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Naughty
Girl, Discovered



















I was standing with my hands tied over my head when he found
us, my legs spread wide in his favorite pink lingerie as my black lover fucked
me rigorously from behind.


He wasn’t supposed to be home for another two days, but
instead he had skipped out of his business meetings early so that he could come
home to see me … it’s just that this probably wasn’t what he expected to
see when he strode into our bedroom with a bouquet of pink roses and an
expensive bottle of wine.


I came … hard … when my eyes met with his in
the throes of passion, my lover thrusting in and out of my pussy like he was
proud to be taking what rightfully belonged to another man. Erik just stood
there frozen in the doorway, watching every drip as my body shook like he had
never seen me cum before, with me helpless to offer him even a single word as
my sexuality became me and the shiny ball-gag wedged between my lips muffled
the only groans that I was able to elicit in my state of bound ecstasy.


I felt my knees begin to buckle when it soon became clear
that Jackson had little intention of stopping as my husband stood silent in the
doorway, unsure of how to react at the spectacle that was taking place so
blatantly before his very eyes, and for a moment as I hung powerless with the
white ropes cutting into my wrists the only thing that still held me in place
for Jackson’s relentless pounding, I didn’t want him to stop as I gave
in to my lover’s cock that I had pleasured with my lips and pussy and even my
ass so many times before, completely unnoticed and in secret from my partner in
life…


As wave after wave of pleasure crashed over and devastated
my body in ways that I never could’ve imagined, I wanted Erik to see what
another man’s cock was capable of doing to his wife and why I was always more eager
to cuddle than to fuck when he came back from his business trips because I had
already been pleased in such incomparable ways while he was away, his
lovemaking just wasn’t the same for me anymore.


In Jackson’s final momentum, I heard myself scream wildly
into my gag as his hips rocked mine dominantly while his cock exploded inside
of me, filling my every last crevice with his warm cum before finally pulling
out of me and leaving me dangling and helpless from my bonds attached to a hook
in the ceiling.


As if it was just any other night, Jackson casually slipped
back into his clothes while Erik’s eyes remained locked with my own, unable to
read what either of us was now feeling as I shivered anxiously from what he had
just done to me. When he was fully dressed, he simply leaned in and gave me a
quick nibble on my neck before whispering into my ear, “I’m going to go
ahead and let him cut you down … looks like the two of you have a few things to
talk about…”


“Hope I hear from you again soon.”


He smacked my bare ass hard enough to echo throughout the
room before turning to walk towards the door, the two men not so much as even
making eye contact as Erik simply stepped aside to allow my lover his exit
without a word after just watching him climax violently inside of his wife, the
man’s cum already starting to drip slowly out of my pussy and run down the
inside of my thighs like a banner of triumph.


* * * * * * * * * *


It wasn’t until we both heard the door close downstairs that
he approached me, still not saying a word as he placed the wine bottle and my
roses on the dresser before reaching above my head to unclip the ring that
connected my tied wrists to the hook that he’d never noticed before that I’d
had installed in the middle of our bedroom ceiling. Without actually untying my
wrists, he simply looked into my deep brown eyes as he picked me up and carried
me over to our well-worn bed, laying my down on my side with my arms still
stretched over my head before returning to his own and quietly kicking off his shoes
and then systematically removing the rest of his clothes that he’d worn that
day.


My bright pink lips were still wide around the white
ball-gag when he slid into bed next to me, turning towards me and locking eyes
with my own as he reached out to touch me … nervously … as if in a way
my body was no longer his. In my continuing state of arousal, I couldn’t help
but close my eyes and shutter as his fingers slowly traced their way along the
pink bra that held my perky breasts prominently on display, his touch seemingly
foreign after I was recently claimed by another as his hands wandered curious
and confused…


…down further as they outlined the sparkling jewel that hung
from my belly button before reaching the matching garter belt that he would
instantly recognize as the lingerie set that he had bought me for Valentine’s
Day earlier that year, remembering how the straps seemed to perfectly frame my
ass as they pulled taut the midnight black stockings that had made him quiver
when he had first seen me dressed in such a sight.


On my feet I wore the same shoes that I had made him buy me
to complete the outfit – a magenta pair of shiny, patent stilettos that
screamed sex … the most expensive pair by far that I owned … the pair
that I earned by using his shoe fetish against him by telling him that I
couldn’t wear my new lingerie without a proper pair of fuck-me shoes.


I instinctively parted my legs when his hand reached my
thighs, my breathing swallow and tense as he instantly discovered my arousal
the moment his fingers grazed the pink satin thong that Jackson had teased me
through before eventually pushing it to the side when he was finally ready to
have his way with me in the fullest sense of the word. The scent of my sex was
strong and intoxicating when he gently pulled my underwear to the side himself,
running his finger along my swollen lips and quickly finding himself covered
with a mess of my own juices mixed with my lover’s climax.


Laying his head on the pillow beside me with his finger
still wet at the entrance to my pussy, I opened my eyes and turned to look at
him just as he mustered up the courage to speak for the first time as he stared
back at my bright lips, gagged and yet nonetheless inviting…


“Did you enjoy it?”


I looked him in the eyes, unable to lie as I simply nodded
softly in confirmation.


“This isn’t the first time that you’ve done this, is it?”


I shook my head no.


“Is he the only guy?”


No again.


His finger slowly began to stroke the edge of my pussy as
his questions continued…


“Do you know how much of a slut you look like right now?”


I took a deep breath and nodded my head again, his touch
electrifying as I laid out in confessional to him.


“Do you know how beautiful you look right now???”


I gasped as his fingers slipped inside of me to closer survey
the damage that Jackson had done, now thoroughly covered in our cum as he
stared at me like I was in complete control, despite still having my wrists
bound over my head with the ball-gag tight between my lips. I closed my eyes
and began to moan softly into my gag as his other hand reached around to pull
one of my tits from my bra, taking a hold of the tiny bar through my nipple and
twisting it in a way that he knew always seems to drive me mad.


“I’ve never seen you cum like that before…” he
whispered softly as he began to curl his fingers inside of me while he
continued to toy with my free nipple.


“Have I ever made you cum like that?”


As my body ached only for pleasure, I wasn’t even thinking
straight as I shook my head no while my hips began to grind desperately against
his hand.


“You’re so beautiful, Stephanie,” he whispered
hoarsely. “I think that all of your orgasms should be like that.”


I began to groan louder, my eyes clenched shut as I pictured
Jackson standing over me, his delicious cock only inches from my lips just as
it had been when we had first gotten together earlier that afternoon, my
glossy, pink lips sliding eagerly over his impressive manhood as I assured him
that my husband would be out of town for days…


Feeling my husband slide up closer to me, I could feel his
erection through his boxers rubbing against my stocking-clad thigh as he almost
seemed to be humping my leg as he fingered me…


“Do you like being tied up like a naughty girl,
Stephanie??? You never let me tie you up before…”


It was all I could do to nod helplessly as he brought his
lips to my pierced nipple and sucked it greedily into his mouth while his
fingers fucked me effortlessly and his thumb aggressively massaged my clit. By
now I pictured my lover fully in his place as I spread my legs wider as if my
ankles were tied to the bedposts like we had done another night that Erik had
been away.


“Maybe I should call your friend back to finish you off –
if you’d prefer that I just sat in the corner and watched instead…”


That did it for me as my body spasmed uncontrollably once
more, now moaning quite loudly into my gag while I felt my husband sucking
furiously on my erect nipple and rubbing himself against my leg like a
desperate puppy dog.


A few seconds later, he began to cum on his own as I was
coming down from my incredible climax. 


* * * * * * * * * *


The next morning Erik arose to hear me already showering in
the room next door, the dirty lingerie that I’d been defiled in laying in a
pile on top of the pink stilettos that had been tossed to the floor just before
passing out in sweet exhaustion only hours earlier…


“Do you mind if I join you?” he asked meekly through the
glass, receiving only a nod and a small smile in return as I continued to savor
the nearly scalding hot water running down my back as I washed my hair.


Erik stood under a corner of the water in silence for
several minutes just watching me lather my naked body … I already knew what was
coming before he could even say the words…


“So about last night…” he croaked uncomfortably as he
strained to meet his eyes with those of his adoring, albeit admittedly slutty
wife.


“Yes?” I asked casually as I continued on with my business.


“It’s just that … I love you…” he stammered as I put
my loofa down and turned to face him, the soapy suds covering random bits of my
body until the water slowly washed them away.


“Why baby … I love you, too!” I told my husband
lovingly, suddenly pressing my naked flesh up against his and greeting his
tongue with my own in a most aggressive manner. It didn’t take long for his
erection to spring up against me as I passionately kissed him for the first
time in a week, still quite fueled by all that had happened the night before.


As I stared at the blankly desperate look on his face, I
decided to lead the question myself rather than wait for him to catch up…


“You’re not regretting any of the things that you
said to me last night, are you baby?”


He looked shocked – it was clear that I had hit the nail on
the head.


“I…” he stammered some more as my lips fell only an
inch away from his. “…I … just don’t want to share you…”


My smile grew to devilish proportions as I reached down to
take a hold of his cock with one hand while invading his lips deeply once more
with my tongue, taking my time to leave a lasting impression before I finally
pulled myself back, looked him dead in the eye, and batted my lashes as I told
him absolutely…


“You don’t have a choice, baby.”


“I love being fucked by other men when you’re out
of town – after seeing how you seemed to enjoy it last night, too, there’s
no way in hell that I’m stopping now.”


Erik stood speechless, merely groaning as my grin dominated
over him with a sinister level of confidence, all the while his cock in my
soapy hand only seemed to grow harder and harder with every teasing stroke.


“Didn’t you mean what you said when you told me
that all of my orgasms should be so grand???”


“You told me that I looked beautiful like a slut…”


Giving my husband a playful bite on his lower lip as he just
stood there frozen before me, I then pointed the showerhead away from us and
unexpectedly dropped to my knees where I replaced my hand with my lips,
continuing to taunt him in the most delightful way in between each gloriously
wet lick.  


“You’re not the first guy that I’ve sucked off in this
shower, you know,” I smiled as my lips wrapped expertly around Erik’s rock
hard erection, my tongue clearly driving him wild as he struggled to process
what was happening in his world.


“Usually my hands are tied behind my back – like this,” I
showed him, bringing my wrists together to meet parallel behind my back like
I’d done so many times before.


I continued to dance my tongue around his erection eagerly.


“They seem to like tying me up – as you found …
and I just LOVE feeling the harsh ropes cutting into my skin, helpless
as they ravage my body in ways that I have no means to resist.”


“…not that I’d want to, of course…”


Staring up at my husband as his balls nearly touched my
chin, I kept my wrists tight behind my back as fantasies swirled in my own head
as well, thinking back to the man who had taken me in that exact spot maybe
three days prior.


“I kind of wish that one of my lovers was here right
now,” I told him as I spread my legs a little wider. “So that you
could see a real man take me in the shower…”


“The last time I was fucked in this shower, he took me
from behind while my wrists were still bound from earlier … with one arm around
my neck and the other pulling my hips close to his as he rammed his cock deep
into my pussy…”


With that I suddenly felt a familiar load of hot cum spurt
down my throat as my husband came inside of my lips, holding him deep in my
mouth and swirling my tongue passionately until I had milked every last drop
from his eager cock.


Working my way back up his body while he stood in front of
me unsure of how to react, I turned my back to him – my arms still held
obediently behind – and then leaned back to nuzzle him as his hands
instinctively moved to my vividly erect nipples. Allowing him the opportunity
to toy with them while I closed my eyes and purred, thinking of another for
only a few moments, it wasn’t long before I pulled my body away and quietly
whispered, “Why don’t you finish up in here and then we can continue our
conversation…” as I opened the door and stepped out of the shower, leaving him
alone with his thoughts and his freshly satisfied dick…


Finally emerging from the hot water himself nearly twenty
minutes later to find his wife draped in towels in front of the mirror, my
husband stood lost in thought once more until he eventually worked up the
courage to croak out, “How many???”


I stopped what I was doing and looked back over my shoulder
at him.


“How many what, baby?”


He paused again.


“How many … guys have you been with???”


A small grin appeared on my face.


“This week?” I asked in reply with a wink.


“I don’t know,” I continued, turning my attention
back to the mirror in front of me. “Why don’t you wash my lingerie for
me this afternoon and find out.”


I heard a big sigh come from his direction, but didn’t turn
back to confirm it. I couldn’t help but smirk as he secured his own towel, then
disappeared into our closet … I pictured him slowly going through the
considerable pile of sexy panties and garters and stilettos that I’d hastily
left in a pile on the floor over the last week between my various exploits.


Most of them were lingerie that he had bought for me on
one occasion or another, but they all weren’t.


I eventually glanced out into the bedroom to see Erik
sitting on the edge of our bed. In his hands he held the sexy, pink panties
that he had bought me for Valentine’s Day earlier that year, his fingers gently
caressing where they were now soiled by juices of both my own as well as the
man that his wife had been with last night…


“I’ll make you a deal,” I told him as I sauntered out into
the room, my lips now a sexy shade of pink as I fluttered my long lashes in his
direction.


“Instead of waiting until your next business trip, I’ll
invite one of my friends over for a little fun tomorrow … if you want to
watch!”


Sitting down beside my husband, I took one of my pink
fuck-me shoes from the floor and sensuously ran my finger down to the sharp
heel before reaching down and slipping it onto my foot once more, following
thereafter with its match in like.


Pushing Erik back onto the bed and climbing on top of him,
it didn’t take long for his erection to return as his enthusiasm for my slutty
ways peeked through his deep-seeded reluctance. I slid my pussy over him with
little effort, locking eyes with his as I slowly began to ride him while I held
his wrists down over his head.


“Do you want to watch your wife get fucked again, baby?”
I sneered into his eyes as the rhythm beneath my hips slowly worked its
magic.


He gulped, then nodded without saying a word.


“I want to hear it!” I shouted back at him in
control. “Do you want to watch your wife get fucked by another man?!”


“Yes, Stephanie!” he shouted back that time. “I want to
watch you get fucked by another man!”


“Do you want to watch him tie me up and use me like
the sexy, little slut that I am???”


“God yes – I want to see you get tied up and used like a
slut!” he cried as I rode him faster and faster.


My own mind began to swirl as my husband faded away and
instead I pictured one of my random lovers thrusting into my wet pussy in his
place. I wished that there was more in that very moment … I wished that I had
my wrists and ankles tied, pulling me tight to the bed … I wished that there
was a pair of nipple clamps biting sweetly yet cruelly into my tender buds … I
wished that the man riding me from behind was pulling on my hair while his
buddy had his own cock thrust between my lips…


“Rule #1,” I croaked out between breaths after we had
both climaxed together.


“If I’m going to be tied up, so are you.”


* * * * * * * * * *


The tension was thick in the air as I coiled the coarse,
brown rope around Erik’s right wrist along one side of the chair, then after
cinching it good and snug proceeded to do the same with the other. There was no
hiding my husband’s arousal, however, as I continued my rope work down to his
feet, lashing quickly around each of his ankles in a way that suggested that
maybe I had learned a thing or two after all of the times that I’d been tied up
for lust in the last couple of years…


He spoke not a word as we stood there exchanging looks in
the bedroom – I was still wearing my clothes from earlier that day, however he
had been stripped down and was bound virtually naked to the old, wooden chair
that now held him hostage in the corner of the room. His cock towered rock hard
between his legs, desperate for my attention, though with a wink I simply
turned away as I told him that I needed to get ready before my lover arrived
for the night’s festivities.


Nearly an hour later I emerged from our bathroom a sight
that would’ve had him lapping up the floor behind me had he actually been free.
I grinned as I watched my husband’s jaw drop as he studied the new lingerie
that he had bought for me the day before after finding himself so
overwhelmingly aroused hand-washing my dirty bras and panties while he was
away.


Erik had always wanted to see me in a corset, but until now
I’d resisted, though the comforting hug of tight satin around my midsection
reassured me that the sacrifice was worth it for such a special evening. I felt
like an evil queen as I walked past him, looking down at my naked boy as if he
were one of my subjects, the height of my strappy, new stilettos elevating me
even higher above him as I towered in satin and lace while I waited for
another…


Leaning over with my chest nearly in his face, I said the
single word, “Open…” as I held my used panties up to his face, showing
him instantly the moment that they touched his tongue what had been on my mind
all afternoon long. Three strips of unrelenting duct tape sealed my sweaty
underwear inside of his mouth and served as his gag should he dare to speak up
during our little arrangement … though my lovers have used a variety of gags on
my supple lips during our playtime together, the raw look of the silver tape
against his unshaven skin creates a look that I find visually appealing as I
size up my husband one last time in his bondage before promptly pushing him to
the far back of my mind.


When I heard the doorbell up front, my eyes lock with Erik’s
but only a second before his drop to his lap, and then ultimately to the floor.
Nowhere can they escape the cues of what’s about to happen here, from the
seductive shadow in my eyes to the hard on screaming between his legs to even
the shiny, new stilettos on my feet that he picked out just for this occasion.
I may be about to turn my body over to another man, but there’s no question
that in this room between us in that moment, I’m just as much in control of
him as my lover will soon me in control of me…


I gloated and he wallowed as I whispered, “Enjoy the
show…” before gracefully striding out of the room to my waiting lover’s arms.


Jackson grinned when I answer the door in my new lingerie,
amused of the new lengths to which I’ve gone with my husband now tumbling into
our private little game. He greeted me as if we’re alone once again and as his
tongue glided between my sparkling pink lipstick, there was a wicked part of me
that wanted to fuck him right here in the living room where we were out of
sight, but still within earshot of my husband back in the bedroom.


Of course, my Jackson had other plans and after savoring his
kiss for far longer than any married woman should, he guided me back to my own
bedroom where he’s violated me while Erik has been away on business so many
times before. Just before entering the bedroom where my husband awaited our
entrance, I pulled him close once again and voraciously attacked his face,
growling into his ear, “Please don’t be gentle with me tonight - I need him
to know what this means to me…” before taking his fingers in my hand and
stepping back through the doorway into Erik’s view once again together.


I did my best to ignore his presence as I felt my husband’s
eyes burning into my flesh with each second that passed, with Jackson wasting
little time getting to work pulling out some more rope from the box underneath
the bed, lacing it around both my wrists and my elbows until my arms
were welded tightly behind my back in what felt like the best posture of my
life between the ropes and corset…


He next pushed me down on my knees while unzipping his
pants, a moment later stuffing his cock vigorously into my mouth until I
quickly found myself gagging on it while he forced himself inside of me harder
and harder. I knew that this was only the warm up because Jackson in particular
preferred to fuck my ass or my pussy as opposed to my face, but I could only
imagine the thoughts rushing through my husband’s head as he watched his
decadent princess tightly bound on her knees being face-fucked by this strange,
black man who she seems to adore.


As I could already feel my arms going numb behind my back,
eventually Jackson stepped away leaving me spread and wanton on my knees while
he looped several more lengths of rope around the footboard of the bed in
preparation for my next even more stringent position. Leaning me over the edge
of the footboard facing the bed, the man pulled my legs taut until I was spread
open wide from behind for him. He then took another rope from up top and looped
it through my wrist ropes, pulling it tight to force my arms high into the air
and further prohibit any movement as I bent at my waist into a very sharp right
angle.


It quickly became apparent that he was taking my word
seriously earlier as I watched him climb onto the bed next to me and tightly
cinch a red rubber ball-gag into my mouth, though the real surprise came a
moment later when I felt him unhook my bra and my tits fell free beneath me
just before the vicious jaws of a pair of clover clamps found their place onto
my nipples, taking their bite around the steel bars that pierced each bud as
they gave me the inspiration to properly test the new gag that he had just
seated firmly in my mouth…


As if that weren’t enough, I teetered carefully in my
position as I then felt my captor tying a small piece of string to each of the
clamps now that they were in place, not quite realizing what he had in store
until I saw him duck down around the backside of the bed and a moment later
felt him toying with my shoe. A reflexive wiggle of my foot was all it
took to confirm that the man had cruelly tied my nipple to the stiletto heel of
my right shoe, knowing that as I struggled and fought back each and every last
movement would be transmitted back up the strings towards my tender nipples.


I whimpered into my gag as he repeated the same with the
other clamp, then jumped and screamed when he suddenly smacked my ass in a way
that made me yelp first from the impact itself, then proceed to groan
incessantly when I came to realize just how unstable on my high heels I really
was in the position that he had bound me.


The strain and the pain left me desperate to be touched as
he paced around examining his work before finally taking his place behind me
and stroking me gently through my panties until ultimately deciding that it was
time for them to go, too. The recognizable click of his knife opening quickly
led to my lover cutting the brand new $40 panties from my hips, and I watched
them fly in my husband’s direction as Jackson chuckled and then draped my
abandoned bra over him bound to the chair as well before returning to my pussy
that was now nearly aching for his presence to survive…


The pleasure overwhelmed me like never before as his thrust
pulled on my bonds and taunting my nipples with his cock plunging inside of my
wet pussy all the way up to his hips. He fucked me like I was someone else’s
wife and it felt divine to be violated so blatantly while it was all that Erik
could do simply to watch and to suffer. The pain and the aches throughout my
body seemed only to amplify my pleasure as my entire world seemed to center on
his cock just pushing its way between my swollen lips over and over and over
again while I moaned into my gag with passion.


I felt like it was my role in that very moment – all
dolled up and elegant, only to serve as a bondage slut for a man who wasn’t my
husband. 


My pussy juices dripped and flooded around his cock as it
made its home inside of me while the ropes cut into my skin and the clamps
claimed me as their own.


Sometimes I would remember that my partner was only a few
feet away … bound and watching … but even when I remembered, it just seemed to
make it all even sweeter.


There was no denying that I was a slut – a part of me
wished that someone could take a picture of the scene in that very moment.


Something to fantasize about between these nights of
adulterous passion that had become my life…


Jackson fucked me until I nearly passed out, bound there
over the edge of my bed, and then instead of freeing me he saw fit to spank my
ass with his belt which ended up being a precursor to him taking me anally,
too. My entire body just throbbed with passion as he brought me to orgasm over
and over again, my nipples feeling like they would nearly be ripped from my
chest as he insisted on keeping the clamps on until the last possible moment.


When he finally untied me after being fucked and bound for I
didn’t even know how long, my freedom was short lived as I promptly found
myself re-bound in a spread-eagle position on my back with my arms and legs
spread, and thankfully nothing on my nipples, though the ball-gag too did
remain in place. Then climbing on top of me with his cock teasing my tortured
pussy once more, Jackson leaned in close and whispered into my ear so that only
I could hear…


“I’ll talk to you again before then, but the next time
that he goes out of town, I want to find you exactly like this when I
come over. Bonus points if you have him tie you up for me before he
leaves for the airport!”


My eyes rolled into the back of my head at the succulent
thought, my senses quickly once again overwhelmed as he nibbled at my neck in
the way that just drives me absolutely wild with desire. In that moment I
begged that he would fuck me once last time before leaving, but instead I felt
the head of his cock slip out of me just as easily as it had slipped in,
leaving me high and desperate for someone’s touch … anyone’s touch…


After gathering up his things and putting back on his
clothes, my lover then walked over to where my husband had sat during the
entire ordeal and pulled the knife out from his back pocket once again.
Although at the time the words were too quiet for me to hear, Erik later told
me that he had been given some special instructions…


“She’s to stay bound like that until morning.”


“You can play with her as much as you want with your
mouth or fingers or her favorite vibrator, but only she cums in this room
for the rest of the night.”


“When you’re done with her, you can sleep on the couch
where you’re free to jack off as much as you want…”


With that, Jackson cut free the ropes on each of my
husband’s wrists, leaving his ankles for him to untie himself while Jackson
took one last chuckle at the scene from the doorway and then made his
departure.


As I lay there spread out on my back while Erik worked to
untie his ankles and then remove the tape gag around his lips, I should’ve been
thinking about the retribution that I had to come from him after having
watched such a flagrant spectacle against his own wife unfold before his very
eyes…


...and yet instead all I could do was think about when my
husband’s next business meeting was, and what my lover was going to do to my
body when he had me bound just like that again … all to himself.











Her Heels Show No Mercy

















Jessica stood proudly over her work
– bound tautly on her bed laid her humbled boyfriend, spread-eagled with a
severe-looking bondage hood laced tightly around his head.  His pale skin
contrasted nicely against the deep red satin sheets and the cold black of the
leather restraints that she had locked around his wrists and ankles.  Each
of the buckles on the various restraints were secured with a small padlock, the
keys to which were hanging from a hook on the other side of the room.


On many occasions Jessica would wear the keys prominently on
a gold necklace around her neck, but on this occasion she had no intention of
releasing him anytime soon…


Her smile glowed brightly as she walked the length of the
bed, running her freshly-painted nails somewhat less than gently against his
shivering skin at random intervals.  She took his leather-clad chin in her
fingers upon reaching his head, fascinated by all of the straps and buckles
that she had cinched extra-tight to ensure that he feel as completely helpless
as possible while she played with his body over the next couple of hours. 



Running her thumb gently over the thick strap that covered
his lips under multiple layers of leather, she knew that the penis gag that she
had wedged tightly into his mouth would prevent him from protesting her efforts
that evening … at least with words, anyways.  She actually kind of liked
to hear him grunt and moan as she tortured him – it was yet another reminder of
the power that she held over him, and over time she had learned to relish every
minute of it just as much as watching him struggle fruitlessly against his
bonds always brought a smile to her face.


After giggling and giving him a quick kiss through the
extreme mass of leather, Jessica returned to the foot of the bed where she
noticed the slightest amount of give in the rope attached to his right
ankle.  Taking the cord in her hands with a deviant grin, she leaned into
it with all of her weight and heard the pulley slide up another three clicks,
eliciting a loud groan from her captive as his body was stretched mercilessly
as if on a medieval torture rack.


“Honey, I haven’t even started yet!” she laughed as
she walked around the bed and did the same to his other ankle, pulling the
spread-eagle all the more strict, almost to where she thought she could see
parts where he no longer rested, but actually floated above the surface of
the bed in her severe position.  Jessica felt a tingle down between
her legs as she knew that her man was helpless to resist against everything
that she had in store for him that evening…


Walking over to her dresser, she carefully pondered a
variety of nipple clamps that she had laid out for the occasion.  Some
were simple tweezer-style clamps, some were more severe-looking alligator
clamps with teeth that she could vouch would bite quite nicely into his
nipples.  With an evil grin that just refused to go away, she finally
settled on a pair with teeth that also boasted adjustable thumb screws, giving
her the freedom to wrench them down just as tight as she desired, which might
prove to be an important feature considering how strongly they’re going to need
to hold, she thought.


Returning to her submissive lover’s side, she first reached
down and tweaked her victim’s nipples so that they would transform into the
perfect targets for her clamps.  Starting off with a gentle brushing just
to make her presence known, she quickly turned to pinching and pulling them
much more aggressively as the tiny buds began to take shape between her
fingertips.  Glancing down to notice that despite his groans from beneath
the gag, his cock was also responding positively to her touch, Jessica curled
her lip and enjoyed the show as she switched to her nails and sank them sharply
into the bases of both nipples simultaneously, playing the boy like a fiddle to
get the results that she desired…


Next taking each of the circular nipple clamps and rapidly
tightening them down onto his sensitive, pink buds, she chuckled as he
whimpered, telling him, “You have absolutely no idea how this pales in
comparison to what I’m going to do to you, you little bitch!” 
Enjoying the dominant persona that was taking over her usually sweet demeanor,
she giggled and flicked the tip of each nipple that still stuck out through the
clamps before tightening down the screws another half a turn each – just to
be sure!


Once Jessica was satisfied that his nipple clamps weren’t
going anywhere, she turned to what appeared to be a round, metal hoop which she
had secured to another pulley that was attached to the ceiling, hanging high
over her bed.  She lowered it down so that it was positioned just a couple
of feet above his chest, or right around eye-level for her, then devilishly
took the free end of the rope and connected it to the chain in the center of
the nipple clamps so that through the pulley, the hoop pulled down on the
clamps from above.


Giddy that her plan was beginning to take shape, Jessica
turned and caught herself glowing in the mirror – a strong, dominant woman with
her bound slave lying helplessly in the background.  She enjoyed the view,
taking a moment to awe in her scheme from an outside perspective as she paused
to focus on herself and her own arousal.  She first made a few poses in
the mirror, some silly and some sexy as she bit her lip as the innocent
girlfriend, then flipped up her skirt to reveal the leather panties that she
had worn the entire day during work in anticipation for her games this
evening.  Her hands rose to her own breasts where the gingerly massaged
her excited nipples through the white blouse and matching leather bra before
eventually tracing her curves down south until she reached her leather-covered
clit and gave it just a short courtesy rub to get her juices flowing…


Almost forgetting about her bound slave on the bed behind
her, Jessica then decided that it was time to turn up the heat for her helpless
victim as well.  Bending down, she unbuckled the thick straps of
the chunky-heeled, 4” Mary Janes that completed her office uniform and plucked
them off of her feet.  While she enjoyed them because they were cute and
the chunky heels made them bearable for an entire workday, she also knew that
they would soon add another element to her evil plan because the chunky heels
in fact also made the shoes very, very heavy.


“You know how I’m always telling you that her shoes should
be the first thing that you notice on a woman?” she announced as she turned
back towards the bed.  “Well I’m about to give you another reason why they
deserve your undying respect…”


Shoes in one hand as she gave the metal hoop a good tug,
much to his misery, to see that it would hold, Jessica grinned as she steadied
the device and then proceeded to loop the large heel of her right shoe over the
metal ring, beaming with satisfaction as she released it and left the full
weight of her shoe hanging from his harshly clamped nipples.  He cried out
almost instantly in pain as expected, but Jessica just stood there and laughed
as the hoop swung back and forth, further torturing his nipples in a way that
she hadn’t even expected by scissoring the teeth of the clamps roughly into his
flesh.


“Do you think you’re ready for both shoes, baby, or
should I be nice and just start you off with one???”  Although the chain
pulling the top of his hood taut didn’t allow him even the most minimal of
responses, she set the other shoe on his chest, with the toe resting squarely
between his tortured nipples.  Granted, deep down she knew that her being
nice wasn’t even a part of this equation and she already had a number of
ideas on how to pay him back for her temporary moment of kindness, but
in the meantime she couldn’t help but admit that seeing the thick, black heel
balancing dominantly on her naked slave’s chest was a mental picture that she’d
certainly be enjoying for many days to come whenever she wore those shoes to
work in the future.


For now, though, retrieving her riding crop she went right
to work tenderizing the other sensitive areas all over his body - the bottoms
of his feet, the insides of his thighs, and of course her favorite … his
cock and balls.  She loved how it was the sharpest of slaps that made
him jump the most, and thus invited even more sway from the high-heeled nipple
weight that hung above him.  For a moment she almost considered removing
whatever slack had been created in his restraints, but ultimately she decided
that the tightening could wait until her next step when she really wanted
him to feel truly and utterly helpless…


When it seemed like his groans were starting to subside,
Jessica reached forward without missing a beat, hanging her other shoe from the
opposite side of the hoop and instantly doubling the amount of strain on his
poor nipples.  Part to ensure that they would hold and part just because
it was fun, she leaned in and tightened the already severe screws on each clamp
another turn and a half.  His moans turning into muffled screams behind
the thick leather phallus she had stuffed in his mouth, she took his hooded
head firmly in her hands and told him with great authority, “I am so wet right
now – I will do as much of this to you as I want to!  Your ass is mine!”


Her eyes then lighting up with a great idea, she left his
bedside and ran over to her closet, briefly scanning the plastic containers
each filled to the brim with toys before finding the precise items that she was
after.  “Oh boy, are you gonna pay now…” she said with a laughing smile as
she carried the container over to her nightstand and began to pull out a
variety of new additions that were sure to push her slave boy even further over
the edge into submission…


By the time she was done, nearly half a dozen different
components of her electro-torture collection were laid out on the
nightstand.  Besides the main unit itself, she’d also selected a long,
silver butt plug that delivered quite the jolt, a menacingly conductive strap
that she could secure around his ball sack as tightly as she pleased, and the
piece that she knew would bring him to his knees – a penile attachment
that not only encircled the head of his cock with electrodes, but even invaded
his urethra with a conductor that reached several inches into the very inside
of his sex itself.  Jessica already knew from past experience that it
scared him shitless even on its lowest of levels, so to her this seemed like
the perfect time to reinforce even further what her sadistic tendencies were
really all about.


Putting his now nearly constant moan in the back of her
mind, Jessica turned her attention to her new project and one by one began to
lube up each of the toys for its usage.  First the butt plug slipped up
his ass – surprisingly easily because she had bound him so completely; then the
elastic strap around his balls was tightened until the two globes stuck out
provocatively from the base of his cock.  Finally, the icing on the cake –
Jessica looked up as if to see the expression on the leather-clad face as she
inserted the electrode into the tip of his cock, bearing the most mischievous
grin as it settled into place.


“You are so fucked!” she announced standing up, taking an
opportunity to push her shoes and start them into a horribly painful rocking
arc before also making her rounds to each of the corners and cinching the
restraints back up to her liking, to the degree that the man could no longer
focus on which of her torments was the most painful.


Then after taking a quick break to slip into a new pair of
cute, strappy sandals that made her feel like the dominant, bitchy princess
more than ever, Jessica took the control box for the electrodes in her hands
and began to play…


First his cock and balls, then his ass – she liked to
alternate between the two so that it felt like she was assaulting them both at
the same time.  Every so often she would harshly crank up the power solely
on his cock, just knowing that it was turning him into a quivering puddle
beneath all of her relentless bondage as she drove home just how completely
helpless he was to resist.  Her shoes both tearing harshly into his
nipples while she also electrified the very essence of his manhood, all the
while bound in leather and unable to move a single muscle in resistance against
her … Jessica could tell that the man was in absolute agony, but she was
so turned on by her dominance that she just didn’t care.  Her pulse raced
as she pushed him harder and harder, her panties now thoroughly soaked as she
watched the man breaking before her very eyes. 


As the control box approached 20 – still a mere fraction of
what it was capable of dishing out, Jessica was suddenly interrupted as she
heard her phone ringing from across the room.  Reluctantly setting down
the control box after rolling the intensity back just a touch, she retrieved
her phone from her purse and found that it was her best friend, Tiffany
calling.  They gossiped randomly for a few minutes, with Jessica returning
to take the control box in one hand, gingerly toying with the levels between
his ass and balls until eventually her friend stopped mid-sentence to ask, “Hey
– what’s that sound?  Am I interrupting something?”


“Oh no, not at all!” Jessica replied with a giggle. 
“I’ve just got James tied down to the bed and I’m running electricity through
his cock and balls…”


“Wow, Jess – you’ve so got that guy whipped!” Tiffany
answered with a mix of shock and awe in her voice.


“Quite literally, yes – thank-you!” the girl responded with
pride.  “He’s taken quite a bit of abuse already tonight- you should see
what I’ve got hanging from his nipples!”


“This oughta be good…”


“You know that pair of chunky heels that I always wear to
work?  The black Mary Janes???”


“Oh geeez – the ones with the thick heels?!  Those have
got to be awfully heavy!”


“They are!” Jessica smiled.  “But I think I’ve
got him strapped down tight enough – he’s doesn’t really have much room for
protest…”


“That sounds really hot, Jess,” Tiffany confessed.  “I
wish that I could be there to see it!”


“Hmmmm – hold on a sec…” she replied with a grin.


Tiffany heard her friend call out, ”Smile!” and then moments
later, her phone flashed a new incoming picture that she couldn’t open nearly
fast enough.  The first word that came to her mind was simply, “Damn…” as
she examined the web of torture that Jessica had weaved to ensnare her
boyfriend.  Jessica just giggled as she listened to her friend talk her
way through the photo – “So there are your shoes … cuffs on his wrists and
ankles … what’s that on his cock?” she asked curiously.


“That’s what I was playing with when you called,” Jessica
explained.  “It’s an electrode that shocks the head of his penis – there’s
even a little piece that goes down inside, which he really hates! 
There’s also one wrapped around his balls and another shoved up his ass, too…”


“Fuck me…” her friend replied in amazement.  “And the
thing on his head???”


“That’s a leather bondage hood,” she continued.  “It
kind of deprives all of his other senses at once – it keeps him blindfolded,
there’s padding that makes it a little harder to hear, he’s got a great big
penis gag in his mouth, so he can’t really say anything, and even his sense of
smell is pretty much limited to all of the leather and a healthy dose of my perfume. 
And it’s all locked on really tight so there’s no chance of escape until
I decide that I’m ready to release him...”


“Again, wow – Jess … that all sounds incredible!” Tiffany
gushed.  “It really sounds like you’re having a good time, so I don’t want
to interrupt any more of it…”


“You’re not interrupting!” Jessica cut her off.  “In
fact, I think that it could be even more fun this way!”


“Ok…” she relented.  Thinking for a moment of what
exactly she could bring to her friend’s game from over the phone, she finally
asked, “Hey – do you still have those red slingbacks that you borrowed from me
a while back???”


“Oooh – I do!” Jessica replied with a smile.  “So what
you’re saying is that you think our little slave here could use another pair of
shoes dangling from his already sore nipples?!”


“Well, you know what they say,” Tiffany laughed, “you can
never have too many pairs of shoes!!!”


“Just a sec – let me find them…” she replied, walking back
over to her closet to retrieve the heels that her friend had so playfully
suggested.  A minute later she found them – the red, peep-toe heels in
shiny patent leather that had gone so perfectly with her little, black dress
for a night out on the town earlier that month.  The shoes just absolutely
screamed sex, and in a moment they were about to elicit some muffled screams of
their own…


“I don’t know – they’re not nearly as heavy as mine
were…” Jessica said with a chuckle as she approached the bed, in the back
of her mind knowing all too well that anything added at this point would
exponentially heighten the suffering that he was already experiencing.


“Hold on – I want you to hear how great this sounds
firsthand…” she prompted her friend, taking her phone and switching it to
speaker mode before setting it down on her slave’s chest in the same place
where her shoe had rested earlier.  Then taking the first of Tiffany’s
sexy, red heels in her other hand, she placed it gently on the hoop between her
own shoes, instantly reigniting the fire in his nipples that had temporarily been
placed out of mind while she had been focusing on electrocuting his
genitals.  Concerned that the ring would become lopsided, she quickly then
placed the other heel on the opposite side so that now a frightening four heels
pulled savagely down on the man’s poor nipples, playfully adding, “These ones
are from Tiff – she wanted to play, too…” as the weight increased dramatically.


Now thrashing wildly against his bonds, Jessica also took
this opportunity to wrench the nipple clamps down once again in support of the
tremendous, new weight and also re-tighten his arms and legs so that by the
time she was finished, he was subject to all of the pain but none of the
mobility as his seductress savored in his predicament overhead.


Allowing her ample time to enjoy all of her man’s moaning
and groaning over the speaker as his nipples felt like they were being torn
from his chest, she eventually picked back up her phone and laughed, “Yeah,
that’s definitely better!”


“So did he like my gift???” Tiffany asked seductively,
slipping into a somewhat devilish character herself.


“Well, I don’t know if like is the correct term for
what he’s going through, but I’m sure as hell enjoying them!”
Jessica laughed even harder in response.  


“Wow – you really do enjoy this stuff, don’t you?!” her
friend continued.  “I can hear it in your voice – your smile must be a
mile wide right now…”


“I do, I do,” Jessica replied with a glowing smile. 
“What can I say?  I just feel so sexy and powerful when I’m dominating a
man – the idea that I can do anything that I want to him right now is
such a rush!  I’m telling you, girl – there’s no better foreplay than
taking a riding crop to a man’s balls or spanking him until his ass is beet red
after forcing him up on his toes by hanging him by his nipples!  God, it
makes me horny even just talking about it…”


“Yeah???” Tiff replied with a grin.  “Well, you must be
feeling pretty good right about now!”  Pausing to look at the new photo
that Jessica had just sent her, she added, “Yeah, I was right – he does look
good in red!”


Taking the control box for the electrodes back in her free
hand, she toyed with the knobs for a moment with her thumb before asking
innocently, “Hey Tiff – what’s your favorite number, 1 – 100???”


“Ummm…” she thought for a moment.  “I’ve always been
partial to 87 for some reason!  Is that a good number?”


“87, you say?” Jessica replied slyly.  “That’s a pretty
big number.  Do you think that he can take an 87?  He’s only gotten
up to 24 so far tonight…”


“Well, I could pick a lower number, if you’d like…”


“Nope!” Jess interrupted her.  “If the woman wants an
87 out of him, then an 87 is what he’s going to give us!”  Fiddling with
the knobs and buttons on the box, she explained, “I’m going to program the
electrodes to start off in the teens and then slowly ramp up until they reach
87.  Which of the three electrodes should we focus on???”


“You said ass, balls, and cock, right?”


“Yep!  It’ll steadily increase all three, but we can
pick one to take the brunt of the torture.”


“And you said that the one in his cock is the worst?” she
asked with a small giggle.


“Yes, ma’am,” Jessica replied, having a good idea where this
was going.


“Well then it seems only fair that we focus on his cock,
don’t you think?” Tiffany inquired in her most innocent-sounding voice. 
“We wouldn’t want him to get a false sense of who’s in control here…”


“That’s my girl!” Jessica responded enthusiastically. 
“There might be more sadism in you than you think…”  She continued to
press a few more buttons to finish programming the device, then set it down on
the side of the bed.


“So…” she told her friend, “everything is set up
there.  Now I was thinking about taking this hands-free opportunity
to release a little stress from my workday.  I can either tell you
how well he handled his “87” tomorrow, or if you’d like, I could always
just leave the phone on speaker again for you…”


“Jessica Robinson, you little vixen!” Tiffany
declared.  After thinking about it for a moment, though, she admitted,
“You know, I sort of had a bit of a stressful day at work, too, so maybe
if you wouldn’t mind, I could partake in a little stress relief with
your slave’s soundtrack in the background as well.”


“He he he,” Jessica smiled.  “Yeah, I think that would
be ok!  Hope you enjoy the show…”


With that, Jessica placed the phone on speaker and rested it
on his chest once again.  After pressing the start button on the control
box, she sauntered up to the head of the bed, leaned over, and asked the hooded
figure, “So have you had enough yet, my slave?”  She laughed has an
unintelligible moan purred forth from behind the gag, responding, “Don’t worry,
baby – it’ll all be over soon.  Tiffany and I just want one more thing from
you first…”


Reaching down and simultaneously turning each of the clamps
at the same time, she taunted, “We both want you to suffer!” just as the
electrodes began their ascent past his previous threshold of a meager 24. 
As he mustered screams that he didn’t even know he had in him anymore, she
continued, “Now you’d better hope that I get a good ride out of this or I’m
going to push it all the way to 100, and maybe go get a couple more
pairs of my shoes, too…”


With a maniacal laugh, she climbed up on the bed and
positioned herself straddling his head, feeling the cold touch of the chain on
his nipple clamps pressing against her ass until she shifted her hips so that
her leather-clad pussy rested firmly where his mouth would’ve been located
behind the gag.  Her skirt falling all around his head, the man was
bludgeoned with his Mistress’s arousal as it filled every shallow breath that
he took in.  Grinding slowly at first, Jessica soon had the realization
that as she pressed herself down against his mouth, the dildo gag as a result
was driven further and further into his mouth, so between that mental image and
the conveniently placed buckle that seemed to enjoy teasing her clit, her pace
rapidly quickened as she prepared to enjoy the fruits of her labors.


As the voltage assaulting his cock, balls, and ass also
continued to grow, so did his cries out for mercy, despite now being muffled by
not only the leather gag, but also Jessica’s thighs and even her juicy sex
itself.  His hum from beneath the tight plug just invigorated her even
further, though, increasing her grinding rhythm with the electrodes as they
worsened their torture of the helpless man.  In the background, she
thought that she heard a small moan from Tiffany over the phone as well, and
this drove her even wilder as she thought of both of them torturing her man at
the same time…


When the box approached the mid-60s, Jessica began to feel
herself beginning to lose hold and her dominant taunts soon turned to moans of
passion as she allowed her dominant pleasures to crash wave after wave over her
body.  She squeezed his head tightly like a vice between her thighs as she
cried out, her sounds meeting her best friend’s through the phone as Tiffany
reached her own climax while listening to the incredible display of power
exchange.  Through the ebbs in the girls’ moans of pleasure, listening closely
could almost make out the desperate cries of the slave between Jessica’s legs
whose nipples and genitals felt like they were on fire.


Just as her orgasm reached its peak and began to slowly fade
back to reality, Jessica heard the *beep* of the control box to signify that it
had finally reached 87 and, revitalized by the thought that at its highest
point, the program would then wait for her input before coming back
down, her fingers furiously located her clit and took two more orgasms on her
behalf while her victim laid writhing in misery below.  When she finally
felt as if they’d have to pry the smile from her lips with a crowbar, she
meekly rolled over and collapsed on the bed beside him, eventually reaching up
and telling the box to slowly cool down after a few seconds longer of the
screams that were music to a dominant’s ears…


Several minutes of deep breathing eventually brought Jessica
back down to reality and from the sounds of her friend over the phone, it
sounded like Tiffany had enjoyed the scenario as well.  As the box passed
the 40s and continued to drop, with some reluctance she reached up and removed
her shoes from the nipple weights, then eventually removed Tiffany’s as well
once the control box hit zero.  She then loosened, but didn’t completely
removed the gripping nipple clamps themselves, causing even more cries out in
pain as the blood was finally able to rush back in, before retrieving her
phone.


“Well?!” she panted as she took her friend back off of
speaker phone.


“That was … fun!” a breathless Tiffany replied back. 
“I can only imagine how that must’ve felt right there in the room…”


“His nipples look so raw!” Jessica exclaimed.  “I’m
sure that both pairs hurt like hell, but they still managed to hold up better
than I would’ve thought!”


“He he,” Tiff smiled.  “I guess that means next time
I’d better loan you some heavier shoes…”


“No…” she rebutted.  “Next time you’ll wear your
heaviest shoes here so that you can hang them up there for yourself!”


“That does sound like fun.  Do you think he’ll be ok
with two women dominating him instead of just you???”


Jessica laughed as she reached over and slapped him hard on
the thigh, “It doesn’t matter what he wants – it sounds like a great
idea to me, and two deviant, sexy minds are always better than one! 
He’ll be down on his knees licking my best friend’s boots clean from the moment
that you walk through the door, if he knows what’s good for him!”


Sighing a happy sigh as her mind already began to reel on
the thought of getting together with her friend in person for an even more
intimate evening of sex and domination, Tiffany giggled, “Oh Jess – you really
do own that poor, helpless boy’s ass, don’t you?”


“Yes, I do, Tiff!” Jessica replied with a beaming
smile.  “Yes, I do…”
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Christina could feel the eyes on her as she walked across
the mall promenade, but she didn’t care.


…to be perfectly honest, sometimes she even rather enjoyed
the attention…


The young blonde figured that if she enjoyed the way she
felt, why shouldn’t others take part in that enjoyment, too, and if there was
one thing that Christina Bishop enjoyed more than most else in this world, it
was leather.


The way the short, black skirt hugged her ass, the smooth
lines it made down her thighs, ending just high enough to let imaginations
linger, with its cool sensations whenever she grazed her hand against its
surface as she strode confidently from one store to the next, she knew without
being boastful that it made her look hot as hell because she knew in the mirror
before she left that morning that she felt it.


It was fun to feel sexy, which was why Christina
eventually made it a point to have leather around her anytime that she could,
whether it was a sexy skirt or a pair of expensive heels or even one of the
dozens of purses in her collection that she’d slowly amassed to ensure that she
always had a cute, leather handbag to go with any possible occasion!


She was young, and she could afford it, so why the hell
not, she always told herself as her closet grew big enough to warrant a
larger apartment just to turn the second bedroom into the walk-in closet of her
dreams. Boots, shoes, lingerie, dresses and skirts and tops and jackets …
Christina valued her sense of fashion like no other, and if looking like a
knockout before she left each day made her feel like a million bucks, then all
of it was well worth the hassle, and the price tags…


What the fashionista hadn’t realized yet on that particular
afternoon, however, was that somewhere throughout her shopping day she’d
managed to pick up a bit of a stalker … a friendly stalker, mind you,
who had kept his distance as the young woman browsed through high-end lingerie
boutiques and assorted stilettos in each of the department stores shoe
sections, and it wasn’t until she had sat down for a rest with several bags to
represent a successful afternoon in her tow that he finally found the
opportunity to walk up and formally introduce himself to her.


“Excuse me, Miss…” the man interrupted as she was sipping on
the frozen lemonade that she had bought nearby. “I couldn’t help but notice,
but you’ve got impeccable taste in leather with that skirt that you’re
wearing!”


Christina giggled, “Most people can’t…” as she stopped and
looked up, though she was pleasantly surprised to find the clean-cut man,
probably in his mid-30s, who was able to make her feel more flattered than
threatened by his imperative to voice his appreciation there to her face in
person.


“I’m Christina,” she said with a smile as she studied his
body language intently


“Hi Christina,” the man replied cordially. “I’m Jason …
would you mind if I joined you while you finish your drink?”


The girl shrugged, looking down at the lemonade which was
already half gone, and told him, “Sure…” as she glanced over at the empty space
next to her, sliding her bags to the side to allow him some room.


As he smiled and turned to sit down, the man reached into
his pocket and produced a business card, which he handed to Christina as he
sat.


“I just opened a small studio on the west side,” he
explained as she took the card with her free hand. “I work mostly in leather,
although I’m still working on getting my name out there. I specialize in
skirts and dresses and the sort of thing someone like you might wear, and so … given
your own appreciation for the medium … I was wondering if you might be
interested in helping me out…”


The name on the business card read – Jason Glass, Evocative
Designs.


“So what would you like me to do, Jason Glass of
Evocative Designs…” the blonde asked with a chuckle in her voice. “Come
down and try on all of your leather for you?!”


“Well…” the man laughed along with her, “…yeah.”


“Like I said,” he continued, “I’m just a small shop and I’m
trying to figure out a way to get my name out there among leather
aficionados like yourself…”


“…it’s not like we have a club or anything …
unfortunately!” Christina interrupted.


“No,” Jason laughed again at the girl’s quick wit, “…I’m
just saying that if you wanted to stop by sometime and see some of my designs,
and if you would possibly be interested in modeling any of them, maybe
we can come up with some sort of arrangement that will be beneficial to both of
us!”


Christina shook her head with a smirk as she reached the
bottom of her drink, “I’m not a model … I’m just a girl who kind of has a thing
for leather…”


Sensing her hesitation and not wishing to make her too
uncomfortable, the entrepreneur stood up himself first and countered, “Two
things – you’re beautiful enough to be if you wanted to, but even if not, I’m
much more interested in the second thing than the first.”


Before she could say another word, he quickly added,
“There’s a web address on the card – pull it up when you’ve got some free time,
and if you like what you see, feel free to stop by anytime. No pressure…”


“It was a pleasure meeting you, Christina,” he then
closed as he extended his hand to shake hers. “I look forward to seeing you
soon, but if I don’t, keep on rockin’ that skirt!”


She couldn’t help but laugh as she shook his hand and
grinned. Gathering her bags and leaving in the opposite direction, her mind
wandered to what the man could possibly have in store “in his studio” … was
it just a pervy excuse to lure her to some weird address on the west side or
did his offer actually have potential for even more indulgence in her little leather
fetish???


Later that evening once she had unpacked and was winding
down her day on the couch, Christina pulled up the man’s website on her iPad
and after a mere couple of minutes of gawking, she had decided that it was at
least worth another look in person the next day…


* * * * * * * * * *


Christina admittedly felt a little apprehensive as she
neared the address that had been left on the card she’d received the day prior.
Circling the block twice to get a glimpse before she committed to anything, the
storefront looked simple enough – a couple of mannequins stood in the front
window, one wearing a tasteful, long leather skirt and a white top and the
other in a set of leather lingerie that looked quite provocative, though
nothing that the girl hadn’t seen before…


On the front door was a sign that cited – Private
Shopping by Appointment Only … Parking in Rear.


Once her curiosity had gotten the best of her, Christina
drove around the block one last time and found a parking space almost directly
across from the back entrance to the store. “Well, this ought to be
interesting…” she told herself as she took a deep breath and left behind
the safety of her car to approach the door. Noticing that it was locked, she
almost turned away and went back to her car, though at the last minute instead
she pressed the button and a few moments later a familiar face from the day
before appeared to greet her.


“Christina!” Jason welcomed her excitedly as he opened the
door for her. “I’m so glad that you decided to stop by and visit!”


“Well, I was in the neighborhood, so…” the blonde
tried to play it off, but it was clear that she was just as happy to be there
as he was to have her as he guided her down the tight hallway into the main
show floor of his studio.


“Now it’s not finished yet,” he warned as they walked into
the larger room. “I’ve still got a number of pieces in my shop that I’ve been
working night and day to fill out the rest of the displays…”


But Jason’s excuses fell on deaf ears as she looked around
to see some of the finest and most intriguing custom leather pieces that she’d
ever seen. His displays made the majority of her collection feel like it was fake,
having found her own prized possessions over the years from random
department store features and boutique trade-in finds that she’d treasured most
of all, yet they paled in comparison to the impressive fine leathers that
covered mannequins in a multitude of colors and designs that she knew she’d
never in a million years find in the stores that she’d grown accustomed to.


“Wait, so you make these all yourself???” she asked
her host without looking back, stepping closer to examine a long, black dress
that appeared to be a ball gown, though it flowed in rich leather instead of
silks and satins. “These are gorgeous…” she said as she ran her fingers
down the decadent dress, showing great admiration for the tailoring before
wandering to the right and next finding herself facing a rack of equally
intriguing leather corsets in reds and blacks and a variety of other colors.


“I actually started off making corsets,” Jason explained to
her while her eyes and fingers continued to wander. “They’ve always been
something as sort of a personal interest, and I found that there was a
sizable gap in the market for quality corsets … particularly in the
fetish world. So I got the tools and started making them after work in my
apartment, and apparently people liked them enough that I was able to quit my
job and work on this stuff full-time…”


“Eventually I decided that it was time to move in here …
well, my landlord helped me to decide because the machines were getting
too loud for my neighbors to bear!” he added with a laugh as he walked over to
straighten the skirt on a mannequin on the opposite side of the room.


“And so here we are!” he ended his short story with a
grin, though mostly to himself as his guest was still very much lost like a kid
in a candy store as she slowly worked her way around the room, examining an
array of skirts of varying lengths from very revealing all the way up to
full length. Running her fingers along the inside to sample the soft, supple
leather that would drop well past her knees, Christina continued to wander
dazed for a few minutes longer before finally looking back at her host with
nothing but admiration.


“Well thank you for inviting me here – you’ve
certainly got quite the collection,” she commented with a growing smile as her
eyes continued to jump from display to display, unable to get enough. “And
you’re absolutely right – nobody else in this city can hold a candle to your
work, so I have little doubts that you’re going to make a fortune here!”


Jason smiled as he took in the girl’s compliment, then shot
back with a wink, “So, did you see anything that you might like to … try
on???”


Christina had known that the question would be coming, but
it still managed to catch her off guard after browsing such an incredible
selection that she would’ve loved to have any piece of in her own closet. She
felt herself blush as she glanced back in the direction of displays, feeling
somewhat timid as she professed to him once more, “…I’m not a model. You’ve
got an amazing collection here, but…”


Ever the salesman, Jason was quick to cut her off before she
could finish.


“So I’ll make you a deal,” he proposed, leaning his hand on
the shoulder of a nearby mannequin. “Try a couple of things on and see what you
think of them. I’ll shoot a few pictures, and afterwards we can go through
them together – I can’t use any of them to advertise my business without
your say so anyways.”


“And at the end of it all, if you have a change of heart … I’ll
let you take something home with you in exchange for your time…”


Christina’s eyes instantly grew wide at the man’s offer.


“Even if I don’t like any of the pictures???” she
asked cautiously while eyeing the rack of beautiful leather corsets from across
the room.


“Yes,” he confirmed with a grin. “Although I respectfully
don’t think that’s going to be the case!” he quickly added.


“And we’ll have to agree on your free gift –
you’ll understand that I can’t just let you walk out of here with a $2,000
leather dress…” he said, alluding to the long ball gown in the window that
she had been ogling earlier.


“Two thousand dollars?!” she asked somewhat
astounded, her eyes also darting over to the same dress that Jason was
referring to…


“For that one, yes…” he said with a smile. “I actually did
one a while back for a client that was upwards of three … it was for a
fetish ball that she was attending and she wanted to just blow the rest of
the guests away. And from what I hear, she did!”


“So why aren’t you talking to people like that about
modeling for you???” Christina asked curiously as she quietly weighed the man’s
offer in her head.


“Well, I am,” Jason confessed openly, “but the thing
is, I want to build up a bigger customer base here than just the fetish crowd.
I also want to cater to the people … like yourself … who wear leather every
day, and you wouldn’t wear a three thousand dollar leather dress like
that around every day!”


“I would!” Christina laughed, salivating over the
dress in the window and wondering what the dress they were discussing must’ve
looked like for another half as much.


 “Yeah, but a full-length leather ball gown with a
built-in corset isn’t exactly shopping at the mall attire … even for a
leather fashionista like yourself!” he countered.


The two laughed together until the designer finally worked
his way over to the display of corsets and asked her as he looked back at her
and scanned for a particular style that came to mind, “So have you ever worn a
corset???”


“I have not,” she confessed with a flush smile as she
accepted what was taking place and subsequently watched her host glance back at
her several times before selecting an ornate corset made from black leather
with detailed, purple stitching in randomly elegant shapes up the side and
holding it out for her to touch with her own hands…


Jason smiled as he gently handed the garment over to the
blonde.


“Just a few inches in reduction and I promise you’ll be
hooked!” he told her happily before Christina finally relented and let her
excitement over all of the fine leather pieces in the store get the best of
her. Though she was still leery of the thought of being photographed, it
occurred to her that an opportunity like this didn’t come up every day, and
if she could get something new for her collection out of it to boot!


Walking around the corner to the single changing room he had
in his studio that was in fact quite spacious, Jason suggested that Christina
take the corset in with her to get situated in private and then he would help
her to tighten the laces once she was ready…


“Do you want me to wear it over what I already have on?” she
asked from the other side of the changing room door, considering the white
satin button-down blouse that she had worn that day.


“You certainly can if you want,” the designer offered. “More
and more people have been wearing corsets these days as outer garments and they
have a way of catching anyone’s eye, though I’ve always personally enjoyed them
directly against the skin…”


Christina laughed as she unbuttoned her top.


“Are you just trying to see me topless?!”


Jason blushed, despite the wall that separated them, joking
back, “Now it wouldn’t be very professional for me to answer that … but if
you’re asking for my professional opinion on how you should wear this…”


‘Ooooh – that’s nice!’ Christina thought to
herself as she slipped out of her bra and brought the leather corset up to her
bust for the first time, the tips of her nipples each highlighted with a
simple, steel bar through them as they touched the soft and sensual leather
that proceeded to cup her breasts and the rest of her mid-section fully, with
the corset ending just below the band of the short, leather miniskirt that she
had opted to wear for the occasion.


“I’m ready now!” she called out as she held where the two
pieces of leather met behind her back as best she could, relinquishing her
hands to her hips once she felt her host take hold of the laces and expertly
begin to draw in the slack around her body.


“So how tight will this go???” she asked as Jason
expertly worked the laces back and forth until all of the slack had been
removed and the garment was now slowly cinching in around her.


“You’re probably what … 26, maybe a 28-inch waist?” he asked
as his fingers wove the laces with Christina now feeling its gentle hug in all
the right places. “If you wanted to close it up all of the way – which I
strongly recommend for the full effect – you could probably take a solid
4-inch reduction without much trouble at all…”


The blonde stood in awe as she stared back at herself in the
mirror across from her, watching the black and purple gradually became her
figure before the leather next took to shaping it to its own intentions with
every pull that Christina felt behind her. She couldn’t help but smile as the
curves around her hips grew more pronounced as her waist seemed to disappear,
with her modest breasts taking on a prominent form of their own as the leather
corset seemed to accentuate everything that seemed to remind her why he hinted
that it would best be worn underneath her clothing in the first place.


“How’s that feel so far?” Jason asked as he stopped for a
moment to allow his guest to catch her breath and more fully admire the
transformation that was taking place.


“This is great!” she already beamed as she delicately ran
her fingers over her body, amazed by the new sensation that was crafted by the
firm tension around her. Closing her eyes as he resumed tightening the lacings
in a meticulous, alternating pattern, Christina felt the world coming in
tighter and tighter as her breathing grew shallow and seemingly everything
about her was heightened until finally the work behind her ceased and she
opened her eyes to behold what she never would’ve expected…


“I don’t know how I don’t own one of these already, but I
want one!” she laughed out loud as she put her hands on her hips and posed from
a variety of angles, even looking behind her to see that the gap in the laces
that ran down her spine had nearly been closed. The curves of her waist and
hips now undeniably brought to the forefront, she couldn’t help but think that
she’d chosen the right outfit to wear that day after all as the black and
purple corset seemed to match perfectly with the short, black miniskirt and
lace up stiletto ankle boots on her feet.


Her host stepped away and suggested that she walk around to
enjoy the garment while he retrieved his camera, glancing back mesmerized
himself as he often was when he was privy to seeing his creations modeled by
someone who wore leather as well as Christina did. Making a lap around his
studio as an excuse to check out his creations a second time, she found herself
overcome with a new surge of self confidence as the corset made her walk taller
and with a newfound sense of poise as she strode through the room lost in her
own little world, completely oblivious when Jason had reappeared and began
snapping a few casual shots crouched in the corner of the room looking up at
her as she quickly became a new fan of the decadently stringent leather.


Glancing around the room, she finally smirked when she
caught him busy at work, staring down the lens of his camera as she rolled her
eyes and asked with a grin, “Alright, you win – how do you want me to
pose???”


Jason just smiled in return as he stood and kept the lens
pointed at her as he explained, “I don’t want you to pose – you look
incredible just the way you are…”


Christina blushed as the man stepped around behind her and
took a few more photos of how the corset laced tightly up her back, also taking
a moment to admire her skirt as well before setting the camera back to the side
and turning to retrieve another item from the rack nearby for the girl to try –
this time a long-flowing leather ball gown strikingly similar to the one that she
had spotted earlier, but with a similar purple stitching that immediately
caught her eye as Jason held the immaculate dress out on its hanger for her to
examine.


“This one almost looks like it matches the one I’m wearing
now,” she commented as she reached out a hand towards the equally wonderful
garment that hung before her, already eager to rush back into the changing room
to try it on for herself.


“It actually does,” he told her with a hinted sigh in his
voice.


“Both of these pieces were commissioned for the same
person,” he explained as he turned the gown around to show off the matching
corset that had been built into the waist, “and I took a 50% deposit on
everything because it was custom, but when I finished, it was like the buyer
had just … disappeared!”


“That’s really weird,” Christina said as she fixated on the
leather at her fingertips.


“Weird and sad,” he admitted. “Because most of the work that
I do is custom, so it’s really hard for me to expect someone else to
give me a couple of grand for a dress that was specifically made for another
woman…”


“But who knows – she was about your size, so maybe
it’ll fit you and we can kill two birds with one stone!”


Christina laughed as they walked back to the changing room.


“Not unless you change your mind about giving me a free
dress for my time here today…”


The ball gown was even more enchanting as it began to take
its shape around her as Jason first gave Christina the chance to slip out of
her skirt and the loosened corset top and then returned to lace up the new
corset that was built into the decadent ball gown while the long, black leather
flowed around her bare legs in the most alluring manner.


“Oh wow…” was all the words that the girl could
muster as she saw the second corset cinch up around her as she felt like she
was floating on air in the undeniably entrancing leather. The man spoke not a
word as he finished the lacing just as snug as before, then disappeared for a
moment to return offering Christina a pair of similarly matching black and
purple leather opera gloves to complete the outfit in all of its regal glory…


“The woman who ordered this ensemble was very big in the
fetish community,” he spoke as the girl spun slowly in the mirrors to
appreciate the incredible dress from every angle.


“I believe she was planning to wear this for some big
convention, but I guess extenuating circumstances … who knows…”


Quietly reaching for his camera, Jason stepped back once
more and allowed Christina to freely roam around the studio while he knelt near
the floor and captured an array of spontaneous shots of the leather flowing
around her ankles, with just the tips of her heels showing as she seems to
glide across the showroom like a princess who had just been set free for the
very first time. The leather gloves added a touch that undoubtedly completed
the look, adding an air of loftiness fit for a queen, and in the back of her
head Christina could only imagine what plans the original owner of this
dress had for wearing it if a fetish convention was to be its time to
shine…


“God, I wish I could just give it to you!” the
leather maker laughed as his camera lens seemed to click faster and faster to
soak in every last drop. “It fits you like a glove, but there’s just no
way that I could ever justify giving away a piece like that for absolutely
free…”


“Maybe I could work it off!” Christina chuckled
herself as she savored every step, admiring how the leather divinely swayed
around her at some parts and hugged her so soft and securely in others. “How
much modeling do I have to do for two thousand dollars worth of premium
leather?!”


Jason just smiled as he reached out a hand to take hers
wrapped in leather and daintily walked her back to the changing room one last
time for the final garment that he had selected for her fashion show that
afternoon…


“Now this one is going to be a little more intense,” he
warned her as Christina now stood topless in front of him without concern while
he unveiled the last dress – a strict-looking corset dress emblazed with fiery
red vertical stripes that ran from below the knees all the way up to a special
neck corset intended to hold the wearer’s chin high in the air as she looked
down upon pretty much everybody else around her.


“Am I even going to be able to walk in this thing?!” Christina
exclaimed as she stepped into the partially-laced dress and then stood
patiently while her host worked the garment up around her torso and neck in
preparation for the long bout of tight lacing that it was sure to require.


“A bit!” Jason replied with a snicker. “To be perfectly
honest with you, most women who wear something like this don’t exactly spend a
lot of time on their feet…” he told her with a playful wink before
taking his place behind the blonde and beginning his work of first cinching the
slack out of the corset at her waist, then moving down to the lacing near her
knees and thighs before finally standing back up to situate the supple, yet
firm leather that was to trace its way up her neck.


Christina felt her body tingle in a thousand places at once
as the lacing slowly tightened around her from seemingly every angle, leaving
her feeling both helpless and beautiful as the black and red leather
highlighted every last curve on her body in a way that took her breath away
nearly as much as the laces did themselves. Save for a pair of explicitly
placed cut-outs that provocatively showed off her pert and perky breasts, the
rest of her body from her neck to below her knees was restricted by the
gorgeous leather as Jason seemed to no longer seek her feedback while he continued
to pull the laces back and forth tighter and tighter until she towered
precariously on her high heels, her body encased wonderfully in the sweet,
confining leather like she had never experienced before…


Unable to bend at the knee, Christina turned slowly in the
mirrors as she gazed wide-eyed at what the incredible corset dress had done to
her. Though it was ridiculously confining, she couldn’t help but think that she
kind of liked it as she adjusted to its embrace while the leather held
unrelentingly to her every inch like a kinky vice.


“I’m not sure if I can walk back out there in this!” she
gasped as she made some small attempts to hobble around the dressing room,
mesmerized by Jason’s impeccable craftsmanship as she found that she was only
able to step a few inches at a time in her new leathery predicament. Handing
her this time a pair of striking red leather gloves that came nearly to her
shoulders, Christina couldn’t believe the sight that she saw as she stared back
at herself nearly covered from head to toe in such beautiful leather while
Jason disappeared to retrieve his camera one more time.


She felt powerful and somewhat domineering, despite the fine
leather having its own hold on her that there was no denying as she placed her
leather-clad hands on her hips and stood defiantly in the center of the small
changing room while Jason took pictures of her from behind, then asked her to
turn for in front as well.


“Do I even want to know what the person who ordered
this was planning on wearing it for?!” she asked with a playful grin as
she pouted her lips and looked down at the camera seductively now that she had
learned to tolerate her host’s photographic desires.


“Well,” he said with a chuckle to himself as he raised his
eyebrows, “if it’s anything like the other things that I’ve already made for
her, she’s probably looking forward to being tied up in it once she’s
all laced up tight like you are right now!”


Christina just rolled her eyes as she felt more tingles
spread across her body as her imagination couldn’t help but wonder…


“What’s left to tie up?!” she asked as she turned her
back to Jason once more and fluttered her eyes back at her own reflection as
she towered in the skin tight leather.


“There’s a few things left…” Jason laughed as he set his
camera down on the bench before taking a step closer to the girl and then
suddenly taking both of her wrists with his hands and pulling them behind her
back.


“Your wrists are still free – that’s definitely a
no-no when it comes to bondage.”


“Your footwear, while sexy, probably still
provides a bit more mobility than this dress’s actual owner would desire.”


“And your lips,” he then led on as he released his
grip on Christina’s wrists and pivoted around in front of her, staring
dangerously close at her gorgeous pink lips as he noticed a certain sparkle in
her eyes. “…a girl isn’t truly bound as long as she can still speak…”


It was then that Jason leaned forward and pulled Christina
an inch closer into his arms, kissing gently at her lips as his hands fell on the
tight leather around her waist. The pair kissed slow and sensuously for only a
moment before he reluctantly pulled back just in time to see the girl open her
eyes and ask, “So … you were saying about some accessories to go with
this???”


* * * * * * * * * *


Following precariously behind her
host as she did her best to teeter on her stiletto heels against the whims of
the ultra-restrictive corset dress, Christina felt the butterflies in her
stomach as her host’s kiss still hung wet on her lips while the ultra-tight
leather seemed to amplify every sensation that her body felt, from each step as
her thighs rubbed together beneath the dress to the place around her waist
where Jason had held her firmly only a few moments earlier…


As he led the girl around the corner
from the showroom into his actual workshop, Christina’s eyes grew wide with
curiosity once more as she saw leather garments in a variety of colors and
stages of completion laid about, including what she presumed were some of the more
adult items that Jason hadn’t seen fit to display publicly with the rest of
his crafts.


“So … have you ever been tied up
before?” he asked her with a slight grin on his face as he walked over to
one of the workbenches and produced a long, leather sleeve of red and black that
matched the dress that she was wearing, featuring a number of straps and
buckles and even in Christina’s wildest imagination she couldn’t picture where
they were intended to go.


All the girl could do was laugh in
return as she stood anxiously in the extraordinarily sexy corset dress, telling
her host, “Well nothing like this, that’s for sure! Maybe a little
fooling around with fake handcuffs or something, but…”


Jason then took the leather sleeve
and handed it to her.


“This is what’s called an
armbinder,” he explained calmly with a certain gleam in his eye. “The woman
who commissioned that dress asked me to make a few other things for her
as well – you could say that she’s one who really embraces the restraining
features that leather has to offer.”


Christina looked up at him somewhat
nervously.


“Did this lady stiff you, too???”


“No, no,” he told her reassuringly.
“She’s been a long-time customer and stops by a few times a year to see me … in
fact, she’s due back to pick up all of this stuff in a couple of weeks…”


“And she’s not going to mind that
I’m trying on her stuff?” Christina asked with concern.


Jason just smiled in response.


“Not at all,” he said. “Quite the
contrary, I think that Candice is the type of person who would rather appreciate
that some new blood like yourself got to try out something like this for
the first time with her gear.”


Christina pondered his words for a
moment until he continued.


“So as I was saying,” he explained
as he took the armbinder back from the blonde, “this is an armbinder and it’s
meant to go behind the wearer’s back. Then we lace it up like so…”


The girl only had to gaze at the
strange black garment with its bright red laces for a moment before she
spontaneously asked, “So can I try it?”


Jason smiled again.


Motioning for the girl to turn
around, he carefully guided her gloved hands together behind her and then began
to slip the long, leather armbinder first over her hands, then up her arms
until it was in a position for him to situate the buckling straps around her
shoulders to hold it in place. The girl then felt her pulse begin to race as he
slowly cinched the new set of laces up along her arms, drawing them closer and
closer together until she could nearly feel her elbows touching behind her
back.


“How tight does this thing go?!” she
asked as her arms strained behind her and she found herself having to work a
bit harder to keep her balance than before.


“Oh, it still has a bit more give
left in it,” Jason spoke eagerly. “Want me to see if I can get it any
tighter???”


Christina blushed as she said, “Sure,
why not!”


Looking down to notice that her
breasts stuck forward even more prominently before with the addition of the
armbinder, she blushed as she then felt Jason pulling the laces tighter still
as her mind raced to understand what this strange predicament was doing to her.
By the time she felt him tying off the laces, her arms felt as if they had been
welded tightly behind her back and no amount of struggling seemed to make a
lick of difference.


“You like?” her host asked as he
stepped back in front of her and surveyed the look on her face as he watched
her come to terms with the stringent bondage that was around her.


Christina gazed back into her
captor’s eyes and mumbled, “I think I do…” as the seductive leather held
her arms tightly behind her back.


Expecting him to reach forward to
kiss her again, she was surprised when instead he inquired, “So are you
ready for a little more???”


Jason then helped his guest over to
a nearby stool where he sat her down and explained that he needed to
temporarily unlace the bottom of her dress for the next piece of fetishwear
that he had to show her. Looking down at the man curiously as he first loosened
the leather dress that held her legs closely together, then proceeding to unzip
and remove the ankle boots that she had worn that day as well, Christina’s eyes
lit up as he produced the new footwear that he intended to replace her sexy
boots with…


“I know what those are –
those are ballet boots!” she exclaimed giddily as Jason first held the
boots up close, showing off their impossibly high heels before taking his place
once again at her feet and slipping the first up over her pink pedicured toes.


“So – have you worn a pair of these
before???” he asked curiously as he helped to guide her dainty foot into the
boot before zipping it up the side and preparing the laces.


“No,” she replied with a sigh. “I
saw them in a store once and I wanted to try them on, but the girls I was with
were in a hurry and didn’t want to wait…”


“And what did you like about them?”
he pressed further as he balanced the girl’s ankle on his knee while he
expertly cinched the laces up each of her calves with a quick precision.


Christina pondered as she looked
down her leather-clad legs, balancing carefully on the stool with her arms
behind her as she felt her calves tightening against her will as the special
boots forced her feet into a strict dancer’s pointe…


“I don’t know,” she admitted,
blushing again. “I liked that they were leather, and somehow the heels just
spoke to me. I like really high heels, even if they’re hard to walk in, and it
seems like these would be something different altogether!”


“Let’s find out!” Jason
announced after he had finished lacing the second boot, leaving her dress still
open for the time being. With a strong arm around her shoulders, he helped
Christina to her feet and laughed as she struggled to find her balance with her
arms tightly pinned behind her back. Once she seemed to find her center, Jason
allowed her to take a step on her own, staying closely behind just in case while
she teetered and marveled at the new sensation.


“This is insane…”  she
spoke in awe as she leather about her began to overwhelm as she did all that
she could just to keep her balance without the use of her arms to help steady
herself. Her eyes now wandering wildly around the workshop and spying a myriad
of other straps and leather apparel, Christina turned her head back towards her
host and asked with a wide smile, “…and there’s still more, isn’t
there?!”


“There can be if you want there to
be!” Jason replied without missing a beat. As he sorted through several working
projects in search of the final piece to his new guest’s bondage experience, he
randomly heard the girl ask, “What’s that?” and turned to see
what she was inquiring about.


Christina gestured with her head
towards a leather thong that hung from one of the hooks above his workbench,
noting a strange silver device protruding from the center.


Jason raised an eyebrow as he
smirked, reaching for the kinky undergarment.


“This,” he explained with a
playful wink as he held the thong out for his captive to see more closely, “is
a simple thong with a remote controller bullet vibrator built into it.”


“A girl can wear it when she’s going
out and set the vibrator to random for some naughty fun while she’s out
and about…” he told her as he flipped the nearby remote to on and instantly the
tiny, silver bullet seemed to scream to life.


“…or she can give the remote to a
close friend who she trusts to keep her on the edge all night long!”


Holding the vibe up to Christina’s
breast as he turned the controls up to medium, Jason smiled as a look of
delight quickly washed over her face as it became abundantly clear what the toy
could be capable of doing when nestled deep within the leathers that now held
her body tight. The girl blushed once more as she joked, “Might as well – go
big or go home, right?!” smiling as her host then set the vibrating panties
off to the side and helped her to stand while he unlaced the bottom of her
dress a bit further before unceremoniously reaching up and plucking the girl’s
panties free, replacing them a moment later with the remote controlled ones
that she had spied.


“Well this escalated
quickly, didn’t it?!” Christina laughed as she felt Jason slide the silver
bullet into place as he pulled the leather thong up around her waist before
returning to work cinching the corset dress’s laces closed once again, this
time the leather coming down over the tops of the new ballet boots that she was
wearing as well to hold her legs together even more tightly than ever…


…but this wasn’t enough for him as
after he had the dress cinched up tight, he also produced a thick, leather
strap which he proceeded to buckle around the girl’s booted ankles, then a
second longer strap that he stood to loop around her waist in front and the
armbinder in back, thus pulling the blonde’s bound arms even tighter to her
body as she stood there wrapped in leather and paralyzed by a warmth that she
could only characterize as simply wonderful.


“Now this over here,” he casually
explained as he lifted Christina up and carried her over to some sort of metal
apparatus in the corner, “is something else that I designed to help facilitate
the bondage that this little outfit that you’re wearing enables.”


Christina felt her heart nearly
beating out of her chest as she was stood upright against the padded platform,
then felt several more straps still tighten around her ankles, thighs, waist,
and chest as Jason secured her lifeless, leatherized form to the unit. Her
breath grew more and more shallow as the combination of the corset itself, the
pressure of her arms behind her back, and then the latest straps cinching everything
down even tighter took its toll, yet the smile on her face remained in awe
as she saw her fetish for leather unraveling before her in an entirely
different light…


“How does it feel now???” Jason
asked with a sly grin as he took a step back to survey the beautiful figure
that was now prominently bound on display for him, the tight leather
highlighting the girl’s very best curves while the thick straps and precarious
heels all worked together to ensure that any movement whatsoever was now a
relic of Christina’s distant past.


“Do I dare want to ask what’s
left?” Christina giggled playfully as she struggled weakly against her bonds,
rewarded only with the faint creak of the leather around her every inch as she
towered helplessly in front of the man.


Jason walked slowly over to his
workbench and retrieved the last item – a leather bondage hood in deep black
with red highlights to match the dress and armbinder – toying with it in his
hands before walking back over to where he had left his captive, eyeing her
with a smitten grin as he carefully loosened the laces at the back of the hood.


“You know, I suppose I can admit now
that I sort of did have ulterior motives when I ran into you at the mall
the other day…” he told the giddy blonde as he gently smoothed the leather hood
between his fingers. “I’ve never been really good at meeting women the
way that most guys do.”


Christina giggled to herself,
struggling a hint more even though by now she knew that her efforts were
useless.


“Well, I suppose that you’ve got my
attention now…” she told the man as she beamed. “Is there anything that you
want to ask me before you put that thing on me???”


Jason grinned.


“What would you like to do for
dinner tonight?”


Christina sweetly replied back,
“Sushi or takeout – I guess that all depends just how exhausted I am after you
give me a workout with that little remote of yours!”


Jason then leaned in and gave the
girl a much deeper, sensual kiss than before, pressing his lips hard into hers
as his hands slid down the perfect leather form that was strapped to the steel
unit before him.


“Sushi takeout it is!” he told her with
a smile when he finally broke free, whispering into her ear as he reached
around the girl to lower the leather hood over her sweet face…


“I almost wish that I could leave
this off so that I can enjoy the look on your face when you cum, but you
deserve to know what an orgasm feels like when you’re completely bound from
head to toe in leather …”


Fitting the black leather tightly to
the girl’s face, Jason made quick work as always of re-lacing and cinching down
the last of Christina’s leathers – this time around her own skull – until the
smooth leather conformed almost perfectly to her face, its unyielding
strictness forcing her lips and eyes closed as it left her only with the
intoxicating smells of her new leather world as she gasped desperately for as much
air as her predicament would allow the maiden from any one breath.


Once the hood was securely in place,
Christina felt two last straps cinch around her body – these at her neck and
forehead to ensure without the shadow of a doubt that she wouldn’t be moving a
single solitary muscle without her new friend’s express permission. First she
felt his hands openly roaming her body in a way that sent tingles down her
spine as his every touch was transmitted through the tight leather…


…and then she felt the motor
begin to hum between her legs and her real struggle began as the stranger toyed
with her most intimate of sensations while she stood bound and helpless and
waiting for more…


Christina struggled.


Christina moaned.


Christina whimpered desperately for
more as the bullet tormented her clit like she had been reduced to a sex
object. Feeling Jason’s hand fall to her belly made her groan for more until
the vibrator inched steadily towards her inevitable climax. As the intensity
grew higher and harder, she began to struggle more violently against her bonds
as each moment passed, her helplessness seeming to even further the wave after
wave of pleasure that assaulted Christina’s leather-clad body until finally in
one last valiant effort, the blonde felt her body give in to it all and her
screams of pleasure were muffled soundly by the hood that held her lips shut
tight with even more leather.


After a few moments had passed and
the vibrations between her legs had mostly subsided, Christina stood there
waiting to feel the laces of the hood loosened once again from around her head,
but instead she was greeted once more by the sound of Jason’s voice whispering
into her ear through the leather…


“The woman who ordered all of
this,” he spoke, “she tells me that when she gets all dressed up like
this, sometimes she wears it for two, three … four hours at a time!”


“Now I won’t put you through that
much, but you did say that you were expecting a workout…”


“So I’ve got a few orders to work
on this afternoon, and you’re going to stand there and serve as my eye
candy while I work! If you’re a good leather fetish girl, every now and
then I’ll come over and turn that back up so you can cum.”


Christina felt the vibrator reduced
to a low buzz before something pressed up against her lips like a kiss, then
suddenly was gone. Not far away she thought that she could hear Jason rustling
through his things, and then eventually she heard the sounds of mallets and the
various cutting machines around her come to life one by one, all throughout her
senses were on overload as the divine leather bondage seemed to amplify her
everything…


Her breathing restricted by the
corset and the tight straps.


Her arms beginning to ache pulled
tight behind her.


Her toes brought into a strict arch
while her feet and legs held her fast.


She begged inside to feel her
captor’s touch on her waist again, or even to hear his sweet taunts whispered
seductively into her ear. Never in a million years would she have imagined
being hopelessly bound from head to toe so completely and wonderfully in
leather when she innocently took the man’s business card from him at the mall
only a day prior…


…and then she felt him beginning to inch the vibrator
wedged between her legs up even higher yet than it had gone before…











Rope Marks


















“What are those marks on your wrist?”


David reached across the table to closer examine the curious
grooves that he had noticed around his wife’s wrist while they were eating
dinner.


“Oh – those?” Sara replied unexpectedly as she pulled her
hand away and rubbed her wrist.


“I told him not to leave any marks…” she chuckled
under her breath, though it quickly became clear that her husband wasn’t going
to settle for her just casually brushing his discovery off the table…


“No, seriously – what was that???” he asked more
firmly, setting his fork down now that Sara had concealed her hands underneath
the table.


Sara laughed and shrugged as she revealed her wrists once
more, this time holding them closer for her husband’s inquiry as she noted as
casually as she was able, “Oh, I met up with a friend this afternoon and we
were messing around with a little bondage!”


His wife giggled some more as she read the shocked look on
his face as he stared back at her hands and realized at that moment that what
he was seeing were actually rope marks around his wife’s wrists. After
running his fingers along the grooves for himself, David quietly turned his
attention back to his meal until his wife interrupted him with her own moment
of surprise.


“What?!” she asked him somewhat sarcastically, still
with a smile on her face. “It’s not like we had sex or anything … we
were just playing around!”


“A friend of mine at work and I were talking one day and
somehow the subject of bondage came up,” she elaborated to his chagrin,
“and I told him that I’d never really been on the receiving end because my
husband is more the submissive, so you’re always the one who gets tied up
whenever we play.”


“I told him that I’ve always been curious to know what it
felt like, and that’s when he offered for me to stop by his house this
afternoon to give it a try.”


Sara could tell that her husband was conflicted about it,
but after a few stammering attempts without actual words to reply to what she
had just said, she finally grinned as she threw him a lifeline…


“So … do you want to hear about it???”


* * * * * * * * * *


Sara smiled broadly as she watched like clockwork as her
husband’s frustration gave way to his submissive curiosity until eventually she
got up from the table and told him, “Why don’t you pour us each a glass of wine
and meet me in the living room? I just want to slip into something a little
more comfortable first…” before walking away without giving him a chance to
pick his jaw up off the floor, much less say another word…


A few minutes later she reappeared in the living room where
David had two glasses of red wine waiting, and coincidentally Sara was wearing
a sexy, red satin robe to match.


Before she sat down on the white leather couch next to her
husband, Sara mischievously tossed a black velvet bag into David’s lap as she
announced, “I decided that you should change into something else for
this story, too!”


He didn’t even need to feel its heft or hear the clanking
sound that it made as he caught it to know what was inside the bag … an
imposing, steel chastity cage that he had nearly begged his wife to
get for him several years prior. Having actually purchased it as a very special
anniversary present one year, Sara had taken quite the liking to teasing and
tormenting her hubby when he was helplessly locked inside of the cage, and it
had become painfully clear that she intended to take control of this
situation despite the marks that still remained around her delicate wrists…


Not a word was spoken as David looked up at his wife, a bit
more seductive than she had been not ten minutes prior, and then in defeat
conceded his place on the couch and handed her a glass of the wine before
taking the pouch that she had given him into the other room to make a change
himself.


The tables had without a doubt turned when David walked back
into the room wearing only the steel cage around his cock while his wife now
lounged relaxingly on the leather couch with one high heel dangling off of her
foot and the cool glass of red wine resting purposefully in her hand…


“Now … where were we???” she asked with a smile as
David sat down at the other end of the couch across from her, the sparkle in
her eyes inspiring the slightest of smirks as they enjoyed the look of the
metal cage between his legs that was securely locked by the key that she had
first tucked away inside of her bra before coming down.


“So my friend Jimmy…” Sara began once more, “apparently he’s
into rope bondage, and so when he showed me the one closet in his
apartment that’s just absolutely filled with different lengths of rope
of all types and colors, I was kind of blown away! He explained to me the
different types of rope and showed me how they all felt against the skin, and
then he told me that he wanted me to try out a body harness…”


She grinned as she paused to take a sip of wine while it was
quite clear that her husband now hung on every last word that she said.


“He told me to choose a color of rope – I picked blue,” the
girl continued, “and then he began to weave this intricate web of rope around
my body with this huge length of rope that actually felt really
cool!”


“You remember what I was wearing earlier – just a simple
sweater and a pair of jeans – and so first he had me hold up my hair while he
looped the rope around my neck, and then he ran it down between my legs and
back up to the loop behind me, and from there he sort of wrapped the rope back
and forth around me over and over again, and each time he did another wrap, it
made all of the other ropes tighter and tighter…”


David listened intently as his wife seemed to glow as
she described her bondage adventure to him, making sure not to leave out a
single detail.


“All and all I think he had about four or five loops total –
one above my breasts and another below them, one at my belly, and then one or
two more until he finally got to my crotch.”


David squirmed in his seat…


“And the whole thing felt really good!” Sara
gushed as she leaned forward, sharing her story with delight. “He had me walk
around the apartment for a little while after that and it was crazy how
all of the ropes pulled on each other and complemented each other with every
step. I really liked what they did to my boobs, and honestly the one between
my legs wasn’t too bad, either!”


“Jimmy told me that he’s sometimes tied girls like that underneath
their clothes and then taken then to the mall or something for the
afternoon, and by the time they get back home they’ve just about turned to
mush!”


“I could kind of understand that,” she then added with a
playful grin. “The crotch rope was a nice little tease, but I can only
imagine what it would’ve been like if it had just been a little bit
tighter…”


Her husband swallowed hard as it was clear that he was very
much enjoying her story, even though the steel cage that he wore prevented him
from growing a full erection. Still he listened eagerly, though, without a word
of protest, as it turned out that this was still only the beginning of his
wife’s kinky tale.


“Anyways,” she continued, “eventually Jimmy asked if I
wanted to try something a little more challenging. I asked what he had
in mind, but he wouldn’t tell me – all he would say is that he
promised to make it worth my while, and seeing as I was already having a
pretty good time, I figured why not?!”


“After untying my harness, that’s when he told me to take
off my top and jeans, and at that point I was pretty excited so I just did what
he told me to do…”


“My nipples were already hard when the first of the new
ropes brushed against my breasts,” Sara spoke with a sultry smile, “and he
complimented me on them before he said that his bondage was going to make them
look even better!”


“It was then that he asked me how flexible I was … I
told him fairly so, and he said that if it was ok, he was going to push me a
little bit because the bondage would be better the tighter it was…”


“I nodded in agreement and then he turned me around to take
my wrists and cinch them together behind my back.”


“That’s where these came from that you noticed…” she
added, gesturing back to the rope marks that circled her wrists.


“Once my wrists were snug, he then moved up to my elbows and
told me that this was where it was going to get fun because he wanted to
see if I could touch my elbows behind my back! I laughed and told him
that I’d never tried before, to which he simply told me to just relax and
let the bondage do all of the work…”


“Whew!” Sara exclaimed as she stretched her
arms and rolled her neck back.


“I can seriously still feel it in my muscles now, and
that wasn’t even the worst of it!”


“After looping several coils around my elbows, he then began
to pull the slack out of them, which put a hell of a strain on my shoulders as
the ropes brought my elbows closer and closer together. He actually stopped at
one point and asked me how I was doing, but when he hinted that I was almost
there, I told him to go ahead and just finish it until he started tying off
knots behind my back and I felt my arms pretty much welded together behind
me.”


“Of course, as I’m sure any guy is well aware,” she
added with a wink, “when a girl’s elbows are pulled back, her chest is
therefore pushed forward … and so now that my breasts were sticking
out quite prominently, Jimmy said that it was time for him to deliver on what
he promised, and so he started working on a slightly different kind of harness
that looped around my shoulders where the wrist and elbow ropes left off, and
then eventually encircled my boobs, too…”


Loosening the belt around her robe, Sara then spread the top
of the silk until it was open enough to reveal the bright purple bra that she
wore underneath, along with more rope lines – these ones more visible than
the ones around her wrists – circling her chest in a way that left her
husband desperate to see what the finished product had actually looked like in
the flesh.


Sara just smiled.


“My boobs looked … awesome … as he worked the ropes
around them above, below, and through to lift and separate them while he also
reinforced the other bindings that were holding my wrists and elbows.”


“…not that they needed any help at that point…”


“The harness eventually worked its way down my body once
again, webbing itself in this neat design around my waist and hips that felt
really cool, until again he got to my crotch, except for this time he
stopped and asked if I trusted him for what he wanted to do next.”


“Of course, in reality I had no idea what he wanted
to do next, yet for some reason I spread my legs a little and just waited as
he knelt before me with the main rope for the harness in his hands…”


At this point Sara somewhat blushed a bit as she adjusted herself
on the couch, looking up to find that her husband was surprisingly more
entranced than ever as he sat quietly listening at the opposite end of the
couch, completely naked save for his steel cage while her favorite red satin
robe surrounded her in a serene luxury as the excitement for her story grew
between the both of them.


“So he took this knot,” she spoke carefully, “and
when he ran the rope between my legs, he made certain that when the rope was
pulled tight, the knot would be located directly on top of my clit…”


“…and then the rest of the rope slid over my panties to
bisect my lips as he pulled it around my backside up the crack of my ass…”


“…only to finally tie it off directly to the ropes
around my wrists.”


She paused with the mischievous grin on her face as she
allowed the visual to sink in, herself also drifting back to the effect that
said ropes had on her hours prior.


“And he pulled it really tight…” she continued.


“And it felt … wonderful!”


“He let me walk around again to feel how the different ropes
pulled against me, and then he had me stand still so that he could tighten
up any of the ones that had too much slack in them!”


“Let me tell you, none of them had too much slack
in them,” she laughed, “although he could honestly pull the one between my legs
like it was going to cut me in half and I couldn’t care less at that
point!”


“But that wasn’t all…” she smiled as her husband seemed to
sweat bullets in front of her.


“He asked me if I wanted the full treatment, to which
I replied how much more could it be at that point?! Jimmy just laughed
and ducked into his closet once more, coming back out with a pile of straps
that he untangled into a ball-gag harness, complete with a shiny, blue rubber
ball to match the tight ropes that I now had tightly circling my body.”


“He gave me a safeword – kazoo – and then also
told me that I could snap my fingers if he wasn’t understanding the safeword
through the gag.”


“At that point I was starting to really feel that subspace
that you’ve told me about feeling,” she admitted, blushing again, “because
I honestly hardly noticed him working on the straps around my head. Instead,
one minute I could talk and move my lips and the next I had that rubber ball
pulled between my teeth and the straps circling my head made it damn near
impossible for me to spit it back out.”


“When he finished, I remember him laughing as he told me, ‘There
– now you can struggle properly like any good girl in bondage should!’”


“So for the last part of my bondage,” the wife continued
happily, “he asked if I had any idea where all of this was going, and when I
shook my head no – I think I first told him ‘Uh uh…’ through the gag – that’s
when he picked me up unexpectedly and carried me into the bedroom where
he sat me down on the edge of his king-sized bed!”


“While I looked around and saw that it was a pretty romantic
setting – lots of places for candles and these big posts that showed signs of
having many ropes wrapped around them over the years, Jimmy wasted no time
taking more rope to my legs and welding them together in a similar fashion that
he did my arms, tying wraps around my ankles, both above and below my knees,
and even tying my heels onto my feet so that I couldn’t kick them off!”


“Then he came around to the other side of the bed and helped
scoot me into the center before flipping me over onto my belly, and it
seriously wasn’t until that very moment that I finally realized that
what he had meant by all of it was that he was going to hogtie me!!!”


“I felt him loop yet another rope around the loops at my
ankles just before he lifted my legs up and began to pull them through the
ropes that held my wrists tightly together at my waist … as he began to put
more pressure on my legs as he kept pulling and pulling, I could feel
the additional pressure redistributed everywhere – my arms, my breasts,
and especially my crotch rope!”


“I think for what little my wrists pulled against that one
rope, my legs pulled back like that did so a thousand times over to
where suddenly I just felt like my pussy was on fire … but very much so
in a good sort of way!!!”


Sara beamed as the story went on…


“Then, as if that wasn’t enough,” she added with another
grin, “he ran another rope from the top of the ball-gag harness and
connected that to where my wrists and ankles met as well, pulling it
sharply until my entire body was pulled into this strict arc … I seriously
don’t think that I could move a single muscle!”


“And yet OH MY GOD, did it feel just AMAZING…”


David sat wide-eyed, more aroused within his cage than he
had ever been.


“It was like every single movement that my body could
make – from the top of my head down to my toes – was transmitted directly back
to my clit. I had no idea it would be anywhere near that intense … it
was all I could do to just balance there carefully on my belly, though
that didn’t last long and as Jimmy was quick to point out, the struggling is
really where the fun is!”


“So he stepped back and just watched me get used to
my bondage for a bit … at one point I remember him telling me out loud that it
was ok to moan because I was gagged anyways!” she laughed. “It was incredible
how tight everything was – I’ve never felt anything quite like it before,
so I can kind of appreciate it now how you enjoy playing the
submissive…” she added with a grin.


It was then that Sara reached over and picked up her phone
off of the end table nearby.


“I almost forgot – at one point he grabbed my phone and took
the liberty of snapping a few pictures of me in my bound prime … that is, if
you’re interested in seeing them…”


Passing the phone over to her husband, the woman smiled
brightly as she watched his jaw drop one more time at the sight that he saw
there on the four-inch screen – the same woman who now sat before him,
wearing the same matching bra and panties as she was now – with little else
– and her body also entwined perfectly in the tight ropes that she had
described, the images to follow providing some intriguing close-ups into her
strenuous position as well as the persistent smile on her face even then to
confirm just how much she had enjoyed the exercise in the flesh.


When he got to what appeared to be another set of images
that seemed to feature something new between his wife’s legs, that’s
when she swiped the phone back from him and returned to her storytelling with a
grin, this time opening the belt on her robe to show off for the first time all
of the rope marks that he could now clearly see across her entire body…


* * * * * * * * * *


“So after Jimmy let me struggle for a while,” Sara continued
with a naughty grin, “I saw him disappear out of the corner of my eye once more
and when he returned, he was holding something in his hands.”


“That something,” she added with a wink, “was a Hitachi
Magic Wand.”


“He asked me kind of playfully if I knew what it was, but
all I could do was nod my head vigorously despite it transmitting back to my
pussy with every inch!”


“What can I say?! I think the pictures tell it all – by
that point I was really ready for it!!!”


David watched as his wife’s smile grew bigger and bigger as
every moment passed, almost as if she was reliving the scene and enjoying it
all over again right there with him standing by…


“So he took the vibrator and manipulated a couple of the
ropes through my crotch until they made seemingly the perfect holder for
its head, and then without a single word as I felt it already pressing hard
against my clit…”


“…he turned the power on…”


Sara paused and rolled her eyes in disbelief.


“I think I probably would’ve came right there on the
spot, except that the sensations were all just so overwhelming, my
body wasn’t ready for it yet and seemed to want more stimulation than usual to
take me there!”


“Of course, the nice thing about the magic wand is that it’s
got all the power a girl could want!”


“And sometimes even some that she doesn’t want!”


“In hindsight,” she continued blissfully, “it’s a good thing
that he had me gagged because the first screech that I let out I’m sure was
pretty loud! I found myself struggling a million different ways at the same
time and none of them worked, and I think a minute or two later when I
finally accepted that, that’s when I actually broke down and came…”


“…and came, and came, and came!”


“I’ve never had a multiple that intense, but it was
almost like … it didn’t stop!” Sara gushed giddily as all her husband
could do was listen on. “My body just kept spasming, and I would fight harder
against the ropes, and none of it would matter, and the wand would just
keep buzzing, and it just drained the life out of me in the most
absolutely incredible way!!!”


Sara paused again, this time biting her lip as she bashfully
remembered just how vulnerable she had been in that very moment. After staring
off into space for a while, she eventually snapped back and picked up her phone
once again, this time smiling as she handed it over to David and told him, “I
suppose I could just let you see it for yourself…”


Swallowing big once more as he pressed the play button on
the video that was on the screen, the room was instantly filled with his wife’s
muffled moans of ecstasy as he watched her being tormented delightfully with
the vibrator there on the screen. Her body looked absolutely decadent all
encased in ropes as her friend seemed to give him a camera tour of her
bondage, zooming in to see how the ropes both highlighted her breasts and
violated her pussy while stretching her entire body painfully into an
impossible bow with her wrists nearly touching her ankles and her head not far
behind.


The video then sat for a while in a close-up on Sara’s face
to show the full range of emotions that the helpless vixen was enduring
throughout her punishment, only then to finally come back to focus on
her crotch itself where the magic was happening as he watched the
high-speed vibrator assault her sex over and over while she cried out in a
wonderful agony of pleasure.


When the video eventually came to an end - seemingly long
before its star did - Sara plucked the phone back from his grasp and toyed
with it playfully between her fingers as she picked up her narration once more…


“I honestly don’t even know how long the whole thing
lasted!” she chuckled. “Jimmy figured the vibrator ran for something like twenty
minutes, but it felt like an eternity to me at the time…”


“I was pretty much exhausted by the time he turned it
off – I swear that I could feel my pussy still vibrating while he was
slowly undoing all of the ropes to set me free! It took a while for him to
untie every last one of them, and then I pretty much just collapsed on
his bed when he was done. He got me some water and then just sat and talked to
me while I slowly drifted back to earth.”


“Hell, it’s a good thing that I did most of my errands before
stopping off to see him! Both my arms and my legs were like noodles when
I finally tried to sit up and make use of them again!”


“But it was really fun,” she told her husband with a
lesser smile. “I’m sorry that I didn’t talk to you about it first, but it was
just a spontaneous thing that sounded like it might be kind of fun…”


“…and it most definitely turned out to be that!”


With that Sara slid across the couch and onto the lap of her
husband, her robe falling behind her as she climbed on top of him and pressed
her lips lovingly into his. Feeling the steel cage rubbing against her, she
whispered into his ear, “So … does this mean that you enjoyed my
little story???”


Sensing that her husband was now very much in the same
submissive subspace that she had enjoyed just that afternoon, Sara smiled as
she reached down and took his nipples between her fingers as she continued…


“You know,” she taunted blissfully, “Jimmy said that if I
wanted to do it again, all I had to do was ask! What do you think???”


“If you agree
to wear that chastity cage for me, maybe next time you can come and watch for
yourself!” 
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“Remember, Eric complained that you didn’t lace me tight
enough last time…” I tell hubby over my shoulder as he stands behind me,
alternatively pulling the long laces of the white leather bridal corset as it
slowly and sensuously closes in around my naked figure.


David replies with a simple “Ok” as he focuses on his task
at hand while I admire my body alluringly transforming into that of a princess
bride just as we do at this time every year…


“Mmmmmmm – that feels good…” I purr softly as I feel
my pierced nipples hardening against the taut leather, quietly fantasizing to
myself how they will be teased and prodded relentlessly by my lover only a
short while after my husband finishes with his work and leaves me alone to my
delicious fate.


Turning to view his lacing behind me in the full-length
mirror after I feel him tie them off in the middle of my back, I can’t help but
smile demurely as I admire the 36 silver eyelets perfectly inline and cinched
fully closed in a manner that I know will make my lover very much pleased,
indeed.


After floating for a few moments longer in the bright lights
overhead as I enjoy the new curves that the tight-laced corset have added to my
already voluptuous figure while even more delightfully my husband stands off to
the side in tantalizing agony as he often is, I finally smile at him and nod, “This
will do – now collect the rest of my accessories while I attend to my
makeup…” before turning my attention towards the vanity that sits in the
corner of our bedroom to color my face the smoky and alluring colors that such
attire demands while my husband runs around attending to his own instructions
with the utmost of haste…


With the jingle of the rings on my bondage cuffs bringing
music to my ears as I hear David carefully laying them out for me at the foot
of our four-poster bed before also gathering a fresh pair of snow white
stockings and the classic pair of strappy, white stiletto heels that he’s
become so intimately familiar with, I can feel the excitement tingling within
me as the clock ticks closer to the time when my true prince will come to take
me away in fuck for a single night like my married husband can never quite
manage.


A sinister grin back in the mirror before me confirms
that my fluttering eyes and my kissable lips are damn near perfect, and we’re now
almost ready for this special anniversary to begin…


It’s no secret that he feels all the more submissive to me
as I tower over him, watching him make the final preparations to my lingerie as
he keeps his head bowed, unable to dare make eye contact. Gliding each of the
soft, white stockings up my freshly shaven legs always makes his prick hard
within his jeans, knowing quite well of his place in the naughty, bedroom games
that are all too soon yet to come.


Carefully attaching each of the garters that hang from my
leather corset to hold the sexy stockings in place, watching from the sidelines
you could cut the sexual tension like butter as his lips linger mere inches
away from my sex that he’s helping me prepare to be utterly defiled. The white
leather thong that matches my corset comes next, with his eyes locked on my
meticulously groomed pussy that was highlighted at the request of someone else
by a shiny, silver bar through the middle of my clit to make sexual contact of
any kind all the more exciting…


…though it’s hard to deny that the kind of sex that we
enjoy like this is already unbelievably, life-alteringly exciting…


Delicately over the garters, my panties are raised –
daintily covering my sex as if it were a gift to be unwrapped by someone
exceedingly special – to be followed by unexpectedly one of our most intimate
items of all … my pearl white stilettos, with straps that weave around my
feet in the most elegantly erotic of manners…


…the very same stilettos that I wore on our wedding day,
which he knelt down and worshipped on our wedding night when I declared
to him unequivocally that I intended to sleep with other men throughout
the duration of our marriage, until death do us part…


As David reverently braids the sweet, leather straps around
each of my perfectly pedicured feet, his trance undoubtedly grows a bit deeper
as the buckles around each of my ankles foreshadow the heavier leather buckles
soon to be locked around each of my limbs to secure my bondage for the man who takes
his place with regards to satisfying my sexual pleasure. His nimble fingers as
nervous as they always are at this point in our annual festivities, it’s the
sweet surrender that is still yet to come that really gets my own juices
flowing.


Rising to retrieve the last of my sexy accessories is when
he takes in my seductive image that has only grown even more intoxicating over
the years, for before him now stands his decadent bride dressed for sex on her
anniversary night, but instead for a very special kind of sex in which
he leaves me alone and helpless while my pussy finds itself all but ravaged
with the best sex I’ll have for another year in our otherwise perfectly
wonderful marriage.


My leather shoes and corset the very same that I wore on
that day I walked down the aisle, white in innocence as my fiancé had assumed
me to be and very much symbolic of the incredible power that a bride holds over
her partner in perpetuity, even if her desires include spending the one night
dedicated to their love instead spent passionately and adulterously in the arms
of another…


My long, golden hair tied up atop my head around the
sparkling tiara that was also bought special for my wedding day, I feel very
much the part of the queen – wicked, as she may be – as I stand looking
down at my hubby while he timidly crawls on his knees over to the bed to
retrieve the ankle cuffs gifted to me by my first lover on the night that I had
been wed, who had not so coincidentally happened to be my husband’s best man,
Eric.


Truth be told, I selected Eric myself after secretly having
a harmless crush on him since the day that the two of us had been introduced.
He’s rugged and muscular, unlike my David, and he had seemed like the kind of
guy who would enjoy tying a woman up and ravaging her sexually, so when
David officially proposed to me but long before he ever knew of my ulterior
motives, I had pulled his friend aside and inquired if he would be interested
in playing a rather special role in our wedding nuptials at the end of
the traditional evening…


The cuffs were lovely and elegant in white with ornate
flowers to match my wedding colors, but they were also highly functional and
Eric assured me that once they were buckled around my wrists and ankles for any
man in the future, their removal until I had been thoroughly fucked would
be all but impossible.


Only two sets of keys exist for them – one with Eric, for
safekeeping, and another to be passed along to whomever is selected as my lover
for a particular year.


As David begins to wrap the thick and cool leather around my
ankle just above my high heel, I close my eyes and already feel myself slipping
away into the fantasies that have fueled my lust for the previous twelve
months. Jingling chains, struggling moans, transcending slowly into cries of
passion as my wedding panties are pushed to the side to make way for the cock
that I’ve been longing for all year…


After feeling the buckle snugly wrapping around my first
ankle, I allow myself to drift a bit further as he continues once more with the
second, lingering near my feet for a few moments as he always does to take in
the sheer gravity of our entire arrangement.


It’s not that he didn’t have any say in it when I dropped
the bomb on him that fateful night, but simply that I knew deep inside there
was a part of him who just wouldn’t be able to say no. It was something that
took many years for me to unearth from him while we dated, but there are some
guys in this world who occasionally need their wives to be fucked by
other men … an inferiority complex of sorts that can only be quenched in the
most raw and uncensored manner of speaking.


In a way, my anniversary fucking is a gift for him…


…though it’s certainly something that I have every
intention of enjoying myself, too!


Once my ankles both wear the heavy leather cuffs of bondage,
it’s only fitting that my wrists are granted a similar fate, and thus my hubby
finds himself crawling over to our marital bed once more to retrieve the
matching wrist cuffs that Eric had paired oh so perfectly with his glorious
ankle cuffs. It’s hard to feel much the prisoner when you’re looking down at
the person whose preparing you for bondage and it’s all I can do but to
continue smiling snidely as David takes my outstretched hand – my glittering
wedding band catching the light just perfectly – and then carefully wraps
the same leather bands around first my left wrist, then my right so that all
four of my limbs jingle softly with my every last move.


Glancing back towards the bed, knowing that in only moments
I’ll be sprawled out and stretched invitingly across it for my latest in a long
line of lovers sends a chill down my spine and I find myself giddy with
anticipation for the last steps yet to come.


My next piece of bondage gear to come is one that most other
girls would find awkward and humiliating, but instead I’ve actually taken a
rather liking to it as I’ve found that it really helps me get into the mood
of feeling slutty for all that I’m about to experience. Purchased
customized just for me about four years ago by another lover, my leather gag
harness is really probably more humiliating for hubby than for me as
he’s required to buckle the loops and straps around his wife’s head to present
her in an incredibly provocative and submissive way…


…and I know that it really made Richard hard first
getting to see me all decked out in it for him, too!


Dancing playfully in my place as I watch him lower the white
straps to match around my head, carefully bringing them down to cradle my face
before cinching them tight, David doesn’t say a word as he prepares to take
away my last with the mammoth black on white dildo gag fit to slip between my
awaiting lips. I can tell that he just aches as I eagerly welcome my widened
lips to the toy before snapping it into place around the outside of the
harness…


And there I finally am – his bound, slutty wife, just as
I stood before him on our wedding night nine years ago, ready to give myself
over to lust in his humiliation once more time again.


I know that he can see me grinning broadly from behind my
new gag as he guides me over to our bed and helps me into position with my arms
spread high above my head and my legs making me fully available. The luxurious,
red satin sheets that are bought brand new and used only once for this event
each year feel magnificent against the lovely goose bumps that have gathered on
my skin.


As he reaches down to the foot of the bed, I can hear the
jeweled chains jingle as they’re drawn up from each corner and looped through
the D-rings on my cuffs before finally being snapped into place. I lay
motionless in my white lingerie as the tension gently pulls on first my legs,
and then a few moments later my arms as well, until he disappears out of my
line of sight for the finishing touch that completes my helpless predicament
for the evening.


I see my hubby return with the small, velvet bag that
contains the tiny padlocks that will soon adorn every last one of my bonds –
the keys to which neither of us have possession.


I watch as he pours them out into his cupped hands and stares
at the pile of small silver padlocks before returning to work and looping the
first around the hasp that holds my left ankle cuff in place, clicking the
padlock shut without giving it a second thought.


Methodically proceeding to do the same with my remaining
cuffs to ensure that they can’t be removed without the intervention of another,
he then turns his attention to the shiny chains that he’s used to bind his
bride for another man…


Taking the first looped chain between his fingers, I feel
him cinch the links a notch further before securing it as well with another of
the tiny locks.


I enjoy the tightness in my leg and I hope that he does
the same with the rest of my body.


Next comes the other ankle chain which he tightens until my
legs are pulled provocatively open, followed by my wrists high above my head
until I’m thoroughly helpless in leather and steel, with all that’s left but to
await my fate.


Lastly David leans in and slips the final three padlocks
around key straps on my gag harness for effect, not that I could even reach
them to free myself at this point anyways. 


Still, the dildo gag now being locked between my lips has a
rather slutty effect on me and it gives me a chance to practice for later that
night when my captor will remove it for his own devices…


At last my anniversary bondage is complete and as my husband
knows all too well, the time has come for him to bid me ado before my real
lover arrives to take his place. I close my eyes and dreamily begin to savor my
position as he pays his final respects – first by kissing the bottoms of each
of my white high heels just as he did that fateful wedding night, and then
leaning over my body to bring his lips gently to the leather thong that adorns
my crotch, and finally the fat dildo gag that deliciously fills his wife’s
eager lips.


By the time that he walks out of our married bedroom to
leave me behind and vulnerable, his senses are already overwhelmed by the juicy
aroma building in my pussy colluding with the sweet perfume that I’ve worn only
one day a year since that day we were wed.


Beautiful is but one word that he could use to describe me
in this very moment, though slut is probably the more apt term.


As I listen to hear him walking away from our bedroom until
finally the front door as well closes, I wonder what it must be like for him to
bind up his bride so seductively only to leave her open and exposed for the
carnal pleasures of another man.


The fantasies of our anniversaries past brew devilishly in
my head for the next hour while I occasionally test my bonds in vain until
finally I can hear a key in the lock from all the way across the house and this
time I know that it isn’t my David standing on the other side of that
door…


* * * * * * * * * *


It’s no secret among married women that the ultimate
conquest of the alpha male is found in taking another man’s bride – it’s for
this reason that cuckolding is such a powerful aphrodisiac for so many lesser
men.


To put oneself openly out there to indulge in the desires
of another above your own spouse alone is a truly wicked proposal for most
women, but to further insist that her partner himself be the one to prepare her
for such betrayal is nothing short of divinely domineering.


The other 364 days of the year, my heart and soul may
belong to my husband, but for one lust-filled night on the day reserved to
honor our love, my bridal innocence is taken over and over by men who put him
to shame.


The rules during our annual arrangement are simple – I’m
to be bound before they arrive and after they leave, and in between they’re
free to do whatever they like with me. As the wife of a submissive man lays
bound for their enjoyment, no sexual act is too depraving, no position or
orifice is off limits. All is fair in love and cuckolding.


A part of me wishes that my hubby could be present to
watch these strange men defiling his woman for himself, yet another prefers
this special time that a bride spends with her bulls in intimate helplessness
with only the memory for me to later entice him through another year of our
marriage together…


* * * * * * * * * *


My body is desperate to be touched when I finally hear the
bedroom doorknob turning and crane my neck as best I can in my predicament to
see the outline of a tall, black man standing in the shadow of the doorway while
he takes his first glimpse at what I have laid out for him, no doubt in great
curiosity.


For the first time in nine years, I don’t even know this
one’s name as he slowly walks towards me and immediately begins unbuttoning his
shirt to reveal an impressive body that I nervously anticipate feeling pressed
hard up against mine. My eyes fixed on his as he studies my bound body while he
tosses his shirt over a nearby chair and then reaches to unbuckle his belt in
the same manner, I can’t help but wonder as I suck on the gag between my lips
just how Eric suggested this all to presumably his friend who was only moments
away from taking complete advantage of my predicament…


“My buddy’s wife cheats on him every year for their
anniversary – want to have a go at her?”


“She’s a real slut. He’ll even tie her up for you before
he leaves you alone for the night – she’ll be completely helpless, and she
loves it!”


“No, you don’t have to talk to her if you don’t want to …
her pussy’s just as sweet whether she’s gagged or not…”


My nipples are rock hard underneath their strict, leather
prison inside of the corset as the stranger wastes no time pulling his boxers
down to show off one of the largest, fattest cocks I’ve ever seen. I fancy the
thing must be triple the size of my husband’s cock, and I can’t even imagine
how much thicker as the man steps closer to the bed and smirks as he considers
my predicament.


I put up a pointless struggle, as if to show the man just
how utterly helpless my bondage has left me, though he seems to do his own
evaluation as he reaches out and runs his hand down the inside of my thigh,
eventually coming to the white, leather cuff that David had locked around my
ankle – a quick tug on the chain seems to reassure him that I won’t be going anywhere…


He climbs up onto the bed without saying a word and the next
thing I know, I’m feeling his weight on top of me as he looks into my eyes with
a sinister glare telling me that there’s not a shred of doubt who’s in control
in this room. My heart nearly beats out of my chest as he runs a hand up the
side of my body, his touch transmitting through the leather corset as if to
tell me that my master has finally come home.


Without warning, his hand reaches my pussy overtop my
leather thong and I immediately close my eyes, tipping my head back as I moan
for his delightful touch. His hands are rough, but exactly what I need tonight
as I fall headfirst into my role as the submissive slut bride whose only need
is to get absolutely and utterly fucked, and at that point I have little doubt
that his massive cock is going to take me places that I won’t even be able to
describe to my cucky hubby the next day when my lover is gone and he’s left to
clean up the stranger’s remains…


Groping my crotch hard, he immediately sticks two of his
thick fingers inside of me and confirms that I couldn’t be more ready for his
cock. I groan into my gag as he flexes them several times before pulling them
back out and licking them, before reaching down to untie the strings that are
holding my dainty, leather panties in place over my desperate sex.


Flinging them to the side, my lover swings his legs between
mine and begins rubbing his immaculate cock head against my wet pussy lips,
leading me to bow my legs as best as I can in the heavy chains as I moan into
the gag, begging him to take me on the night of my anniversary.


One push.


Two pushes.


Three pushes … and suddenly he’s inside of me, and my
pussy feels like it’s on fire as it stretches around the massive cock, and
then he starts to fuck me.


My eyes drift into my assailant’s lust once again as he
comes into view overtop me while he slowly and deliberately begins to thrust
his cock into me, as if to make sure that my white, married pussy feels every
vein that his huge, black cock has to offer as I groan in pleasure with every
inch. I can feel myself getting wetter by the second as my pussy strains to
lubricate its invader as he reminds me in just a few thrusts what I’ve been
missing from my sex life since my last anniversary fuck a long and arduous year
prior.


His powerful hands grasping at my leather-clad torso as he
sensuously feels me with what feels like it’s got to be at least nine inches of
pure meat, it’s all that I can do simply to hold onto the chains that pin my
wrist cuffs to the corners of the bed as his thrusting gradually begins to gain
momentum, my moans from around the dildo gag forced between my lips filling the
room with my ecstasy as my body shakes with every long thrust…


As the stranger stares back into my eyes while his body
unnecessarily pins mine even more restrictively in place, I feel a chill down
my spine that ultimately fills my entire body as I can tell that he fully
appreciates the gravity of the situation as he authoritatively fucks this
married bride in her pathetic husband’s absence. My body feels weak beneath his
impending lust as I give in to his cock and begin to truly savor the
unadulterated fucking that my body is going through whether I want it to at
this point or not.


Throbbing as he glides in and out of my wet canal
effortlessly as I begin to shake uncontrollably with pleasure as my senses find
themselves overloaded by the breadth of everything around me, it’s then when
see him smirk as he catches the look on my face and then grabs both of my tits
simultaneously as his hips start to buck against mine even harder.


Longing to feel his tongue between my lips as he pulls
savagely at my chest while his cock slams into me, I find myself sucking
religiously on the thick gag in my mouth – almost as if in hopes of impressing him
so that maybe eventually he’ll remove the gag and allow me to work on his
magnificent cock directly with my lips…


…but for now I’m merely a hole for him to fuck as my bondage
holds me steadfast in place, a captive both to the man who holds the keys to my
restraint as well as to his cock and even my own body as it finally betrays me
and starts to spasm uncontrollably when the thick cock between my legs
ultimately shoves me over the edge towards orgasm.


Embracing my role of the slutty wife with passion as I cum
over the black cock that continues to ravage my pussy with no signs of slowing
down despite my seemingly desperate, gagged cries, the entire bed starts to
shake in a way that it never does with David as my cunt is claimed by the man
straddling my body in all of his glory. My body is his toy, and in the heat of
the moment I’m completely fine with that as his cock stretches to accommodate
his massive girth while my clit ring sings from the pressure underneath it all.


I feel like I’m nearly going to blackout until through my
own hazy eyes I see a different look in his own and a moment later I feel my
insides getting pumped full of cum as he shoots his load into my married cunt
like it was his own, the sensation of being filled with his spunk sending me one
last time over the edge as I scream into my gag until finally we’re both silent
and ultimately motionless…


Breathing as best I can in the ultra-tight corset as the
stranger hovers over me before gently pulling his length out of my delightfully
abused pussy, I shiver as I wonder what he has in store for me next before
watching him stand up and walk over to his pants, a familiar jingle in his
hands as he returns to my bedside and extends the keys in his hands to the
first of the several locks holding my gag harness fully in place.


After unlocking the first padlock but before continuing, he
pauses and looks me in the eye to say, “Not a word…” Then removing the
remaining padlocks and carefully sliding the impending dildo gag out of my
mouth, my jaw only enjoys a precious few seconds of relief before he’s once
again straddling me – this time from the opposite direction – and giving
me that unique opportunity that I had desperately craved earlier to properly
worship his amazing cock as he shoves it down my throat before leaning forward
and taking my clit piercing between his lips, tossing us into a dangerous back
and forth as we each devoted our entire being to assaulting the genitals before
us, with him added not only by his own weight of being on top as well as the
restraints around my wrists and ankles that still held me firmly against the
crimson sheets below.


Feeling as if I could choke on his cock at any moment as he
proceeds to fuck my face while also delightfully teasing my clit and bringing
my body to pleasure several more times, it isn’t until I’m nearly spent that he
releases me from my back and exercises his authority to claim me in any other
way that he pleases, from bending me over and taking my ass from behind to
putting me on my knees with my wrists now locked behind my back in a submissive
position that I know would make my David instantly hard if he ever had the
chance to witness it there in the room firsthand.


Our lovemaking goes on for hours and hours as he treats me
like the true slut that we both know that I am, with his cum satiating all
three of my holes as he takes full advantage of the opportunity to fuck a horny
wife like she all too desperately has been waiting for the rest of the year
until I’m barely able to stand in my high heels as he kisses me viciously and
claws at my body unapologetically. When I find myself being fitted with the gag
once more, that’s when I know that our time together is quickly coming to a
close until finally he throws me down hard onto the bed on my knees and comes
behind me one last time to fuck my ass in a way that is both excruciating and
unbelievable at the same time with his tremendous cock…


Whimpering softly from my sore insides as I feel him
reconnecting the chains to my wrists and ankles to spread me out just as he had
found me before – save for being on my belly this time - I can already feel his
thick cum slowly dripping out of my ass as I lay face down on the bed, ruined
for another year as he says not a word while putting back on his pants and
shirt.


Weakly glancing back in his general direction, I hear him
chuckling to himself about just how much of a slut I really am as he takes one
last look at the state he’s leaving me in – helplessly bound and hopelessly
fucked – before finally tossing the key ring that he’d been given by Eric
to land in the center of my ass and back and then walking out the bedroom door,
closing it behind him without ever even telling me his name.


My ears listen gently as he trails back through the
otherwise empty house, eventually closing the front door as well and then
driving off into the night, leaving the slutty wife whom he’s just fucked tied
and full of cum for her husband to find whenever he returns himself…


Settling my head back down into the soft mattress in
front of me, I think I can still taste a hint of his cum on the dildo that’s
been returned to my lips, and I begin to fantasize about slowly working his
cock again inside of my luscious lips as I drift off to sleep, exhaustingly knowing
that David won’t be back again to reclaim what’s left of his slut wife and
clean the cum out of her until the next morning.


I love celebrating our anniversary.
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