kiss in reverence, we’ll make our way to Fusion or The Honey Pot or wherever my girls feel like taking me – from there on out, its really their show because I know after all that we talked about this, there’s no way they’re going to let me go home without having a good time! We’ll dance, we’ll drink, we’ll flirt our way around the club until we find me somebody worthy of pulling close for a slow dance with. And you know how it goes from there … wandering hands become a little more comfortable, a stray kiss here or there is tough to resist in the perfect hands with the perfect rhythm, and before you know it maybe I’ll slip away to someplace a little more private to show off the new underwear that my girlfriends picked out just for this very adventure!

I hope you’re as excited about this as I am because the thought of whispering every last detail into your ear while you’re tied down to my bed, still locked up tight in that unforgiving, little chastity belt when I get home … how does that make you feel, hearing that your girlfriend shared with somebody else something that you’re not even allowed yourself anymore??? You’ll be so hard as I tell you how many times I came and you’ll want me to unlock you so that you can have a taste for yourself, but I won’t.

Maybe your role isn’t to have sex with me – maybe your role is for me to tie you up and tease you relentlessly, and then to seek pleasure elsewhere while I deny you all the same. There are so many other things that I can do with you anyways – I can hogtie you, I can whip you, I can chastise you – that maybe teasing is just another way for me to get inside your head and control you.

This is going to happen, baby.

My girls had a fantastic idea and I just have to try it once.

Well, at least once – we’ll see how it goes from there, but I have a feeling that it’s going to be a lot of fun.

I sincerely hope that you enjoy my new hold on you, too!


Becoming His Cuckoldress

Tonight is date night, but it’s probably not what you would come to expect from most married couples...

I started cuckolding my husband about five years ago. We had seen an evolution in our relationship where I had taken control and become the dominant figure in our household, and the dynamic seemed to work great for us. Each time we moved up a step and I pushed him a little farther, I began to see new things in him that I hadn’t seen before – our passion deeper grew despite a lifestyle of pain and discipline, of humiliation and even denial. Eventually we landed in a place where it was somehow more rewarding for us if I refused to have sex with him, and the intensity grew even stronger until one day when I was lying in bed with him solemnly licking my feet as I played with myself, I decided what our next step had to be.

It’s been said that to truly embrace the essence of female dominance at its pinnacle, a woman needs to learn to be selfish – to put her own needs far above those of her submissive, to accept that she deserves the pedestal from which she rules, to savor the unfettered gift of servitude that her submissive offers up merely to bask in her presence.

As I lay there in bed, my fingertips slowly circling my clit as my fantasies drifted to other men and cocks far larger than the one I had locked between my hubby’s legs, through it all I also began to hear the words that I had used to humiliate him while he served me in his chastity belt for so many years…

“Your tiny dick is nowhere near big enough to please me.”

“The reason why I keep it locked in chastity is because you’re not capable of pleasing me with it.”

“I don’t know if I’ll ever let you out – your penis is basically worthless to me…”

Speak those taunts in jest enough and eventually you start to actually believe them yourself, and the more I became engrossed by this extreme fantasy that was brewing in my head, the more those words nagged at me until I finally allowed myself to admit it – I was tired of having sex with my husband because he was too small and he simply wasn’t capable of pleasing me anymore. It wasn’t his fault – he served his purpose by worshipping at my feet and providing me with amusement, but still, that didn’t change who I was at my core.

I was a woman … a beautiful, strong, and dominant woman, and I needed a man that was able to fuck me proper.

No, it was more than that.

I deserved a man with a large cock who knew how to treat me like a woman and fuck me proper.

And so that’s precisely what I told my husband – that I loved him, but that I was going to go out and find a boyfriend who could serve me sexually in all of the ways that he never could, and I’ve never seen him melt in my hands like the day when I became honest to myself about my sexual needs in our ever-evolving relationship.

My husband plays a very important role in date night, I’ve found because it really plays a vital role in cementing his inadequacies in his ability to service his wife sexually. He may be effective in shining my shoes or taking extraordinary amounts of pain for my amusement, but he doesn’t please me in bed and after nearly a dozen years of marriage, I’ve finally come to accept that this is perfectly fine. He knows how tiny his dick is and that I keep it locked up so that no woman ever has to come into contact with it, so in a way he’s actually a bit grateful that his beloved Mistress is able to seek her pleasure elsewhere in his own pathetic absence…

We have a ritual on date night that I’ve really come to treasure almost as much as the sex itself. It begins with him helping me to dress – always something that pushes the envelope, tight and seductive, because my dates often time take me to a fancy restaurant or upscale dance club. My lingerie is top of the line – the kind that leaves a girl feeling sexy all night and will make a man’s jaw drop when he finally gets to see it for himself. Leather is also a common feature, namely because my husband is infatuated with the stuff and I love to deny him the pleasure by wearing a sleek miniskirt or perhaps even a leather dress that my date will be groping freely at all night. My shoes are also a big fetish of his, so he’s instructed to take his time cleaning them to ensure that they make me look good on the dance floor all night and even better when they’re tossed in the corner of my boyfriend’s bedroom later yet.

Each step in our transformation rises me up as he sinks down in his place, preparing me to lust for another man, and likewise preparing him to beg me to do it…

Once I’m dressed and my makeup looks exquisite, he’s permitted to give me a kiss goodbye in the only way that a cuckold should ever be permitted – I hike up my skirt, pull down my panties, and instruct him to bring his lips to the only part of my body that he’s worthy of touching at that point in time … my ass. He’s looked on at all of the preparation that I’ve done for another and then faced with all that’s left for him … though I’m also quick to point out that it too may find itself enjoyed by a better man should that be something that he’s interested in that night.

Few things are more humiliating than literally kissing someone’s ass, though knowing that later another man may be fucking your wife in it is still probably somehow a little worse.

Finally as I’ve gathered my things and I’m ready to walk out the door for a night of unbridled fun that will in no uncertain terms end with a night of passion and fuck, he completes his ritual kneeling at the door – first fastening the gold anklet around my right ankle that not only holds the key to his chastity, but more importantly proclaims my status to the world as a married, but available woman; then bringing his lips to touch the black patent leather of my spiked stilettos with one last solemn kiss of gratitude; and finally, in bowing his head and reciting the mantra that defines our relationship, his eyes focus on my feet as I in turn look down upon him as my devoted cuckold…

Bound in service, submission, and love, I am but her property.
She keeps me chaste, forever locked under her control.

Deserving of pleasures her slave is unable to provide,
My goddess seeks to fuck another man.

He will make her moan, he will make her cum,
He will satisfy her lust in every way carnal.

Only then will she return home,
Where her humble slave awaits her return.

I hear the words echoing in the distance as I walk out the door, fading only as my car pulls away. Over the next several hours he will find solace in the fantasy of his new role, while I savor in the thrill of every last drop in the flesh.


The Earnest Sadist

Sometimes my boyfriend needs me to be mean to him, and it’s a responsibility that I take very seriously.

It’s been over two years since we first started dating and he casually mentioned that he tended to like it “a little rough” in bed, but it wasn’t long after that when I began to realize that the rabbit hole went quite a bit deeper than he might’ve been willing to admit to me at the time. Play biting and scratching and pulling on his nipples during sex were one thing, and then I really started to experiment and get to the bottom of what my little love toy had been so nervous to tell me about face to face…

I’ll never forget the night that it all came bubbling to the surface – we had been fooling around in bed for quite a while, and at one point I started playfully nibbling at his nipples and seductively I asked him the question … “So, how hard can you take?”

I felt his heart rate quicken as I laid there on his chest, and after a few moments he quietly responded, “As hard as you can…”

And so rising to the challenge, I bit down into his nipple – hard – but much to my surprise instead of yelping out in pain and pushing me away like I had expected he might, he simply tipped his head back into his pillow and began to groan as I dug my front teeth into his tender flesh. Thinking maybe I just wasn’t biting as hard as I thought I was, I clamped down even harder to the point where I was afraid that I might bite his nipple clean off, and yet all he did was just lay there and moan as if he was in ecstasy.

Still not satisfied, eventually I brought my left hand up to his chest and, taking his other nipple between my thumb and finger, I jabbed my red nails into his skin and began to scissor them back and forth in unison with my teeth while he writhed bizarrely beneath me. It wasn’t until then that I felt my leg brush up against his manhood and found that not only was he aroused, but in fact he was rock hard like I’d never felt him before. Strangely motivated by this hint that I was doing something right after all, I continued to bite and pinch him until finally he erupted in the most fulfilling climax I’d ever witnessed from a man … all without barely having even looked at his penis.

As he laid there panting, I must admit that I was confusingly aroused myself at that point, so without as much as a single word, I got up, swung my leg over him so that I was inversely straddling him, and then lowered my wetness onto his face … which he proceeded to satisfy eagerly in reciprocation.

It wasn’t until three of my own orgasms later that I collapsed exhaustedly into his arms and throughout the course of the night to follow, he confessed to me that pain was, in fact, a huge turn-on for him, though he’d never really found a girl who was open enough to indulge in his fantasies, and that the previous hours had pretty much been the best sex of his entire life.

The last thing he asked me before I fell asleep was whether I might be willing to try it again another time, to which I only needed a single word for my reply…

“Absolutely.”

That was two years ago and as it turned out, his nipples were really just the tip of the iceberg, and as our relationship grew I became more and more driven to help him discover every last nuance that made his sexuality tick. The slap of a hairbrush on his ass, the scratch of my freshly manicured nails across his balls … we started off simple, but the more pronounced his reaction, the more I found myself driven to seek out new ways to elicit his sublime response!

Brushes and belts I found laying around the apartment were traded up for proper leather paddles and floggers that I purchased online. I bought special clamps for his nipples so that I could torture more than one part of his body at a time, and I even found myself delving into bondage when it became clear that reducing his struggles was going to be a necessity as the severity of our playtime together intensified…

Eventually it grew beyond just me indulging him after one night I decided to do something a little special by dressing up for the occasion – thinking it might be nice to look the part, I sought out an exquisite leather dress and some matching stilettos … both in pristine white. Just before slipping the ballgag into his mouth, he told me that I looked like an angel, and though my wardrobe has considerably grown since then, I don’t think that I’ve spanked him without wearing white leather since.

He tells me, though, that despite whatever I wear or even whatever I choose to do to him, it’s really my smile that sends him into euphoria while we play, and I don’t know any other way to explain it than that it just makes me happy knowing that he enjoys what I’m doing to him. If my baby needs me to string him up spread-eagle on the weekends and beat his ass until his head hangs low, then I’m happy to lace into that leather corset and give it all to him and more.

If pain is what he needs, then I want to be the girl who puts him through as much as he can take, and maybe even a little more for good measure, because that’s what love is to me. Love is trust, and love is responsibility, and in our case, love is turning me into a budding sadist.

I’ll do anything to him because I’ll do anything for him.

It’s just icing on the cake that those whips and stilettos also happen to turn me on, too. ;)


A Curious, New Pastime…

“Do you think it hurts when I turn this knob up???”

“That’s true – he does like it, so why should I hold back now? He’s the one who practically begged me to tie him up like this … might as well make sure that he gets the full treatment before I let him go.”

“To be honest, it does kinda turn me on! To think that he trusted me enough to ask me to tie him up like this, having no idea just what to expect from me after I had him good and helpless … he probably never imagined me actually getting such a kick out of just laying here beside him, watching his body twitch as I play with these simple dials…”

“A picture?! Nah – that might spoil the mood, and besides, it’s more fun if I describe it to you anyways…”

“Around his ankles are these big, heavy cuffs made out of thick, padded leather, and they’re all black except for this shiny hardware on them. There’s even a little loop on each of them to put a small padlock, as if he’s got a chance of getting them off anyways! But he wanted the full experience, so I locked them on and left the keys on the other side of the house … just in case!”

“His wrists are bound kind of the same, except that he’s also got these heavy mittens over his hands … I guess the idea is that if he were to get his wrists free, they would still keep him from undoing anything because the mittens are made of this leather and hold his hands into fists, so no fingers…”

“Now his wrists and ankles are all pulled super tight to the corners of my bed with these heavy chains that he brought … they lock with padlocks, too … the keys to which I left out in my car – you know, just in case! Not that he could ever leave the bed anyways – I heard him groan when I was locking them down … it actually made me pull a couple of them even harder, just because…”

“I know! I’m really starting to get into this!”

“So anyways, before I had him lay down, there were two other things … one was these electrodes that I watched him attach around his balls, the tip of his penis, and even to his nipples! He made a big deal out of handing me the control box for them, saying, ‘This is yours now.’”

“When I asked him how high I could turn up the knobs, he replied that once he was bound, it would be completely up to me. I asked him if he was sure because he had told me that they get pretty painful at the higher levels, but he insisted…”

“And finally … the hood! I remember the first time he mentioned it in passing, it sounded pretty intimidating – a leather hood that wraps around your entire head and completely blinds you, but in person, it’s actually much, much worse … I even told him that I was glad that *I* wasn’t going to be wearing it!”

“More thick, padded leather with lots of straps, it’s like a leather prison for somebody’s head. First there are a bunch of laces in the back that cinch it down around his head, but there’s more – a lot more! A  leather flap zips down over the laces … so he can’t undo the laces with his hands that have no fingers … and then the zipper itself locks to a post on the big, leather collar that wraps around his neck. Even worse, there are more straps that wrap around his head and tighten down even further … one of them goes over his lips because there’s a gag inside the hood to keep him quiet, and another goes underneath his chin as if that wasn’t enough. And they all lock into place with padlocks … I won’t even disclose where I’m keeping those ones!”

“Ha – funny you should ask! The gag is actually shaped like a cock … who knew?! It’s only a couple of inches long, but it was pretty thick and had all of the veins running around it and everything – pretty realistic! It made me pull that strap around his lips a little tighter, the thought of ramming that rubber cock between his lips…”

“I know – this stuff is making me nasty!”

“So now he’s tied to the bed … he’s probably been here for almost an hour because I wanted to take a few liberties before calling you!”

“I don’t think I’ve pushed him real hard yet … he’s moaned into that gag a little, and he seems to make some funny noises when I alternate between his balls and his nipples, but these chains don’t really have much give to them, so he’s not going anywhere.”

“I’m actually kinda curious to see if I can get him all the way up to 100, and how long I can keep him there. I figure this might very well be a once in a lifetime opportunity, so I might as well make the most of it!”

“I have a hard time believing he’ll be mad when I finally untie him … he’s actually been surprisingly hard since I started closing those padlocks shut, so I’m thinking he kind of likes it … even the pain, too.”

“That’s the weird thing – right before I put the cock gag into his mouth, I asked jokingly if he had any last words, and with this straight look on his face, his simple reply was ‘Torture Me, Melissa.’”

“I remember looking down to notice his hard-on because strangely enough, I felt a bit of a tingle myself, and as I started pulling the laces on that hood tight, somewhat to my own surprise I heard myself telling him that if he really wanted me to torture him, that I wouldn’t stop until *I* was ready to stop.”

“He nodded his hooded head, and then I started closing the rest of the buckles with a little more enthusiasm! He had given me a challenge, and now was my time to rise to the occasion…”

“I never thought of myself as the kind of person who’d get off on torturing someone, but who knew?! So far it’s actually been a whole lot of fun!”


Alessia’s Throne

Sometimes I just want to sit on your face.

I don’t want to hear you talk, I don’t want to hear you beg. Ok … well, I guess I don’t mind hearing you begging, as long as your voice is muffled by my pussy and I don’t have to listen to the actual words…

I just want to come home after a long day and find you already strapped down to our bondage table. I don’t even care how you got there – maybe you figured out how to do it all by yourself, maybe one of my girlfriends came over and tied you down as a little surprise gift for moi … whatever the case may be, I come home to find you bound in that compromising position with your arms and legs rendered helpless and my throne all the more inviting!

I walk over to your position and straddle your face without so much as a hello, a brief look up my skirt your only foreplay before a moment later my crisp, leather thong has found its place over your mouth. That’s right – I wore my leather panties today, and from the aroma already you can tell that this afternoon this naughty girl has been up to no good. You don’t honestly expect a girl to behave when she’s wearing leather panties, now do you???

The only question that remains is did I have my fun solo or did I call in a friend???

I know that you’re intoxicated by the overwhelming bouquet of my sopping wet pussy. It’s true – I’ve been a very naughty girl today and aside from the act itself, I just couldn’t wait to get home and rub your face in it. The smells of my juices mixed with the luscious leather that I’m rubbing against your face … what has this pussy been doing all day, you wonder as I remind you who’s really in charge in this relationship…

Just a slip of my hips forward, and suddenly my leather-clad, soaking wet pussy becomes your everything as I feel you beg for air between my legs, but don’t  seem to summon the sympathy to let you breathe again just yet. I get wicked when I’m horny – you know that – and it makes me laugh to see you so unbelievably helpless beneath something that brought me such incredible pleasures mere hours ago.

Tipping back on my heels to give you just a brief moment of relief, I decide that it’s time you knew what I’ve really been up to today and slide my panties aside just in time to land my pussy back over your lips as his cum begins to pour out of me like a faucet. I have been with another man today … a man you don’t know or need to know, except that he gave me the best extended lunch break that this woman has enjoyed in a while!

I laugh as I see your face covered with his cum, grinding it in with my hips because ironically, mine looked a bit like that earlier today, too. Feeling your tongue rush up inside me to clean up the last of his remains brings flashbacks of how it all got there barely hours ago, making me squirm with delight as I imagine his arms wrapped around me while his thick cock pounded into me with all that he had…

I enjoy your face and his memories a few minutes longer until I’m sure that you’ve managed to suck out every last drop, then abruptly you see me get up from my throne and walk back out the door again without a single word. You wait for my gentle embrace to untie you, but instead you hear sounds of the shower running from across the house, then more noises as I’m preparing myself in the bathroom.

You didn’t think that you’d really get out so easily, now did you? Tonight’s my dancing night and you know what happens when I go dancing … well, let’s just say that this afternoon was merely an appetizer before the main course, and my pussy’s still hungry for more!

It’s a shame that I already ruined my leather panties earlier today, but then again, I do have that leather miniskirt that does the same trick just as nice and besides, where I’m going sometimes it’s best not to waste my time wearing panties, anyways…

Don’t worry – I’ll leave them here for you to savor while I’m away, and that way you’ll be good and ready to go whenever I get back later on tonight … or early tomorrow morning.

Sorry you can’t come with me, but it’s probably better this way.

Save my seat for me until I get back…


Tremble for Me

I’d be lying if I said that it doesn’t turn me on to see you hanging there, trembling for me like that…

Strung up by your wrists with heavy, leather suspension cuffs holding them high above your head … a leather hood blocking out your sight, with a built-in gag to also hold back any protests … a thick collar around your neck to remind you of who you belong to.

You tremble because you know exactly what I’m capable of doing to you.

You tremble because deep down, you know that you crave what I’m capable of doing to you, too.

Keep it up – it amuses me to see you squirm, and it’s not like you’re going anywhere, anyways. Bigger men have tried to escape those chains, but in the end they all succumb to my desires, and tonight, it’s my desire to toy with you … to tease you … to torture you beyond your wildest imagination.

What is it about being controlled by a beautiful woman that just turns a man to goo?

Tonight you can’t even see my face, but you know that I’m a woman who loves her job … you’ve seen the smiles on my face as I’ve whipped you, you’ve heard the cackles as I’ve added more weights to the spiked parachute that I’ve wrapped around your balls. The best most women can hope for is to torture the men around their work and home figuratively, and yet I get to do it literally and you even pay me extra for the privilege of kissing my feet once I’m through with you.

I love to see you shiver as I run my sharp nails down your back.

I adore hearing your muffled cries out in pain as my crop dances across your flesh.

To be so exposed, so vulnerable while purposefully in the presence of one who is known for exploiting such weaknesses – don’t try to hide it … you knew exactly what you were getting into when you came to me begging for submission. You needed to feel the tight embrace of my leather restraints, the unforgiving kiss as I wrap you up in a web of my own allure. You came to me because you long for the control that women elsewhere cannot give you … to surrender fully to their grace, to lap desperately at their shoes in hopes of just a single hour of their sweet attention.

You have my attention now.

I sincerely hope that you can handle it, but understand that given your current position it doesn’t really matter to me what you think. I didn’t lace that thick gag into your mouth because I care what your opinion is. You’re not here to give me excuses or to feed me complaints. Your role isn’t to critique or to request.

I’m here to give, and you’re here to receive – it’s as simple as that, and any deviation from what we agreed on before you gave yourself to me will ultimately only make this more difficult for you.

Believe it or not, I am here to help you, but the only way that this works is if we do it my way. As long as that collar remains locked around your neck, you belong to me and I do with my toys as I see fit without the input of any man…

If I want to whip you until I leave marks down your back, that’s what I’m going to do.

If I want to take your ass with the largest strap-on in my collection, that’s what I’m going to do.

If I want to string you up in the most stringent bondage that you can imagine and then just let you dangle there to fully contemplate your worth to me, I’ve got plenty of wine in the refrigerator and plenty of good books to help me pass the time…

Knowing that when you step into my dungeon, you become yet another possession of mine is an important step in becoming the type of submissive that is worthy of his time in my limelight. A man willing to open himself up blindly, to accept his position in the cosmos and his inferiority beneath the women of this world … you tremble because you’re scared of the things that I can and will do to you, but you’re strong enough to accept that you need these things in your life and that I’m the only one who can give them to you.

Remember that just as I can be very wicked, I can also be divine once your perspective is corrected to focus on me and me alone. Show me your fear, and in turn I’ll show you the dominance that you so rightfully deserve…

Now what should I do with you today???


Maintenance Spanking

I’m a firm believer that every man needs a good spanking from time to time.

There are probably a fair number of women who could use one, too, but a lady like myself only has so much time in her already busy schedule!

Sometimes it’s for discipline to help correct some sort of bad behavior that I’d like to see change, sometimes it’s for the challenge if I feel that they could benefit from being pushed a little, and sometimes … well, sometimes I just enjoy hearing the sound that a paddle makes when it smacks repeatedly against a man’s bare ass…

What?! I’m only human!

Setting is important, but frankly consistency is what I consider to be paramount with any good spanking treatment – I like to first start my boys off with one day a week, and then eventually work our way up to two – maybe spaced out like Monday and Thursday to achieve proper coverage. I don’t normally spank on the weekend – Saturdays are reserved for special sessions that require more of my attention … if I’m spanking you on a Saturday night, it’s because I’m either in an extraordinarily good or extraordinarily bad mood!

Either way, you’re going to have a rough time sitting down for the next couple of days…

But for regular sessions, once we establish a schedule, I expect it to be kept – no excuses whatsoever. I don’t care if you’ve had a really long day at work or if we’re on vacation in Hawaii … in fact, some of those more exotic places can also prove to be the most rewarding – just ask my ex who found himself getting an impromptu bamboo caning on a deserted beach in Oahu as the sun was setting over the Pacific Ocean in front of him … he told me later that the release was nothing less than cathartic.

Of course, I prefer my studio if possible because it’s a familiar place, and I’ve also got a nice spanking bench where I can restraint my target if need be for them to thoroughly receive their spanking. Sometimes the setting helps to get them in the right frame of mind to process the pain and to submit, whereas I myself just love the sight of a man strapped down in front of me, naked and waiting for whatever tortures I feel that he deserves at that particular moment. Sure, I can make do with my bare hand or a hairbrush if we’re on the go or I’m tragically without my tools, but my preference is still my preference.

Surprisingly, I’ve only ever had one guy actually protest when he learned of my inclination towards spanking out of all the guys that I’ve dated. Most just fall right in line and take it like they’re supposed to, and even the ones who find themselves a little reluctant, well, let’s just say it’s amazing what a girl can accomplish with a tube of red lipstick and a pair of stilettos!

My all-time favorite reaction was from a guy who was really nervous, but deep down I could tell also really needed to be spanked. He very timidly pulled down his pants and bent over my knee, and after about five minutes with my open hand, I let him up. After kneeling there in front of me with his heart just racing, he finally looked me in the eyes and submissively asked, “Am I supposed to kiss your feet now?”

“You may if you feel you should,” I replied with a hint of satisfaction in my tone, and for the next five minutes he softly caressed my shoes with his lips in a way that told me with no equivocation that this was a boy worth getting to know a little better.

We dated for two years – Joshua and I – and over those two years I did some wonderfully devious things to his body, and we both loved every second of it. I still compare all of the others to him because of the way he served as the yin to my yang – he needed to be spanked just as much as I need to spank people, and I always felt a deep connection between the two of us while he was exposed in front of me, happily taking all that I had to give him.

Though it’s very much a ritualistic feature in my life at this point, of my submissives I ask only two things…

1.     Always thank me after I’m done spanking you.

2.     Always mean it.


Jessie’s Girl

Not every girl can pull off wearing leather.

But girls who can … girls like Jessie … it’s no secret why they wear it every chance they can get…

There’s just something about seeing a tall blonde in tight, black leather that makes you swoon. It doesn’t matter if you’re a man or a woman, single or taken … when one of these girls walks by in a pair of tight leather pants and stiletto boots, all bets are off … and girls like Jessie know it. They know that leather accentuates their perfect bodies in all the right places, it catches attentions and it sexualizes their every step.

Jessie once told me that the only better thing than seeing herself in the mirror is walking down the street knowing that everyone else is looking at her, too.

Sure, it’s vain, but she’s also absolutely right. If I had a body like hers, everything that I wore would be shiny and skin-tight, too.

She tries to get me to dress like her more often – mostly when we go out to the clubs, she’ll put me in short dresses and miniskirts … nothing that I’d ever wear out on my own, but here I know that it’s not my place to argue. She knows that I’ll open up once I get a few drinks in me, and that’s when she likes to have her fun!

She’s such a tease … she knows that seeing her with other girls turns me on like nothing else … as much as I’d love to just pull her tight and run my hands up and down her leather-clad body right there in the middle of the dance floor, she knows that it pushes my buttons even more to see her embraced in the hold of another, so flagrant, so salacious just beyond my own reach. She knows that I’d just as soon drop to my knees and suckle at her new boots while she makes a public display of lust for her latest lover…

...she knows that she has both of us right where she wants us, because a girl like Jessie just wouldn’t have it any other way…

My fantasy becomes reality when hours later I find myself lashed to our bed, outstretched and inviting for Jessie and her new friend to have their way with me. Though they blindfolded me just before the fun began, I can feel the cool touch of their leathers pressed against my skin as they reach over me from either side to savor each other’s taste. I can hear Jessie giggle as I struggle against the ropes, knowing that she could very well tease me like this all night long … and then a moment later two generous pairs of lips descend upon my naked body simultaneously and I find myself absolutely and completely overwhelmed in a sea of unwavering passion and just goes on and on and on.

By the time it’s all over and my blindfold is removed, Jessie’s special guest has since disappeared but the fragrance of sweet leather and love still lingers. Her perfect smile shines back at me in shimmering red, and several kisses in after feeding on those delicious lips that I’ve been craving to taste all night long, it’s then that I realize that she hasn’t untied me just yet. This time we’re all alone, and I’m completely hers as she runs her fingers through my hair and pulls me firmly into her perfect body, engulfing me as I do all that I can to hold onto my ropes and receive all that she has to give me.

This time she doesn’t blindfold me…


Cock Tease

Just how much teasing do you think that you could really handle???

If I were to lock you up in chastity – like you want me to – and that key was the only way that you could possibly experience orgasm … how much could you take?

Do you really think that you’d be able to handle me endlessly teasing and tormenting you without release all of the time?!

Because your proposal is intriguing to me … but I’m just not so sure that you’ve really got what it takes. I think that I could have a lot of fun lording this over you for the next 30 days … but could you actually handle this fantasy that seems to turn you on oh so very much???

I love the thought of watching you squirm.

I’m sure you’d try to negotiate with me, and persuade me into unlocking you just for a few minutes so that you could touch yourself … but I wouldn’t.

Once that tiny, brass padlock clicks shut around that steel cock cage of yours, you’d better get comfy because there’s no way in hell that you’re getting out of that thing as long as I’m your keyholder. Remember, you’re the one who wanted this, which is why I hope that you’ll learn to enjoy being teased and denied and tortured again and again every single night as long as this key of yours hangs around my neck…

Why don’t you eat me out tonight?

You won’t be getting anything in return, but your girlfriend is horny!

Why don’t you get down on your knees and kiss my shoes?

It won’t change a thing, but I’ve had a really long day and I deserve it.

Maybe you should just go to my room, take off all of your clothes, and bend over so that I can discipline you simply because it brings a smile to my face seeing my boyfriend wince every time that I spank him with that big, leather paddle of mine again, and again, and again…

Sounds like fun!

Are you sure that you want me to go ahead and open up Pandora’s Box???

Whips and chains, leather and lace, denial and humiliation … you’ll never know what I’m going to pull out of my kinky toolbox to keep you all hot and bothered next!

What’s that? My wittle baby doesn’t like the idea of having his pee-pee all locked up and out of the way where he can’t play with it every five seconds?!

Then you’d better get down on your knees, worm, and beg me … your queen, your goddess … to go easy on you…

I won’t, but it kinda turns me on to watch you beg, anyways.

That cage between your legs – so hard, so secure. You wish that you could touch it, but it’s not yours anymore and I’m not the kind of girl who likes to share her toys. It’s really better off this way – the less time that you spend playing with your teensy dick, the more time you’ll have to spoil me! Neck massages, bubble baths, new shoes … learn to pamper me with the things that I adore and maybe … just maybe … one day your cock will be one of those things and earn the right to come out and play for a little while.

Of course, let’s be clear – getting unlocked doesn’t automatically translate to getting to cum, but soon you’ll learn that keeping your goddess happy is typically a good start!

I think we’ve waited far too long to put your cock in chastity – it’s something that I should’ve done the day I met you, but we can’t change the past, now can we? What we can do, however, is learn from our mistakes and keep you under much more rigid control going forward.

The more I think about it, I’m not sure if a mere 30 days is nearly long enough, but it’ll do for starters. Don’t be surprised, though, if we get to the end of your first month locked away from your own cock and I seem a bit reluctant to give you back your freedom…

…because we haven’t even gotten started yet and I’m already loving the thought of this…

Locked up.

Denied.

A prisoner.

My prisoner.


Mummifying a Friend

She said that she couldn’t imagine what it would be like to be totally helpless … to have her own body taken from her and put at the discrete mercy of another.

I wanted to show her.

Lying spread on the padded structure, only a cute pair of purple panties separating her from total exposure, she looks up at me for the last time before I gently wrap the satin sleep mask around her eyes. Her nipples are pointed and erect, and I can see the goose bumps sprouting up across her body as I randomly graze her skin, making my final preparations…

“Just breathe and relax…” I whisper to her softly as the first screech of the plastic wrap coming off of its roll sends chills through her body only a moment before she feels its clingy touch around her left wrist as her bondage begins. She shifts her position on the padded frame as I smile and focus on my task, enveloping her entire hand from her wrist down to her shiny, red fingertips in the transparent film that I know she would liken to saran wrap, although what she’s really expecting is that silver duct tape like she saw in the pictures.

That will come soon enough.

I encourage her to wiggle her fingers as I move over to wrap her other hand, chuckling to myself that she should get her struggles in while she can because not long will they no longer be an option to her when she’s cocooned inside of several layers of cling wrap and tape! Satisfied that her hands won’t be bothering me for the immediate future, I then move down to her ankles and cinch more bands of the surprisingly strong film at her feet, taking note to admire the shiny, patent stilettos that she wore for the occasion that just so happen to match the underwear around her waist…

More wraps around her knees and elbows ensure that her chances of getting up from the platform without my help are close to nil, which then brings me to one of the most enjoyable places to wrap of all. My fingers graze dangerously close to her sex as I pull the wrap firmly over her hips, knowing that the sensation of being held down at the waist is where the violation truly begins. Her breathing deepens and her erect nipples just beg for my lips, yet I continue my work studiously until nearly a foot-wide strip of the material holds her relentlessly in place from her belly button down to just an inch from her pussy.

“Are you doing ok, sweetie???” I ask calmly as I return to the hand where I first started, this time tracing the wrap several times up her entire arm before ending at her shoulder and then doing the same on the other side.

She nods back to me in confirmation without saying a word, and I can smell her arousal as the wrap screeches up each of her legs all the way to her crotch. I smile as I watch her lift her hips against the tight film that strengthens its hold on her in her most vulnerable of areas, and seizing the opportunity I help to spread her legs a little wider as I bind her thighs down firmly, her struggles reminding me sweetly of the last time that I was in her position and the delightful sensations that came to follow!

Still more wraps trace up her belly to her breasts that are now begging to be touched. She moans a bit as I carefully loop her wrappings both under and over her beautiful bosoms, with each wrap bringing them more to attention until the wraps continue over her chest and shoulders, now leaving only them and her face still without its place in plastic.

“Still doing good, honey?” I ask her as I step away momentarily. “This next bit is going to be a bit more intense…”

I know that shortness of breath in her voice because I’ve felt it before myself, and I grin as her anticipation gets the better of her and she gives me the green flag to continue before I tell her to open her mouth and place the special mouthpiece between her lips that features the intimidating tube that will supply the entirety of her air once these final wraps are in place. Speaking to her calmly as she bites down on the guard and tries to focus on breathing through her mouth, I bring the wrap slowly over her lips one turn at a time, using the utmost of care to avoid blocking the tube and sending her into a panic as she feels the most impending of her bondage, the wraps taking away every last movement as her own head is slowly cemented into place by this feeling that she herself had requested of me.

The bands around her neck and her lips and her blind eyes and her forehead drive home the severity of her position, and as her entire head becomes slowly encased in plastic, she finds herself faced with her first ever full-body bondage experience as she comes to realize that not a muscle works in her favor in her current position. I leave her to pant and struggle, first stopping to admire the view and then retrieving next from my bag of tricks several large rolls of shiny, silver duct tape that will prove to make her cocoon even more unbreakable than she’s even experiencing now.

I snap a couple of quick photos of her initial helplessness, for posterity’s sake, and then the unmistakable sound of tape screaming off the roll fills the room as I start this time at my friend’s shoulders and proceed to encase her in the unforgiving bondage that makes the give of the cling wrap seem like nothing at all…

The duct tape, I wrap much more tightly as the sadist within me takes a hint of pleasure at knowing how the famously strong adhesive tape adds to my victim’s helplessness exponentially. Taking great care once again to leave only the buds of her nipples exposed, I giggle to myself as I see her wiggling fingertips underneath the already tight plastic wrap and then do my best to cease their motion takes its hold along every inch of her body. Her waist becomes a silver hourglass as the first roll runs out just as I’m finishing her makeshift, duct tape corset, and a few minutes later her legs too are held as hard as steel as I tape even her shoes to her feet while I reduce the most powerful muscles in her body to little more than shiny extensions of herself.

My second favorite area of all comes next as I aggressively pull the tape tight against her plastic-wrapped crotch, slightly wishing that I’d dared to suggest that she bring a favorite toy along to insert inside of her for this maiden voyage of helplessness, but as she grunts happily with each pull, something tells me that this won’t be the last time that she finds herself bound to the padded frame in my guest bedroom. Once the tape thoroughly holds her pussy down from every possible angle, it’s now time that I return to her head for her final encasement…

First a single wrap over her brow, then another over her lips, with only the simple breathing tube left protruding, her eyes and chin, nose and neck are quick to follow as I say goodbye to my sweet friend and hello to the inanimate, silver figure that has now taken her place. She moans out weakly as I see her vainly attempting to struggle against the cling film and tape, but by now it’s far too late and her only remaining recourse is simply to accept her fate.

Glancing over to my goody bag nearby, I catch a glimpse of one last touch that I quickly see her bound form is missing, and snagging the much smaller roll of bright purple duct tape from the chair nearby, I make quick work to add a few accents to my friend’s bondage in her all-time favorite color. A band around each of her ankles, another at her knees and thighs, followed by more at her waist, wrists, and elbows, lastly concluded by two last strips around her gagged lips and eyes, the purple tape takes the form of her restraints as if she had been bound simply with a myriad of purple straps … though of course the reality of her stringent situation is certainly much more thorough!

No doubt that reality is truly starting to set in as I hear what little friction remains between her skin-tight cocoon and her actual skin creaking softly against the padded frame below her that now seems to levitate her purple and silver-bound figure effortlessly in the middle of the room. I step back and just watch for a few minutes, savoring the final product of my work and taking a few more pictures so that afterwards she can actually see what her bondage looked like from the other side.

She seems to be doing well – her breathing is heightened, but controlled, and her reactions to her bonds are more curious than panicked … which is good because her current state isn’t one that can be removed in half a moment’s notice at this point, even with a pair of safety scissors! She tests her bonds from head to toe, and groans seep forth from the breathing tube between her lips after each defeat. She still has a long ways to go before she realizes that defeat is her only outcome in this position, but I can’t leave her alone for too long ... because I want to play, too…

Kneeling down beside her place, I gently graze one hand down the inside of her leg, starting at her ankle and going all of the way up. My touch is amplified by the isolation of all of her other senses, and as I gingerly run my fingers over her thighs, occasionally crossing her pussy, I think of her coming to learn from this part of her bondage that despite how close of friends we actually are, even if she doesn’t want my advances as I tease her down below, she doesn’t really have a choice in the matter as I toy with any part of her body that I wish … her arms and legs spread perfectly for just this kind of invasion.

My hands temporarily leaving her sweetness behind, they wander up her beautiful curves and find their way between breasts that are just begging to be touched – the only part of her flesh that still remains exposed – and yet as eager as I am to take each of her hardened nipples deliciously between my lips, I first must travel up to her pinnacle as my hands trace around a chin stiff as if she wore a posture collar, her complete head held fast to the padded rest below – blind, deaf, and closed for all but the most basic of receptions.

I cradle her head in my hands as if she were but an infant, looking down into where her eyes would be if they weren’t buried underneath layers of tape and plastic and satin. I trace my hands across her lips that are welded fast to the tube that keeps her alive, and I remember just how vulnerable it feels to literally be touched anywhere without any mode of response available. Leaning down, I give her a noticeable kiss between the eyes, then hold my ear close to take witness of her breathing up close … at the moment, the only form of expression she still clings to.

In, and out…

In, and out…

Her chest heaving against its bonds with every breath directs my attention back towards her exposed nipples, and no longer able to help myself, she soon feels the delicate touch of my touch glossing over one, then the other before I eagerly suck one into my mouth and hear a gasp from her breathing tube while my free hand settles squarely on her groin. Her meek hip thrusts do nothing but frustrate her as she whimpers into her tube between breaths, my tender nibbles clearly a very new sensation for her that at that distinct moment she can’t seem to get anywhere near enough of.

I leave her crotch behind and turn my full attention to her breasts that bulge beneath copious quantities of duct tape, crackling evilly as she fights to find any inch of movement whatsoever as my fingernails tease and torment her erect buds without remorse. She looks so animalistic laying there, staring blankly back at her captor who has her right where she wants her … so absolute, so utterly helpless…

Yes, my friend – this is precisely what it feels like!

I tease her and tickle her until her moans are nearly constant from the tube, her hips still eager to respond whenever the slightest of pressure provides a source of resistance, despite her knowledge that it isn’t going to matter. When I finally imagine that her sweat-covered body has just about had enough underneath all of her layers, that’s when I break out my secret weapon – my Hitachi Magic Wand, and the moment its vibrating head touches her most sensitive of areas, I feel her explode into orgasm with one nipple between my teeth and the rest of her body spasming against its unrelenting bondage.

It’s a beautiful sight to see, and feel, and because that’s just the kind of girl I am, I continue to hold the vibrator in place through two more orgasms until I can hear her nearly begging me for mercy.

When she’s had one more beyond that, I finally cut her free and gently help her over to the couch where warm blankets and a hot cup of tea awaits her reemergence from total helplessness.

We talk and cuddle and embrace her sexual exhaustion for hours, and judging by the smile that refuses to depart from her face, dare I say that she enjoyed her helplessness!


Also Available from KinkyWriter.com…

Bondage

Leather Fetish Girl
Christina had a special liking for leather, be it skirts or shoes or even designer handbags, but it wasn't until she met a young leather designer named Jason Glass that she came to appreciate the provocative material in an entirely different manner!

Hood Shopping
Michelle had always been curious about bondage hoods and their fun in kinky play until a random visit to her local sex store finds her being offered a special demo right in the middle of the store…

Invitation to Ride
A young blonde receives a strange invitation promising orgasmic delights beyond her wildest fantasies, but as she soon finds herself addicted to the high life, will Christi begin to connect the dots behind what really makes this mystery program tick???

Latex for Her, Chastity for Him
A naughty game of cat and mouse between husband and wife sees both embracing their submissive sides, with him first submitting to her, and then her taking on a much more provocative role at the hands of her master…

30 Days of Bondage

He wanted to know what it would be like … to be a prisoner … to be utterly helpless … without an end in sight…

Female Domination

Glimpses of FemDom…

The female-led relationship of Maria and Shaun takes center stage as he shares a unique look into the bondage, humiliation, and domination that now encompasses his world with these twelve erotic shorts where nothing less than full compliance is acceptable.

One Last Tease…
Distraught over the recent breakup with his girlfriend, David finds himself on an unexpected kinky adventure with his ex- pulling all of the string…

Kim’s Kinky Adventures

First introduced to the seductive offerings of the kink lifestyle by a college boyfriend, young Kimberly Evans quickly finds herself taking to the allure of all of the leather straps and fetish fashion, the domineering perspectives as well as the copiously and wonderful sensations that they welcome along with them! 

The Photo Shoot
Allison Hall pays a visit to a local dominatrix named Madame Genevieve who promises to teach her a thing or two during a special kinky photo shoot…

Ten Ways to Torment Your Nipple Slut…
For subbies who fancy themselves a bit of nipple play and their dominants who push them to new heights, this sexy collection of ten tumultuous torments are sure to leave you with some particularly sensitive nubs the next morning…
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