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Dark Denied

The hood goes over his head to take his sight.

The cage goes around his cock to take his manhood.

The darkness, the bondage, the merciless unknown – well, they exist to take whatever’s left…

We haven’t spent a Saturday night together in nearly a year, yet it’s by far been the most intimate time that we’ve ever spent together. It took me a long time to truly understand his desires, not to mention my own promiscuities, but once we both came to a mutual agreement, a whole new world of passion opened up between us that this girl would’ve never in her wildest dreams imagined.

Most simply put – he wanted to be denied, and I wanted to fuck.

What we each wanted, we wanted in excess … there was always another stone to overturn, no matter how deep the rabbit hole seemed to go. Neither of us wanted to hurt the other, and yet this bizarre, carnal lust for our fantasies drove us to find a way where we could both indulge in our polar opposite desires to the other’s benefit. It meant some compromises, ethically, but as I look over to the corner of the bedroom, seeing his hooded face staring back at me blankly as he can only imagine my own night’s festivities, I can’t help but feel my pussy grow a little wetter as I know that we’ve found a method that works for us – despite what society might think of a couple that does the types of things that we do…

Inside his box in the corner, he sits silently awaiting his release, taking in all of the sounds of his girlfriend’s delight while he remains helpless on the other side of the room. The inside of the chamber is nothing short of diabolical, as I’ve told him so many times, and yet he still ponders further means of isolation and torture for each subsequent journey inside of its locks. Be it a dildo up his ass or spikes surrounding his balls and nipples, it’s all I can do to merely shake my head as I strap him into the prison of his own making, for I say that if he feels the need to subject himself to such relentless torture on my behalf, he probably does deserve it after all.

And I’d be lying if I were to say that assembling his bondage doesn’t serve as a bit of a thrill for me as well. It’s nothing compared to the elicit sex which I will receive shortly after he’s been secured, yet there’s something special about watching him cower before me as I seal away his fate. Towering over him in my sexiest attire, I can tell by the look in his eye that he would love nothing more than to spend a few minutes before his bondage kissing my shoes or worshipping me in some other fashion … and yet true to the core of his desires, it seems more fitting to deny him even the shiniest of my black patent heels and instead cut straight to the chase…


Exploiting His Shoe Fetish

The best thing that a girl who loves shoes can do is to find herself a guy who has a shoe fetish…

Long before the night that he actually confessed to me his passion for feminine footwear, I had a feeling that there was something special about the way that he stared at my feet and how un-stereotypically he seemed to have no problems at all about spending an entire afternoon shoe shopping with me. At first I just thought that it was sort of cute, but harmless when he would randomly offer to bring me my shoes, or even romantic when he took the extra step of helping to slip them on my feet, too, but once he told me the truth about how he felt … in all of its kinky, perverted glory … that’s when I realized how to take advantage of his fetish for my own personal gain!

It all started one night when I had gone out drinking with some of my girlfriends, and by the time I finally returned home late into the night, I was a little tipsy and even sassier than usual. After quickly slipping out of my dress, I sat on the edge of the bed in only my underwear when he got down on his knees in front of me and began to take off my shoes – a sexy pair of lace-up, black platform booties that night…

Once he had cradled my foot in his hands but before he could undo the laces, I remember jeering down at him drunkenly, “If you like them so much, maybe you should kiss them first!”

He looked back up at me somewhat shocked as I crossed my legs and dangled my foot in his face as I taunted him, “Go on – what are you waiting for?! You know you want to!”

And so he did.

He showed my footwear a lot more affection than I can imagine my drunken self had expected, and even in my inebriated state, my interest shifted from amusement to intrigue as I watched my boyfriend – kneeling loyally at my feet – carefully running his lips across the leather boots on my feet as if in that very moment, they were the only thing in his world. It’s hard to look down on a person in that state and not feel a sense of control over them, and I guess it was because of this that I found myself taking one last jab at before crawling under my bed sheets and passing out until morning.

“I expect them spit-shined before I wake up in the morning…” I had whispered into his ear with a raspy seduction just moments before falling onto my pillow … and yet when I awoke the next day right around noon, those same booties were there waiting for me on the kitchen counter, looking damn near as clean as the day that I bought them, and that was when I knew that our relationship was about to take a change for the better!

He confessed all of his high heeled lust to me over breakfast, and remembering the spark in my mind that had ignited from seeing him on his knees the night before, it was clear that we had to explore this fetish that he had been holding back, so we did what any girl does when she’s got a few hours to kill before class.

We went to the mall!

As every shoe store and boutique became another opportunity to allow him to indulge in his submissive side, so too did my shoe collection quite rapidly grow – from strappy, stiletto sandals to genuine leather flats and wedges alike, with every sign in his pants an indication not only that he’d be once again eager to whip it out – his credit card, that is! – to pay for my new shoes, but also eager to drop to his knees once we’d gotten somewhere a little more private to show me just how much he appreciated my support of his kinky, little secret…

It's hard not to love a man who’s content with spending an hour on the floor worshipping at your feet, and even harder when you’re wearing a new pair of $300 patent leather heels that he begged you to let him purchase for you.


The Gift of Cruelty

“Look at him kneeling there, and then look at yourself again in the mirror – girls like you don’t fuck guys like that…”

I maintained my usual grin while I allowed her to examine her hubby in a way that she’d never before imagined, and yet I could already tell by the glow in her eyes that it was working.

Tonight was to be an epic night for them, and every last piece had to be orchestrated perfectly. They’d been married for ten years … the occasion was, in fact, the very night of their tenth anniversary, and so they had wanted to do something extra special to celebrate their nuptials of ten years.

…something that they’d never done before…

…something that they’d both fantasized about in their own little ways, much to each other’s intrigued surprise…

It’s a common fantasy that I hear a lot from married couples, and yet it’s one that I never seem to grow tired about helping them to execute! He wants to be dominated, she wants to do a little fooling around – all it takes is for me to do some simple connecting of the dots to show the happy, yet often sexually-frustrated couple that they can both have their cake and eat it, too, and that’s where the start of my little scheme begins!

For him, I explain that to truly submit to his wife means that he has to let her do whatever she wants … even if it results in his own denial for her pleasures.

For her, I explain that all it takes to enjoy her just desserts when she has a naturally submissive husband is merely to embrace a sense of control and authority.

Once they both learn that their own fantasy can be used to feed into that of their partner, it’s simply a matter of setting the scene…

The wife … she’s just about ready to go out for a night on the town – something she hasn’t done in years – and one glance confirms that she’ll be the one calling the shots at the club with her pick of gentlemen longing to buy her a drink or cop a feel or no doubt even a little bit more. Under her tight-fitting dress, she wears a set of lingerie that she picked out explicitly for this occasion, knowing that her husband isn’t the one who the thong panty and lace garters are intended for, and I could tell that even before she stepped out of the bathroom to sight her husband, the thought of that turned her on like no other.

The husband, on the other hand … he’s been told to assume the role of a slave on his knees in the middle of the hotel room. He wears a pair of black, leather shorts tightly locked around his waist – the small, brass locks themselves highly visible and in no question secure. His hands are bound inside a pair of heavy leather fist mitts that force his fingers into a tight ball and thus render them useless, especially being that they’re locked behind his back. Possibly the most menacing of all is the leather gag wrapped around his mouth – laced tight and holding inside a very special gag that can nearly be seen inside of his lips through the strict leather that laces behind his head like a corset.

Each has been given a clear directive, which we’re about to see played out here in the flesh…

·       He is to look at his wife like a queen or a goddess to be worshipped, with his eyes locked reverently upon her shoes, ready to accept whatever criticism she may offer.

·       She is to look down on her husband as a slave, a toy, a possession for her amusement, and one that is almost certainly not worthy of her attention.

“He looks pathetic!” she snickered as she towered in front of her husband in high heels that were made for dancing, a moment later adding with a laugh, “We should’ve done this years ago…”

I smiled as I watched her first dominant words cut through him like a hot knife through butter, knowing that look in his eyes because I’ve seen it in men like him a thousand times before.

She’s right, and he knows it, and he’ll be hanging on her every cruel word and wallowing at her stiletto-clad feet for just as long as she’ll let him.


Undeniable

I can’t help but think naughty thoughts as I stare down at my husband obediently slipping my new leather ankle boots onto my feet…

I can tell that he’s anxious to be so close, my jet black stockings briskly coming into contact with his fingers as he delicately slides my foot into place, then slowly traces the zipper up the inside of my calf. At this point I know that he would give anything to simply lean over and touch his lips in worship to the new boots that he bought for me only a few hours earlier, but that’s not the kind of mood that I’m in tonight.

He seems so small to me as I stand up tall in my new stiletto heels, glancing over my shoulder at him like he’s an afterthought because the truth of the matter is that at times like this, he is, and as I turn my attention back to the tall mirror that is affixed to the opposite wall, I’m pleased to see the look of a woman smiling back at me who does these sorts of cruel things to her own husband. The grin on her face speaks volumes about how much she enjoys this torturous game that they play, and her leather attire leaves no question as to who is in charge between the two of them…

…as if the chastity belt locked around his cock left anything to question anyways!

I feel undeniably sexy as the tight, leather skirt clings around my hips just begging to be groped, hanging dangerously high above my knees as it barely covers the new garters that were also bought just this afternoon for the occasion. The matching black and crimson corset cinched tight around my waist creates that classically alluring hourglass figure while also putting my breasts on full display.

My pussy glistens behind the tiny thong that separates it from my fine leather skirt as I tell my submissive to keep his eyes on the floor as he walks to the closet where he will remain bound for the next several hours. Tying him up makes me wet, and as I think of all that I’m denying him as I lace the leather hood and bondage mittens around his face and hands, it amuses me to the point of laughter to see firsthand the sacrifices that he is willing to make for me in this intricate web that we weave.

Kneeling on the wooden floor of the closet that’s nestled into one corner of the hotel room, his hands bound hopelessly behind his back, his eyes and ears blind, his voice taken, and his genitals bound under a key that I didn’t even bring with me on this trip, I smirk as I close the door to the closet on him like one of my possessions … as if I’m putting away one toy before I go out to play with another. Although he assures me that he craves my denial more than words can define, sometimes I still wonder if I enjoy it myself a little too much…

Turning the key in the lock of the closet nonetheless, I take one final look in the mirror and am instantly plunged back into the mood before making my way out onto the floor of the casino where I plan to find my new plaything … at least for the next couple of hours.


Sadistic

If there’s but one thing that I’ve learned more than anything from this relationship, it’s that simply put … torturing men is a lot of fun!!!

And I’m not talking about the way that most women tease their men with sex and drag them along to the mall and dinner and chick flicks all with the hope of getting laid at the end of the night … I’m talking about whips and chains and making him worship the stilettos that he just bought for me after a long day of carrying my shopping bags around the mall!

When we first started dating and my boyfriend confided in me that he was into bondage and spanking and all sorts of this kinky stuff, I really didn’t think that I was going to be able to handle all of it.  All of the things I’d heard just seemed so intimidating, and besides, I sure as hell didn’t like the idea of anybody tying me up to do whatever perverted things that they pleased!  I’m way too much of a control freak to ever let a guy tie me down to the bed or heaven forbid, put a gag in my mouth, but luckily before I almost backed out after panicking about it all, he clarified one specific thing to me that changed everything.

He told me that he had no desire to dominate me because what he really wanted was for me to dominate him.

A lightbulb lit up the moment he told me, and immediately I had a feeling that this, on the other hand, was something that I could really get into because of everything that I had been finding online, the female dominant was a super sexy role … the more I read, it was just the idea of touching my own elbows behind my back or being forced to suck three cocks at once that didn’t exactly sound like my cup of tea!  But give me a whip and a pair of stilettos and a boy to wait around on me hand and foot … yeah, I think I could find a way to enjoy that!

Of course, little did I know that it would start off light and then escalate rather quickly from there … but then again, little did he know that the more control he gave up to me, the more turned on I would get!  Tying him to the bed for sex was kinda fun and he had all sorts of cool, leather restraints that made the job really easy, and then he showed me that he was into pain and things really started getting interesting.  I learned that I absolutely love the sound of leather when it smacks against a person’s flesh, and the thought of leaving marks on somebody made me wet in a way that I’d never experienced before…

The more we played, the more I really watched myself becoming more and more of a bitch, and yet the way he ate it up with a spoon, how could I not indulge to see just how far he would let me take it?!  Being bitchy was sexy as fuck and over time, I really grew to feel like I deserved all of the horrible things that I would put him through in the name of servicing me.  He had a great job, so I made him buy me designer clothes and shoes worthy of the dominant woman in his life! 

One night I told him that I was looking forward to the day when he couldn’t even look in my eyes without fearing me, and I think that was the hardest I’ve ever seen him in his life.  Then again, I had him wearing a chastity belt filled with dozens of tiny pin pricks that would all but pierce his cock from all angles whenever he got even remotely hard, so I guess you could say that I got the last laugh…


She and Her Mistress

Thick, leather straps wrap snug around my ankles, waist, and wrists.  Though fishnet stockings, a tight, wasp-like corset, and my favorite knee-high boots might suggest otherwise, today I am here to submit, not to dominate – my husband may take his orders while perched humbly at my feet, but even as his mistress, I too occasionally need someone to take charge and guide me, and for that specific role in my life Miss Scarlett is nothing less than an exquisite fit…

Her gaze is one that can both mesmerize and petrify you with a simple raise of her brow … her presence is one that encompasses your world, and whether she is teasing me or punishing me or even just sharing a moment of warmth between women, she serves as both a dominant and an inspiration as I strive to carry her own aura back into my own playroom as well.  I know that this pleases Miss Scarlett, and she takes pride in my own ability to dominate my husband because she relates that for a person to be worthy of another worshipping at her feet, she too must understand the sacrifices of being on her knees and exposing herself for a higher being.

She believes, as she’s taught me, too, that one can be both dominant and submissive at the same time, and use each relationship to build the other even further.

Today is a special session, in that Miss Scarlett cited her desire for my husband to witness what it was like for another to dominate his goddess.  Giving special instruction that she would not be interacting with him in any way, she explained that it was my duty to restrain him in a manner that would be apt for his viewing our own time, and then she would proceed with her own motives.

Not knowing what Mistress herself had in store for me, I erred on the aggressive side and decided to challenge him as Miss Scarlett often does me.  Making use of Mistress’ bondage wheel, I strapped him naked – except for his chastity device, of course – spread-eagled to the rotating structure.  A special hood with separate covers for his eyes and mouth was laced over his head – his mouth, gagged with my panties after ordering him to kiss my boots from his position; his eyes, left open per Mistress’ instructions.

Locking the wheel into position, he would spend the next hour hanging upside down, held tight with over a dozen leather straps while he watched his own mistress manipulated from across the room…

Smiling approvingly with crimson red lips as she surveyed my husband upon entering the room, Miss Scarlett ushered me into the center of the room as she spoke with an English accent that melts me every time, “I see that you’ve secured our guest well, my pet.  Now it's time for me to make you a little less comfortable!”

As her firm touch whisked me away to a place where the submissive at my own feet was a faint memory, just as he did to me, I turned my attention to Miss Scarlett – to worship, to be disciplined, to be dominated. My body was her plaything, and the time that she would dedicate to my service inspired my very womanhood through every crack of my whip and lick of my husband’s tongue thereafter upon my boots.

Later there would be plenty of time for him, but now – this was time just for me.


Electro Cuck

“It’s time to put your chastity belt on for me,” Heather snickered with a dubious grin.

“Let’s make it that electro one – the one that Jeffrey bought for you,” she added as her eyes pierced through whatever remaining dignity her husband had left with the mere utterance of her boyfriend’s name.

As Derrick let out a defeated sigh and skulked away to their bedroom to retrieve the device, the adulterous woman’s smile only brooded with the thought of his submission that was about to transpire so that she could enjoy her naughty fun without interruption, making herself laugh as she was reminded as always how it was actually him who had begged her to first begin this devious game of cuckolding and domination that they now played, even though a quick glance from the outside would’ve certainly suggested that she was the one who’d forced this lifestyle upon him…

“Don’t ask for it if you can’t handle it…” she recalled telling him the very first time he’d gone down on his knees in front of her, begging to be caged.

Barely a year later, she frankly couldn’t even recall what her husband’s dick felt like inside of her anymore, for she had taken his prompting to find a real man and found a replacement that gave her little to no reason not to deny him her sex. Tall, muscular, and fit to bend her over on a random Tuesday afternoon any time that she pleased … and the fact that her husband was securely locked up without mercy seemed to make every long-lasting kiss even sweeter.

“Fucking pervert!” Heather couldn’t help but giggle underneath her breath amusingly as she walked into their shared bedroom to see him already struggling to fit the molded plastic around his shriveled member, the wires hanging down from the cage that she would shortly use to passively torment him before heading out to get her fill from a real man.

While she waited for Derrick to finish with his self-imposed bondage, Heather sorted through her closet to lay out the outfit that she had already planned to wear for the evening. Jeffrey had invited her to a classy gala at one of his friend’s penthouses downtown, which meant that she got to enjoy being a piece of eye candy before slipping away to indulge in their naughty pastimes just out of earshot of the other guests…

She knew just the thing that would have every man drooling behind her back and every woman giving her cross-eyes all night – a shapely black leather corset, a matching leather mini that just barely covered her down below, and a pair of sexy, stiletto ankle boots adorned with shiny buckles that just seemed to scream sex.

No panties tonight – she didn’t feel like wasting her time with them – and the thick leather of the corset was enough to eliminate the need for a bra even if her nipples managed to remain hard all night … which was a good possibility given how much she was looking forward to seeing Jeffrey…

Glancing back just in time to hear him closing the infamous padlock shut at the hasp of his chastity belt, Heather smirked with a domineering amusement as she saw her husband’s eyes only momentarily cross up at hers before dropping back to the floor as he scuttled to take his position in the corner of their bedroom, his head lowered as he knelt there otherwise nude with his wrists crossed behind his back as the daunting, new wires hung menacingly from the acrylic cage now locked around his penis.

“Turn it up to #2 and you can watch me get dressed,” Heather said bluntly as she turned her attention back to the leather attire before her just as quickly as she’d given him his brief inspection. It was a game of cat and mouse that she adored considerably as she all but ignored his pathetic display in the corner while she focused on getting ready to go out with her lover, and with the new addition of the chastity cage that had been wired for electro-play at her boyfriend’s insistence, it seemed either than ever to gloat that his submission was well-deserved as she prepared herself for a man who could treat her better in nearly every possible way…

Heather turned away so as not to let him see her smile as Derrick meekly reached down and flipped the switch on the plastic box that would bring his cage torturously to life. While he knew that #2 was a lower setting that he could certainly tolerate easily enough, he also knew in the back of his mind that his devious wife had no intention of only keeping the knob turned to #2 before she was well and done with him.


Dressing Up

He kneels in the corner silently as I’m getting dressed – a single word spoken will get him kicked out of the room.

It’s a privilege to watch me preparing for my lover … he knows this.

Long, sheer stockings glide up my freshly-shaven legs to meet the black garters that dangle provocatively from my hips, snapping to hold them in place through even the most strenuous parts of my evening.

A delicate, lacy bra and panty set that any woman would be happy to get for Valentine’s Day or her anniversary cradle my breasts and my sweet pussy just for him. I can read on his face that it’s humiliating to have another man buying his wife lingerie, yet in the same glance it’s clear that he’s grateful to be afforded this breathtaking view that he was never able to elicit out of me himself…

A woman should only dress sexy for a man who makes her feel sexy.

My lips begin to shimmer as I stand there doing my makeup in the mirror thinking of him, and I love how he makes me want to look my very best for him. My heart beats faster as I picture his lips only inches from the supple, scarlet red smile that I’ve just painted for him, drifting away on every seductive word that he whispers only for me, despite the crowded upscale restaurant where we’ll go to dine.

They all look at us and see just another attractive couple eager to fuck each other’s brains out … they know naught of the much less desirable man I call my partner who waits at home while his wife enjoys the life that she deserves with a man capable of pleasing her in ways he’ll never know.

What’s also unknown is how immensely aroused it makes me to think of him there alone, and of the vows that we shared, and how long it’s truly been since my pussy has felt the touch of anything but another man. It makes me wet to know how my infidelity turns him on and that what I can make him feel through denial dwarfs any momentary lust that a man would normally feel for his wife after so many years together.

I know that he pictures my lover with his strong hands around me as I slip into the little, black dress that he would die just to feel with his own hands. The caged, black leather stilettos that I told him to pick out himself complete the look of a towering wife who refuses to settle for the man who can’t make him feel like a goddess, even after putting the diamond ring on my finger that I still wear with pride.

A single sign of his longing for me, I permit him but five seconds to kiss my shoes with his desperate lips before I leave him behind once more to walk hand in hand with the real man of my dreams – the man who will use my beautiful to make countless other couples jealous, the man who will make my toes curl when my high heels finally come off and I’m moaning out his name in ecstasy.

I don’t dress this way for my husband.

I dress this way when I’m ready to go out and play.


Play Party Night Out

Watching the blank, latex figure hang from the ceiling, bound and helpless as his captor tormented him relentlessly was just absolutely fascinating to me.

He was so exposed, so vulnerable to every last one of us in the room as we all marveled in his erotic tortures, yet he had no recourse save to completely accept his fate.

We all ooh’ed and ahhh’ed as he flailed about, the pains of the electricity surging through his cock and balls as he cried out for mercy, though it was clear from the look on the woman’s face holding the control box that mercy was the furthest thing from her mind as she continued to put on her show for us at the man’s expense.

That made me laugh because I’d never thought of another person so objectified before … to see such a well-built, well-endowed man … hanging there in absolute agony, merely for our enjoyment.

Of course I knew that deep down he was probably loving every moment of it or else he would have never volunteered for the job in the first place, yet still … it was strangely arousing to suspend the fantasy and pretend that maybe … just for a moment … he wasn’t…

To hold such power over another human being, with all of those heavy locks and chains…

To make them ever so helpless only to then put them up on display to a group of random strangers…

And then to hurt them for your own personal amusement…

I couldn’t deny that I was getting a little wet watching the whole thing unfold, seeing how he would thrash and moan each time the blonde turned the dials on the control box up a notch higher. I wanted to know everything about what was taking place before my eyes – how the straps held his body and how the skin tight black latex felt against his skin, how difficult it was for him to breathe through the black hose that extended out from his gagged lips, just how excruciating the sensation in his cock and balls was when the electricity soared through them without mercy.

The other girls were ready to move on to other parts of the club, but I could’ve stayed there all night, just watching this bound man suffering helplessly in a room of strangers. It was unexpectedly erotic in a way I never would’ve imagined, and then – just as I thought that it couldn’t get any sweeter – the blonde asked if *I* wanted to try my hand at the controls…

Anxiously turning the small dial barely at all, I couldn’t help but smile as the fruits of such simple labor were instantly put on display for all to see by the man in black latex, wriggling despite never having seen me before.

One knob made it feel like fingernails tapping on his cock, the blonde calmly explained.

Another would speed up the shocks until it felt like he’d stuck it into an electric socket.

My girlfriends and I all agreed that we preferred the latter and its effects as the stranger’s cock throbbed deliciously in front of his while its owner moaned in agony each time that one of us tweaked the fourth knob from the left an inch further.

He couldn’t escape, and yet he’d succumbed to this bondage freely and willingly, craving to be tortured and kept by anyone who stepped up to their booth and felt like taking a whirl at his demise.

His screams made me excited in ways that I didn’t entirely understand, but it was nothing compared to the thrill I got from twisting and turning his controls and watching their products play out on the living canvas hanging there desperately before me.

I wanted to fuck him.

I wanted to make him scream.

I didn’t know what this feeling was, but I had to have it in my life.

I deserved to make people scream out in agony and pay me for the distinct pleasure!


Tease & Deny

I feel Jen loop the rope around each of my ankles and jerk them to opposite corners of the bed before I have a proper chance to react, my cock instantly coming to life as my control begins slipping away from me in a way that’s always strangely arousing at my girlfriend’s hands…

She only giggles as she quickly ties off her ropes to the bedposts, standing over me in merely her bra and panties while she then makes child’s play of buckling my wrists into the pink leather shackles that still hang from the upper corners of the bed from last time.

“Come on – struggle for me!” she taunts playfully as she pounces on top of me and swats me with an exhilarating smile on the face.

Jen loves waking me up this way as she grinds her body against my erection enticingly while I do my best to struggle against my bonds, yet I already know from previous attempts that helpless doesn’t even begin to describe my current predicament.

From the look in her eye as she leans in for the kiss that will fall just a tease short, she knows it, too … it’s all just a part of her cruel game that she gets off on seeing me play the pawn in for her pleasures…

“You don’t mind if I fuck you, do you, baby?” she sneers as she grinds against me harder with only the thin fabric of her panties separating my rock hard cock from what I can only picture as her sweet and succulent, perpetually wet pussy.

She groans as the head of my cock hits her clit in that special way that she always loves, her eyes momentarily rolling into the back of her head before they lock with mine once more while the pressure beneath her hips grows torturously heavier. Just when I began to writhe in agony while this tumultuous vixen continuous her domineering tease in my lap, that’s when I see her reach down and pull her panties away…

…but before I feel my well awake cock slide between the delicious folds of her soaking wet pussy, my ears perk up to hear the slightest hint of Jen’s laughter as instead I feel a very different sensation slide around my cock, followed a few moments thereafter as I watch my girlfriend greedily climb back into the saddle and slide herself onto that which she’s no doubt been eagerly waiting for…

As the rubber sheath engulfs my hardened cock completely, Jen’s captivating eyes speak the words that by now she’s far too enthralled to tell me herself. With its thick walls and tight, pre-lubricated grip, the rubber cock will prevent me from feeling a single drop of my girl’s sweetness while at the same time providing to her an incredible length and girth that she knows I simply can’t give to her by myself.

I watch helplessly as she bounces herself to one hell of a good morning orgasm on my cock while I myself only feel a desperate pressure to remind me that I’m almost fucking her, but not really … and from the look on her face and the moans that fill the room as she rides her captive plaything to whatever ends she desires, it’s no secret that she’s perfect content if she has her orgasms that morning even if I don’t.

“In fact,” she’s sure to tell me afterwards once I’ve been untied and we continue on with our day, “sometimes it’s even better for me when you don’t!”


Secrets

My wrists and ankles are tied tightly to the four corners of the bed, the ropes cutting into my skin in a way that will no doubt leave marks for days … but I don’t mind.

Standing over me is my husband Jimmy’s best friend, Rob. He thinks that Jimmy is working an extra shift at the shop today, but that’s not exactly the case. If only he were to open the closet door a few feet behind him, he’d discover more about his friend in a matter of seconds than he’s probably really capable of handling.

But that’s ok – this can just be our little secret…

On the other side of that closet door, I know that Jimmy is likely getting restless. He knows that the slightest move of a muscle will cause the taffeta prom dress around his figure to rustle and then his jig will be up. The dress was his idea … I’m just the one that picked it out and made sure that his heels were coordinated appropriately.

I hope that I tied his ropes as tightly as Rob has tied mine … I’d hate to think that I’m feeling more burn from this little game of ours than he is. Then again, at least I’m on my back in these spike heels, whereas he’s going to have to balance on his dance shoes until his friend has had his way with me and I’m able to come untie him. It’s probably going to be several hours before that happens … I warned him about that when he was picking out those shoes, but he insisted.

We’ll see if he still has a shoe fetish when the night is over…

As Rob leans in close to grope my aching body, I whisper, “Don’t be gentle … it’s been so long…” into his ear.

“Has little Jimmy not been satisfying you?” he asks with a sneer as he throws his pants to the side and climbs on top of me. My pussy throbs as I can feel his heat pressed up against me. Part of me wishes that Jimmy could watch this, but another part kind of likes it better that he can’t…

A moment later Rob is straddling my head and shoving his dick into my mouth, my freshly painted lips tainted by his vulgar thrusts as he proceeds to fuck my face in lieu of a proper blowjob. I moan softly into his cock as I feel abused … my mouth turned into a mere receptacle for his cock, but I know that he likes a little warm up before taking my pussy. That’s always how we’ve done it in the past, anyways.

My mind drifts to my sissy slut husband tied up just out of sight, his lips painted the same sensual pink shade as mine before I jammed the rubber penis gag provocatively into his mouth. Sometimes I don’t know which is the stronger fantasy for him – that his wife is fucked by his best friend, or that he wishes that he were me during the act. I’m pretty sure that Rob would never go for that, but I wouldn’t necessarily mind being tied up in the closet myself while a man ravages my sissy on the other side of the closed door for a change…

I find myself gasping for air as I suddenly realize that my own gag has been unceremoniously removed from my mouth, and a moment later my eyes roll into the back of my head as I feel that same cock plunge deep into my soaking wet pussy without so much as a friendly hello. I’d love to wrap my arms around his body as he plows me, caressing the beautiful muscles that Jimmy can’t hold a candle to, but instead there’s little more that I can do besides dig my fingernails into the bed sheets and clench my toes as this man reminds me what a real cock actually feels like.

I moan out in ecstasy as he pounds my pussy with no end in sight, like a jackhammer that was designed purely for my own erotic pleasure. His sex makes me feel so raw and helpless, like the woman’s job is simply to receive this glorious fuck that the man has bestowed upon her. Jimmy can’t fuck me like this, and after who knows how many times we’ve done this exercise before, I think that he knows it. I don’t make the same sounds with him that I do with his friend, and my body isn’t so lifeless and exhausted afterwards, either.

When he finally squirts his load into me is the trigger that my own orgasm has been waiting for as well, and together we spasm into a wonderful mess of sweaty, orgasmic delight, his thrusts only ceasing once my body has been thoroughly spent. I can feel his cum start to run out of me when he pulls out, and with a chuckle after he gets up off of the bed, he sticks two of his fingers inside me until they’re covered in his own cum, then removes them and instead shoves them into my mouth.

I close my eyes and suckle the salty substance off of his fingers, weakly hoping that he might stay a while longer and take my sore pussy as his own once more, but instead he just laughs as he pulls his clean fingers from my lips and tells me, “You’re such a little slut, Maggie…”

I moan softly, hoping to change his mind as he slips on his pants and boots, but I know that he’s got someplace to be and that I’ll have to wait until next time for more. Before he goes, he returns to my bedside and loosens the knots on only one of my wrists, leaving the other as well as my ankles taut.

Leaning in he puts one hand behind my neck and kisses me savagely while his other returns to my crotch which is eager for his touch, and as his tongue hungrily rapes my mouth I do all that I can to hump at his hand against my remaining bonds.

“How many hours until Jimmy will be home?” he asks as his kiss breaks away, his hand still teasing my cunt and clit.

“Oh, it’ll be hours, baby…” I moan pitifully in protest. “Don’t you want to stick around and play with me a little longer???”

“Ha ha ha,” he laughed in my face, “maybe another time…”

As he pulls his fingers out of my wet hole a second time before he leaves, he this time wipes them on my cheeks and face, yet the scent just makes me feel even dirtier. I sigh that our playtime has to be cut short this time, yet I’m grateful for his quick fuck nonetheless. With that, Rob winks at me, gives me a couple of rough pats on the crotch, and then makes his way towards the bedroom door.

Just before closing the door behind him, he calls back to me, “Slut - I want you to cum three more times before you untie yourself … you understand me?”

“Yes, Sir…” I obediently reply without a second thought.

The door then closes without another word, and a few moments later I can hear his truck starting up out in the driveway. Though my husband is still perched precariously high behind the closet doors, I’ve been given an order, and after tweaking my own nipples to get their attention, my free hand wanders south to pick up where my fuck buddy has left off…


Two Girls, One Slave

Oh, how I love my weekly play date with my best friend, Heather!

We’ve known each other since college and she’s always told me everything, but I almost didn’t believe my own ears when she told me about some of the kinky games that she had been playing lately with her husband.  She said that it had started off with him just liking to be tied up from time to time, but eventually he wanted to kiss her shoes and get whipped  by her and even have her lock him up in a chastity belt so that he can’t cum without her permission…

I was on the edge of my seat as she told me all of this – maybe it’s because I’m a little controlling myself, but honestly, it all sounded pretty hot to me!  After a while she knew that I would touch myself when she would call the next day to tell me what she had done to Steven the night before … I could hear in her voice that she enjoyed sharing her stories with me just as much as I loved hearing them.

Then everything changed when, after bringing myself to orgasm on the couch while listening to her tell me about him worshipping her ass, I jokingly told her, “You know, one of these days you’re gonna have to let me see some of this action in person…”

And with but one word she single-handedly changed the way I look at sex, not to mention strengthened our bond a million times over – she simply replied, “…ok…”

That was two years ago, and we’ve played together every single Friday since that fateful call.  It started just with me watching, but it quickly became clear that she had ulterior motives.  She would ask me to tie something, or to hold her riding crop while she teased him, but soon enough I was doing more and more myself … and I absolutely loved it.  There was something so naughty about it – not just the kink, but playing with my best friend’s husband … let’s just say that it was really exciting and Heather seemed to enjoy watching me tease her man as much as she enjoyed doing it herself, so why the hell not?!

In the first six months I saw some significant changes in my life – I was happier because I had this incredible experience to look forward to each week; I felt an even more renewed bond with my girlfriend, who was already like a sister to me, but to actually want to share the most intimate thing in her life with me … just … wow; and I was even taking better care of myself because the two of us really started to enjoy getting sexy for our playtime like we used to before we would go out to clubs in college.  I was fitting into clothes that I thought I’d never see again, I was learning things about how to tie people up and then fuck with their heads that I never would’ve expected, I felt more confident and more beautiful … I just felt really, really happy…

So our typical routine on a Friday night was this – we’d both get together early and help get each other ready … clothes, hair, makeup – you name it, and then when Steven got home from work, that’s when the real fun would begin!  We started making these rules that he had to follow – he had to be on-time, or he would be punished; he had to kiss our shoes as soon as he walked into the room, or else he would be punished.  We’d tie him up and then take turns beating him, where he’d have to eat the other girl out while he was being whipped, and the whipping wouldn’t stop until the other girl came.  We even pooled our money to buy him this really nice chastity belt, and then would tease him by reliving some of our friskier college years and making him watch because few things are more frustrating to a man than watching two beautiful women kissing and not being able to touch himself in the slightest!

Mmmmmm – yummy…

* * *

Life was great and I thought things couldn’t possibly get any better, and then Heather approached me one Sunday out of the blue with an offer that just completely blew my mind…

“I want to share my husband with you,” she said plain as day while we enjoyed our lunch.

I laughed.  “You already do share your husband with me, hun!” I retorted.  “I fucked him in the ass with a strap-on two days ago!!!”

“No, no – you don’t understand,” she continued.  “When we play together now, at the end of the day Steven is still my husband, despite whatever sadistic things you do to him that week.  And I’m happy that I was able to introduce you into this lifestyle of ours, but I think it’s time to really take it one step further.”

“So what are you saying then???” I asked with a confused look on my face.

My friend replied with a warm smile, “I want you to really feel like Steven is yours just as much as he is mine.  I want to officially make him our slave.”

The idea took me a while to digest, but the more she talked about it the more I warmed up to the idea.  It was like she wanted me to have part ownership in her personal business, and I was not only honored but also incredibly intrigued by what the idea would mean for our dynamic.  Instead of me following her lead when she wanted to try something new, we’d both discuss new ways to torture our slave together.  If one of us decided that he didn’t deserve to cum for a month, we’d have to make sure that the other honored those wishes…

Luckily she already had some suggestions about where to go from there that sounded just perfect.  We would have a new collar custom made for him that had two locking posts so that we could each lock our own padlock on, so that the collar couldn’t be removed without both of us present.  We also did the same for his chastity device, and when I asked if she was going to be ok with keeping him locked up more often because the idea really turned me on … well, let’s just say that she’s getting enough from me now that I’m pretty sure unlocking that piddly cock of his is probably the last thing on her mind!

One day at the mall, we bought each other matching ankle bracelets, which we would each hang our own personal keys to his locks from as a reminder of where he truly belonged beneath us.  When his collar finally came in the mail and I saw the tag that Heather had gotten engraved to hang from it, I was without words…
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* * *

We each have our own techniques and preferences.

Heather loves pain and torture – she’s not happy until he’s got bruises that he’ll be feeling for a week!  She’s been playing a lot with caning lately and boy, let’s just say that she’s really putting our gag collection to the test.  I think I might buy her a bullwhip for her birthday – that could be interesting…

Me, on the other hand – I’ve found that I really enjoy denying him … nothing makes me wetter than tying him to a chair and grinding on him while I remind him that his chastity belt is designed to ensure that he never feels any satisfaction from it.  I’m also coming to really like fucking his wife in front of him … it’s so rewarding to look him in the eye and tell him that between my tongue and my strap-on, I make that woman moan like he never could!

I’ve found myself getting … meaner … when I tie him up, and yet I feel sexier about doing it each time.  Last night I dressed in a skin tight pair of leather pants, a corset top, some 5” pumps … the works, and as I tightened him in, I told him he was only allowed to look at my shoes, not my outfit or – heaven forbid – my eyes.  Anytime I caught him looking me in the eye, I smacked him across the face with my gloved hand and told him that it would be another 10 strokes with my cane for every time that he disobeyed me.

He was up to 70 strokes by the time I hand him strung from the ceiling and eventually laced a discipline hood over his face … but between you and me, I wish I would’ve caught him even more!

It’s so much fun to hit him like that, knowing that he’s at my every mercy, even though I have no intention of easing up on him.  I like seeing the stripes – it gives me something to aim at because I know the more I keep hitting the same spot over and over again, it starts to feel exponentially more painful, and I want him to feel as much pain as physically possible when he’s receiving his beating from me.  My job is to give pain, his job is to receive it – it’s as simple as that, and I’ve always been a woman who takes great pride in her work.

Did I mention that Heather and I just got matching piercings … down below?!

We did it on a dare.  I was telling her how good it felt the last time I had my clit pierced – I used to get head from my boyfriend all the time and the piercing just made it 100x better – and then she countered, “Well, we have oral sex an awful lot – maybe we should both get pierced!”

It was hard to argue with that logic and I think that every woman deserves to feel the amazingly amplified sensations that pierced orgasms can give her, so … we did it.  A simple ring underneath each of our clits, and you have no idea how hard it was to not go back home and fuck like jackrabbits after going through that!

* * *

One of the added perks I’ve found with my renewed piercing is that it produces some really fun sensations when I’m whipping my slave.  That’s why I honestly prefer pants to skirts and dresses if I know that I’m going to be swinging a lot because between the way a pair of nice, tight leather pants hugs my crotch and then the adrenaline I get from that whip flying through the air and my body twisting and rubbing down there … let’s just say that he makes me a very happy mistress in ways that he’ll never even know!

It’s probably a good thing that I lace him into that nice and thick padded helmet before any of that … wouldn’t want him to sneak a peek at something he’s not allowed to see.  As far as he can tell, I just really enjoy whipping him … and I guess technically that’s one way to put it!

His struggles against his bonds make me smile.

His muffled cries into the thick, rubber gag in his mouth make me wet.

But it’s the sound of my cane as it cuts first through the air, then cruelly into his tender flesh … those are the ones that actually push me over the edge.

I honestly forget that he’s a person when I start getting serious about my session because really, he’s not a person.  It says right there on the leather collar that me and my girlfriend have locked around his neck – he’s a slave, and he belongs to Heather and I expressly for our pleasure.  He doesn’t have a face – the leather hood deprives him of that.  He doesn’t even have his own cock and balls – we locked those away in that chastity belt he’s got tight around his waist.  If I was feeling nice, he might get a glimpse of that key to his cock hanging around my ankle like the simple charm that it is while he was on his hands and knees worshipping my shoes…

…but I’m feeling like a real bitch today and he doesn’t even deserve that…

Instead, I’m going to whip him, and he’s going to hang there and take it all like the good, little slave that he is.  Then I’m going to cum, and he’s going to cry out in pain like a little bitch, and then I’m going to whip him some more for acting like a little bitch.  I’m going to cum again, and eventually I’ll hear him start to cry … so I’ll tighten the gag strap in his mouth and make sure that I aim for the most tender of areas to really give him something to cry about. 

* * *

The secret to truly embracing dominance as a female comes in realizing that controlling a man’s cock is a lot more fun than receiving it…

There are plenty of other things to penetrate a woman with, but a man’s cock is still the lightning rod to his sexuality – learn to control it and you’ll have him like putty in your hands.

I stood in awe as she showed me the new belt – shiny, stainless steel … chains … strong and secure padlocks to hold it all in place.  Running my fingers over the simple, plastic tube that would encase her husband’s cock, her words sent a chill down my spine, “Now I won’t even have to look at it anymore…” emphasizing how the belt would completely conceal his manhood behind the locked steel.

She glowed as she spoke, then showing me the new anklet she had bought for herself – 18 karat gold, to hang the key to his chastity belt on as a constant reminder to anyone, but mostly herself, of exactly where he belonged … beneath her feet.  Here was a woman who knew that her man’s cock was good for so much more than just fucking her – she could find plenty of other ways to get fucked, be it a dildo, a strap-on, even another man. 

No – instead, my friend chose to lock her man’s cock up in a cage because it put him at her complete mercy.  He would do anything for her, she would tell me – massages, cunnilingus, even kissing her feet – all because she took advantage of holding that carrot of submission over his head.

She used it to help boost her own ego – my quiet and timid girlfriend who I knew from school walked around with a new air of confidence, embracing the sexual power that she held over her man.  Her wardrobe became sexier – jeans and flats were exchanged for shorter skirts and higher heels as she how much more frustrated he could become simply by her embracing her feminine side.  Nights out with the girls became more prevalent upon discovering that her natural flirtations with other men also admiring her new look made his caged cock swell all the more.

To listen to her describe her new sexual life in intimate detail was both shocking and addicting to me.  She no longer felt any inhibitions about keeping their sex life private because she now viewed it as her sex life … she more saw his role merely as that of the pawn … a toy intended for her pleasure, and over the months I grew jealous as I eagerly listened to her retell every last detail, from butt plugs to spanking, leather restraints to fucking machines – I probably came more living vicariously through her stories than I did from my own fantasies, which was why when one day she unceremoniously invited me to watch, we both knew that there was just no way that I could refuse…

“You know that I get off on listening to you tell your stories…” I admitted to her somewhat ashamedly.

“Of course I do – why do you think I’m inviting you?!” she replied with what I can only picture over the phone was a sly grin.  “You clearly enjoy this stuff, too, so maybe it’s about time that you took the next step and got to try it out for yourself!  Besides, you’re like a sister to me, and I’ve always shared all of my toys with my sisters…”

“Be at our house Saturday night at 7:00pm, and wear a pair of boots that deserve to be kissed…”
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