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Often coveted even more than climax itself,

Subspace is known to submissives as a special state of euphoria

Where their kink takes precedence over everything else around them.

As the world fades away and reality becomes past tense,

The sub is free to indulge themselves

In the restraints and fetishes and submission to another

That grants their fantasies so much power in their mind.

For many submissives, subspace is the promised land,

A world where their perverted desires can stand on full display.

If this sub had his way, he would never leave

All of the restraints and implements and sexual devices

Behind ever again…

* * * * * * * * * *

Jerry shuddered as he stood in the audience of his blonde goddess, his heart racing as he felt her eyes dressing him down though his clothing was already in a pile in the corner of the room.

The girl wore a long, flowing green dress with a pair of black knee high boots bearing chunky heels underneath, and she grinned as she held the numerous straps of the leather bondage gear in her hands that she was about to place him in – starting with the imposing, black and red leather muzzle around his head.

His eyes met with hers for only a second as he was bowing his head, instantly taken aback by Christina’s piercing eyes as she approached without a word, holding the harness in front of him and gently weaving its straps around his head as she caught his chin in the leather-lined muzzle.

He could tell by the look on her face that she enjoyed this transformation just as much as he did as she then stepped behind him and methodically began to cinch each of the many leather straps around his head, securing the complex gag into place until finally all that was left for her to buckle was the attached collar which she fastened around his neck with great authority as he raised his head up and felt the girl snugly tightening the thick leather around his throat.

Before moving on, she then produced a handful of small, silver padlocks which she meticulously looped through the buckles on each of the straps, snapping them closed one by one until it was clear that only she would be the one removing his bondage as the firm leather hugged his face and cradled his jaw shut to limit his ability to speak.

Christina winked at her submissive as she playfully hooked her finger through the D-ring at the front of his collar and gave it a small tug before returning to her pile of restraints and making her next selection in the form of a pair of padded leather fist mitts which she held out for Jerry to willingly slide his hands into one at a time.

As the smooth, firm leather forced his fingers down into fists as his hands reached into the gloves, Jerry eyed his goddess lovingly, feeling himself sinking blissfully beneath the beautiful blonde as she gingerly slid each of the two leather mitts up to the man’s wrists, then buckled them in place with the attached, 2” wrist cuffs that were also then securely locked with more of the same shiny, silver padlocks as before.

Then guiding the man’s bound fists behind him with a sustained grin on her shiny, pink lips, Christina produced a much larger padlock and proceeded to lock the two bondage mitts together behind her submissive’s back, which she could tell almost instantly had a lasting impact on both his mobility as well as his demeanor standing before her.

“I’ve actually got a surprise for you!” the girl chimed brightly as she next produced a gift box from nearby and held it out in front of Jerry with a smile before lifting up the lid to reveal the decadent smell of rich leather that toyed with his senses despite the heavy bondage that was already in progress…

Inside the box was a pair of black leather shorts with some unique modifications in the form of locking straps around the thighs in addition to what appeared to be a zipped pouch in the center where the crotch was located. Lifting the shorts up to give her sub a closer look, Christina then took the pleasure of unzipping the two zippers down the center to reveal a hole in the main shorts through which the wearer’s cock and balls would presumably be inserted along with a special insert covered in sharp spikes that appeared to line the inside of the pouch.

The two exchanged telling looks – she of the one making the rules and he of the one following them – and so without a murmur of protest, Jerry waited for her to loosen the various straps and hold the kinky shorts out in front of him, then carefully balanced with his hands bound behind him as he stepped one foot into the snug, leather garment followed by the other, unable to lower his head to look down thanks to the collar around his throat as the girl delicately helped to situate him inside his new leather shorts.

Closing his eyes in bliss as he felt her slender hands gently tugging on his semi-erect penis to guide it along with his balls through the designated opening in the crotch of the shorts, he suddenly sparked back to life when the tip of his cock brushed against the first of the many chastity spikes that lined the interior of the special pouch inside which it was intended to be locked.

Christina couldn’t help but giggle as she looked up in response to his audible wincing, then beamed a satisfied grin as she turned her attention back to pulling his member into place, lastly settling his tender balls down on the base of the spiked strip before running the zippers along either side of his shaft and driving the spikes home as the snug leather cupped them against his cock until reaching the top where each of the two zipper pulls slid into place on the belt around his waist before it too was buckled closed, looping more of the silver padlocks around their corresponding posts until the leather shorts were locked extremely securely around her poor submissive’s waist…

“Those are cute!” the girl laughed as she reached around and groped the submissive’s leather-clad ass as he winced at the spikes that were settling into his sex beneath the tight bondage shorts. As his growing leather attire made him feel all the more humbled and even a bit humiliated standing before the sexually dominant woman, he was shocked to see her eventually turn back to her pile of leather gear once again to produce even more restraints for him to bear – this time in the form of a pair of thick, leather ankle cuffs in black and red to match the muzzle that had already silenced him earlier.

Crouching down to secure one of the heavy cuffs around each ankle with a short length of chain connecting the two and of course, more padlocks to ensure that they remained firmly in place, Christina could tell that her plaything was reaching his point of maximum submission as she noted the goosebumps up and down his legs along with the anxious reaction that her simple touch brought about from him.

It was almost as wonderful a transformation for her to witness and bring forth as it was for Jerry to undergo himself, which the blonde acknowledged with a playful wink as she stood up and gave the leather muzzle around his chin a fun squeeze before turning for the last piece of bondage that she had planned for him – a simple chest harness that buckled around his shoulders and thus provided for a unique anchor point where the girl would connect a leather lead to guide him into position at her feet for the rest of her plans that Christina harbored for that fine afternoon.

Before leading the bound man to her throne, however, she first opted for a bit of leather for herself in the form of a sexy black and red leather waist cincher that matched the various bondage gear worn by her sub and added a bit of kink to her otherwise innocent green dress as she first fastened the corset overtop around her waist and then wiggled tauntingly in front of Jerry’s eyes as she expertly drew in the laces by herself until the device had done an impressive job of even further accentuating her curves and nearly taking what was left of the man’s breath away as he stood silent and motionless, waiting for whatever it was that she planned to subject him to next…

Unceremoniously plucking the lead dangling from his harness with her fingers, the fierce woman dragged him over to an ornamental throne covered in deep red velvet and decorated with gold in the corner of the room, taking her place on the chair and pointing emphatically down at the floor in front of her feet as she ordered Jerry humbly onto his knees without saying a single word.

Trembling blissfully as the leather bonds locked around his body creaked with every movement, the man carefully dropped down onto his knees before the decadent blonde goddess, watching her casually crossing her legs and dangling one of her booted feet in front of him as he groaned quietly into his gag with the setting of the sharp spikes around his groin relative to his new position.

Meekly focusing on the toe of the girl’s black leather boots as she eyed him up and down, amused as she always was at the degree to which he was willing to submit himself to her through the leather bondage that now held his body in an unnaturally submissive manner, Jerry struggled to maintain his composure as Christina inched him forward with the leather lead and began gently tapping the toe of her high heeled boot against the crotch of his chastity shorts, spikes and all.

This went on for several minutes as the girl tested his endurance with random strikes that landed a bit harder than the rest, with each eliciting a distinct grunt into the tight muzzle that he wore, though his reaction only seemed to encourage her to toy with his agony all the more as the devastating girl wallowed in her place above him as Jerry sweated bullets and fought his growing arousal against the cruel spikes just the same.

She didn’t need to speak as she reached for her glass and enjoyed a sip of the red wine that he had prepared for her before their kinky game of dominance and submission together had begun.

It was both equal parts excruciating and heavenly for him to kneel there before such a woman of grace and beauty, taking a genuine delight at his profound discomfort as he obediently took in whatever playful torture she wished to grant him after indulging in his fetish of leather and restraint by rendering him perfectly helpless by the locks and straps and cuffs that he dreamt about for decades…

Offering up a demure smirk as she then raised her booted foot to his chest and pulled him into it with the lead attached to his harness, Jerry melted as his eyes met with her own just as the rough heel of her boot scratched against once of the man’s tender nipples, beckoning forth a soft moan that only prompted the blonde to jerk on the lead even harder before shifting her position in the chair to resume the assault on his chastised cock and balls with her other foot.

This game of cat and mouse continued on as Christina took advantage of each of her love’s weaknesses, gently exploiting them with a pristine precision as he quivered blissfully in front of her and his mind became overwhelmed over and over again with layers upon layers of his kinks and fantasies and desires assaulting his senses seemingly in perfect harmony without ever a drop of cum being set free.

With the genuine enjoyment of the torment that he craved alive and vibrant on the girl’s face as she twisted and taunted the bound submissive until his whimpering hinted that he could take no more, the dominant prided in guiding him deep into the depths of his naughty desires for an hour of sublime helplessness and frailty at her hands where he could wallow fully in his subspace until she deemed it was time for them together to return back to the surface.

Eventually the marks about his body from the tight straps and the torturous chastity spikes would fade as once more the couple returned to the regular life that they normally knew, however that wouldn’t stop Jerry from chasing that incomparable high that he only found from BDSM, whether he was playing with a wicked-minded goddess like Christina or even pushing the limit of those restraints going solo…

* * * * * * * * * *

Spread out on his back in the center of the four-poster bed that he shared with his wife, Jerry couldn’t fathom how long he’d been bound spread-eagled by his own creative hands, much less when he could expect Christina back from her shopping trip to set him free.

His body pulled tighter than he ever would’ve expected by the retractable pulleys that he had situated at each corner of the bed, the tension was unforgiving as each of the padded leather cuffs buckled around the man’s wrists and ankles was held fast by the braided rope that connected them to their respective pulleys, with all of them in unison eager to take up any inch of slack that they found until it had become all too clear that Jerry had gotten himself in over his head with this particular self-bondage adventure.

Of course, the cuffs were only a small part of his bondage as Jerry had first laced onto his head a thick and imposing bondage hood featuring a built-in gag plug and even headphones to surround himself with the special soundtrack that he had made for his alone time while bound.

The hood’s reinforced blindfold over his eyes served to ensure that not a glimpse of light would permeate the padded leather, and when it was fully laced down snug with each of the corresponding straps ratcheted fiercely around his head, it alone served as a powerful bondage device for minimizing his senses and focusing his attention on the vulnerability that he oddly craved.

Though Jerry’s thrashing had been reduced to a minimum by the unique restraints that held him taut in the center of the bed, the motivation for his escape remained present and intense thanks to the electrodes that he had chosen to wear underneath his leather shorts – both a long and invasive cage around the head of his cock that extended deep down into the man’s urethra, and also a hefty, aluminum butt plug of several inches long and enough girth to keep him stretched as together the two toys hummed and pulsated in unison from the wires that led to the control box left just out of reach between his bound ankles at the foot of the bed.

A pair of clover clamps attached to his nipples completed the unyielding attire, with the entirety of his predicament springing to life seemingly at random intervals as the man found his headphones filled with BDSM sound effects such as cracking whips and stilettos clicking against a marble floor one minute and the commanding voice of a dominant woman taunting him while the electrodes sprung to life beneath his shorts the very next…

“You deserve to be bound and gagged.”

“Your place is tied in leather.”

“You wish you were worthy to suck on my heel.”

“Your role is to be used…”

Thrusting against his ass and sending tingles of pleasure and pain through the length of his cock both inside and out, the electrodes locked underneath Jerry’s leather chastity shorts began their program of a slow build that gradually became a test of his bondage as the man groaned audibly into the leather gag stuffed inside of his mouth beneath the leather hood, unable to move a muscle as the restraints about him had long since removed the slack from his arms and legs, leaving his only option to simply accept his submission and allow it to take over everything that he had to offer.

“When I’m done with you, you’ll have no doubt that you’re helpless beneath me.”

“The submissive is utterly powerless to resist his queen.”

“Any torment that I choose for your body should be considered a gift.”

The cycle soon became a hypnotic web as Jerry quickly lost track of time as his mind took all of the inputs that it had left and wove them into a hardened tribute to his favorite fantasies, picturing the nameless dominant women who circled his bound figure, taunting and thrashing at his helpless flesh as he lay open and exposed for them all to exploit.

His muscles seared with every breath as the overly-ambitious bondage kept his body taut, evidenced by the creaking leather that promised not to give way to his desire for immobility.

Each breath itself was a labor of love as the air he was to breathe needed to be forced through only two tiny gromets underneath his nostrils while his mouth was packed tight with a leather plug.

His nipples burned from what felt like hours of being clamped…

…and the electrodes up his ass and down his dick worked him over systematically, regardless of any reaction that Jerry was able to muster.

Balancing on the edge of agony, just in time for another faceless voice to eloquently whisper into his ear one of the many thoughts that drove this immersive fantasy into fruition…

“Submission is your purpose. Just let go and accept it. There is no use trying to resist.”

* * *

Jerry found himself staring at shiny, patent leather heels in every direction as his eyes darted around the room, however his body remained frozen in place and unable to reach them in any way.

As the women began a sultry walk in a careful circle around his head, the echo of their stilettos against the cold, marble floor that he lay on ringed in his ears louder with every step.

Black patent, cherry red, deep purple, babydoll pink – each so perfectly shiny that he could see his own bound reflection in one shoe after another as they passed.

The heels seemed to both beg to be worshipped and also demand his obedience at the same time, likewise elegant and seductive as they cradled the stocking-clad feet of the faceless dommes who wore them.

He wanted to lick them.

He wanted to smell them.

He even craved to feel the sharp pain of their spiked heels poking into his tender flesh, whether it was his nipples or his testicles – it didn’t matter.

Just being surrounded by their presence made him weak in the knees, despite being sprawled out on his back as they methodically paced around his figure over and over again.

Arousal clouded his mind and left only their shiny allure for him to focus on as gradually more high heeled goddesses joined the parade that now included patent ankle boots and strappy sandals and pumps of every style and color, all weaving their steps around his head and over his body as his eyes scrambled wildly to take in the erotic spectacle.

Any effort to graze them with his lips only found them sealed together more tightly as the shoes teased him and denied him while he lay helpless to do anything but watch the parade of sexy high heels stride assuredly through the forefront of his mind…

* * *

Its hold was both soft and unyielding, its scent equal parts vivid and intoxicating.

Jerry was both helpless to its bondage and absolutely in love with the way that the leather felt against his skin as it held him tight around his wrists and ankles, his waist and his neck, and even his face with padded leather laced thoroughly around his head, pressed firmly against his eyes and ears and especially filling up his mouth.

Occasionally he would attempt to struggle, though he already knew that it was all in vain at the hands of such expertly crafted, high class restraints.

And there could never be too much of it.

No matter how tight its grasp, he always craved for it to be just a little tighter.

The skin tight, black leather cradling his body in a restrictive embrace from the tips of his toes all the way to the crown of his head left him helplessly euphoric, yet a buckling strap … or a handful of padlocks … or even another layer to reinforce what was already undeniable…

Jerry’s submission was almost as much to the leather itself as it was to the person tasked with binding him tightly inside of it.

The buckling of it against his skin, or feeling it slowly being cinched around his head, or holding a series of painful, metal spikes up close against his genitals – he had little choice but to obey because it was all that his senses really wanted.

It represented safety just as much as it represented carnal lust.

Its strength and its fortitude guided him to take on unprecedented tortures that surely he would flail against if left unhindered, hugging him through all of the pain and all of the suffering like an old friend … one that smelled absolutely divine.

* * *

Jumping in his restraints as another jolt of electricity shot through his cock and left his balls tingling as he screamed with all of his might into his gag, Jerry’s adrenaline surged as the voices in his head assured him that the physical torment he was going through was all but inevitable.

The pain ranged from annoying to excruciating, and yet the man’s heart raced as it anxiously anticipated its next challenge while his body took every last ounce of the exquisite tortures and manifested them into something more alluring than he ever would’ve expected.

A cackling, redheaded domme overhead savored the aching look on his face as she planted the pointed toe of her black leather thigh high boot into the tender flesh of his poor, swollen ballsack.

“Never forget – you deserve this, slave!” the woman laughed as she reached over and turned up the intensity of the electrodes, leaving Jerry writhing on his knees in his inescapable bondage, his gaze lost between the domme’s piercing, green eyes and the undeniable flair of her boots and the absent void beyond her that he gave himself up to in an attempt to endure the harsh treatment that he had well knowingly signed up for when he’d paid for her services.

Feeling the falls of a deerskin flogger on his bare back as he groaned in agony from the probes belittling his feeble cock, the man sighed deeply in between strikes as the sensations balanced oddly soothing and sharp and crude, pushing him to focus on his breathing as the two independent tortures became simply a part of his world that he was searching for peace within…

Another smack along his shoulders, then a kick to the balls, followed by a soft slap on his back, then a long and more intense pulsating down the center of his shaft.

No matter how much he cried out or what shade of bright red his skin adopted, the pain was his to accept, whether he chose to let it consume him or simply drive himself to see what he was really capable of taking.

The addition of tingling at his nipples barely phased him as the sinister dominant added a pair of cruel, metal clamps to his nips and then hung from them a series of small weights, only then to twist the intensity of his cock probe from a constant throb to a frightening pulse that he imagined like sharp fingernails all along the underside of his battered sex.

By the time her cane landed on his bare ass in a severe twist of fate, Jerry was flying high despite still being chained to the ground, moaning out in blissful agony through the shiny, red rubber ball stuffed between his lips as the weights swung from his nipples and pins and needles assaulted his poor cock all the while his mistress striped his ass with her long and thin bamboo cane that would leave marks for him to remember this sentence endured on his knees for days to come.

* * *

Jerry’s fantastical subspace persisted on, augmented by the electro-stim box attached to his genitals and the clamps still dangling from his poor, abused nipples, even after Christina had turned the box down to a dull roar and began unlacing the bondage hood that he had tightly worn nearly the entire time since the girl had left the house earlier that day.

Quickly sliding a satin sleeping mask over his eyes to reduce the brightness after having been subdued for so long, she then gently went to work loosening the pulleys attached to each corner of their bed and relaxing the tension on his arms and legs that had done a more effective job at keeping Jerry tethered in place than she ever would’ve expected.

Before releasing him completely from his bonds, however, the blonde left her man spread-eagled to a much lesser extent as she climbed up on top of him and rested her knees on either side of his head, her dress flowing around him as she shifted her panties to the side and dropped her pussy onto the tortured submissive’s newly ungagged tongue.

As she tweaked the control knobs for the electrodes and reached back to grab the chain of his nipple clamps with her free hand, all Jerry heard was the familiar cackling of a relentless dominant as Christina then ground her hips forcefully down onto his face and increased the intensity of his torments until he complied with the woman’s unspoken demand and began to lap at her pussy with the few remaining drops of energy that he could find.

* * * * * * * * * *

“Mr. Hendricks, please have a seat and we’ll get started with your procedure…”

The blonde giggled as she gestured towards the imposing, black leather exam chair in the center of the room, her own figure shining from the sexy, white latex mini-dress uniform that she wore atop a pair of matching white patent spiked heels.

Jerry, on the other hand, was completely nude as he nodded and took his place in the chair, immediately reminded of its exposing nature as Christina helped to lift his feet into the stirrups that spread his legs wide, putting his cock and balls on full display while also granting the nurse easy access to his ass, should she require it that afternoon.

He sat quietly as the girl immediately began weaving the numerous leather straps around his body, methodically cinching them one at a time to slowly secure the man thoroughly in place.

First came straps around his wrists and forearms, followed by straps around his biceps and a larger strap across his chest just above his nipples and underneath his armpits.

More leather buckled around his ankles, knees, and thighs, followed by his waist until there was no contesting whatever was about to unfold within the walls of the couple’s private exam room…

…but that was only the beginning of the submission to which Jerry would find himself undertaking as the girl then produced a very special head harness that he, in fact, had designed himself which featured not only snaps for an interchangeable gag that his dominant had yet to select, but more significantly a pair of goggles that were wired up to several cameras throughout the room to provide a bizarre and intimate perspective of the person bound in the chair for them to look in on their own torment while they were also experiencing it.

Tightening each of the thin straps around the man’s skull until the headset was fully secured, Christina disappeared to press a couple of buttons on the nearby terminal and suddenly he was staring up at his bound self from a view between his legs that put his rapidly growing erection in the forefront as the rest of his body lay motionless and strapped into place, awaiting the next element that was to be added to Jerry’s blossoming predicament.

With his world slowly closing in around him, it was all that Jerry could do to watch as the sexy nurse clad in white latex then produced a pneumatic penis pump and emptied a healthy amount of lube into its chamber before sliding it onto her captive patient’s cock and securing it down to the straps on either of Jerry’s thighs. Gasping as she flipped another switch and the device sprang to life with a slow and methodical stroke of his dick, it was an intense mindfuck to look in that direction and instead see in the headset his own cock being stroked by this machine as his masked figure in the distance looked on mysteriously.

Eventually looping back behind him and fastening a lead from the top of his head to the chair to further limit his range of motion, Christina then took a second camera that was attached to another headset and put it on, switching the perspective once more to whatever she saw as she took her time running her fingernails along the many leather straps that held the man tight in his place and occasionally grazing one of his nipples which caused him to let out a small yelp in response as the machine continued massaging his dick all the while…

“As much as I love to hear your cries, I think it’s time that we filled that mouth of yours…” she announced with a playful grin as the blonde stepped away and retrieved an inflatable rubber butterfly gag from the rack mounted on the wall behind the chair, soon returning to give Jerry a firsthand look through the camera as she carefully slid the gag under his lips and between one cheek at a time before holding the attached pump up for him to see as each squeeze grew the rubber insert against his teeth and tongue until his entire mouth stretched against the leather harness straps that were holding his goggles in place around his face.

“That’s better!” the girl chimed happily as she patted her bound submissive on the head and then reached down to pinch one of his nipples between the nails of her thumb and index finger once more, this time eliciting a weaker groan that she found was expectedly muffled nicely by the rubber gag inflated in Jerry’s mouth.

Staring back at himself through Christina’s view as he watched the sexy fingernails taunting his tender nipple coupled with the mechanical stimulation he felt below his waist, it was surreal seeing such erotic acts carried out while also experiencing them at the same time whereas normally in bondage he was simply blind and thus his kinky imagination was left to fill in the gaps as his body was teased and tortured at the hands of an incredibly beautiful woman.

Watching his own twitching and squirming against the cold, leather restraints was an out of body experience that the girl then built upon even further as she retrieved a toy ominously named “The Tower” that consisted of a pair of clover clamps attached to a stand meant to rest in the center of the wearer’s chest, after which it could be adjusted to pull the clamps tighter and tighter with the simple turn of a knob that raised the clamps higher and higher up the tower away from the victim who they were attached to…

Being quite the pain whore himself, Jerry’s tiny nipples welcomed the torturous device as he watched Christina’s hands situate the stand with one hand and then meticulously apply each of the waiting clover clamps with the other, immediately turning to the knob itself which she used to add enough tension to the tower to pull both of the clamps outward and sharpen the man’s breathing as they were forced to dig into his flesh for a stronger grip.

A nearby press of a button suddenly changed his voyeuristic view so that now his bondage was framed by another camera situated directly overhead and pointing down at the scene that was unfolding between them.

Watching the nurse step away, soon the device that was still stroking his cock began to pick up speed and now had the man squirming from over-stimulation as the tip of his member had grown increasingly sensitive to its unrelenting attention.

It was like a custom porn video where each and every action that he saw onscreen was also being carried out on his own body, only the bondage that he’d committed to put the pornographer in control and he found himself actually submitting to the very thing that he was also getting off to before his own eyes!

As his virtual experience simmered with both the cock sleeve and the clamps on his nipples gradually ramping up their intensity in their own unique ways, it was actually the soft ringing of Christina’s voice in his ear that made his body tingle as each of her thoughtfully chosen words struck the perfect chords to send him deeper and deeper into his submissive psyche…

“You love to be utterly helpless, don’t you, my pet?”

“The pleasure and the pain are like best friends, each coaxing you to come a little further…”

“You live to give it all away – all of your freedom, all of your control – so that we can twist you to our will.”

The blonde gently reached down and turned the knob on the tower, pulling Jerry’s nipples a bit further away from his chest as she watched his dick twitch inside of its own bondage that continued to suck away without a second thought.

“There’s no denying how you crave this depravity,” Christina rasped into his ear with a pointed tongue as she squeezed the bulb to his gag in her hand, his cheeks now burning from the pressure behind the rubber stuffed between his lips.

“Every strap of tight leather…”

“Every probe designed to exploit you…”

“Every clamp made to inflict pain…”

Pressing a button on the keyboard nearby, the cock sleeve increased its speed by 20% as its wearer whimpered meekly into his gag.

“This is where you were meant to be, Jerry.”

“Helpless. At the mercy of another. Controlled.”

“And you know you love it.”

His goddess flipped a switch to turn the camera’s perspective back to her own just as she pushed his bobbing cock behind her and climbed up onto the exam chair to straddle him, her white latex dress riding up around her hips as she reached down and squeezed the nipple clamps even harder than the device they were tethered to was capable of, filling Jerry’s view with that of his own throbbing purple buds as he struggled under the weight of the incredible woman who had taken charge of his submission.

Christina giggled as she twisted the clamps back and forth, even opening up the jaws only to close them shut a moment later once some of his blood had gotten a chance to rush back into his nipples and reset his pain tolerance all over again.

She squeezed the bulb for his gag once more, this time causing a reaction similar to panic as his eyes bulged behind the video goggles where Jerry saw himself being abused by the mischievous sexual deviant positioned on his lap.

Inside all of his leather bondage, the man’s heart raced as his mind jumped between the strict restraints and the woman on top of him and the automated fellatio and the searing pain on his nipples and the gag that challenged his breathing with every new squeeze of the bulb … and needless to say, it was an overwhelming flood of sensations that despite the inconceivable intensity, he still welcomed just a little bit more even in his mile high state of truly powerless vulnerability…

Each time that Christina would dig her shiny, pink fingernails into his suffering nipples, or turn the knob to pull them even further up the tower away from his chest, he felt a release – not even really knowing where it was coming from – but it was as if the sheer pain was cutting another layer off of him that he didn’t even know he didn’t need.

Struggling to breathe out of his nose as the inflatable rubber plug blocked his mouth completely and compressed the very flesh of his face with its corresponding thin leather straps that weaved their way around his head felt – exhilarating – as if he was proving to himself that he had truly earned each breath as it made its way down into his lungs to keep him alive.

And the leather straps – so many, and so so tight they were – had reduced him to this helpless submissive who found himself incapable of resisting pain or pleasure as the rubber sleeve now rather rapidly jerked him off as his wife ground her own sex against his bound figure, yet it was so much sensation that he couldn’t cum even if he wanted to!

All he could do was lay there and take whatever it was that Christina wanted to do to him – every ounce of pain and every drop of pleasure – as he could hear her panting on top of him and noted from the camera that while one hand continued to steady herself against his chest, the other hand escaped down between the blonde’s legs and was now furiously rubbing her clit while his own cock in its plastic tube randomly bounced off of her ass as the rubber sleeve inside did its own thing.

“Ohhhhh fuck!” he heard the girl cry out as her fingers clung to the straps around his chest and her body began to spasm balanced on top of his lap.

Christina reached over and slammed a mash of buttons on the keyboard which changed the camera to provide Jerry with a vivid view over his shoulder of the latex-clad woman climaxing vigorously, though his vision was quickly blurred as she then gave the knob on the tower a more than generous twist and the nipple clamps dug in and put the gag in his mouth to a true test.

As his cock tease grew increasingly agonizing with the blonde’s prolonged orgasm shaking the very foundation of the chair they were both sitting on, eventually his dominant surprised even him as she suddenly reached back and ripped the suction tube from the man’s cock with a show of sexualized tenacity and tossed it to the side as she then sat up and rammed her wet cunt down on top of her husband a moment later, taking him all of the way inside of her as she rode his bound figure and continued the assault on her engorged clit with her fingertips while Jerry was in another world far away from protesting.

Though the pain torturing his nipples was still incredible and the gag in his mouth made it difficult to breathe as his heart raced, seeing the vision of his impeccable bride riding him filled with lust and vigor as her warm pussy hugged his cock tightly as she bobbed up and down on his lap was enough to shove the submissive over the edge and finally without warning he too began to spasm, filling Christina’s sex with his warm cum that soon had her reaching a second climax as well as she now held her hands on either side of the headrest that he was strapped to for leverage and ground herself against him until she was reduced to a sweaty, yet satisfied mess with the white latex shining against her body like no other.

Eventually seeing fit to remove the clamps from her husband’s battered nipples, followed shortly thereafter by the rubber gag which she deflated and then carefully eased out of his aching, sore mouth, the blonde was quick to replace it with her own anxious tongue as she deeply kissed her favorite submissive while his cock was still buried deep within her and every last leather strap continued to bind his body helpless to the exam chair underneath them.

When at last she gave the defeated submissive a break from her hungry lips and a chance to catch his breath, the girl’s hands couldn’t help but wander back down to his tender nipples as she stared directly into the camera that he saw and asked with a coy grin…

“You up for another round?”

“Of course, we both know it doesn’t really matter whether you are or not!”

“That’s the life of a submissive, and you know you love it…”

* * * * * * * * * *

Own the fantasy, embrace the fetish,

Find your kinky Shangri La,

And never look back…
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Long-distance relationships are always a challenge, but when one young co-ed suggests kicking their kinky playtimes up a notch by enslaving her boyfriend in a steel chastity belt during the week, he couldn’t help but bow down in submission and give himself over to her unconditionally…

Latex for Her, Chastity for Him

A naughty game of cat and mouse between husband and wife sees both embracing their submissive sides, with him first submitting to her, and then her taking on a much more provocative role at the hands of her master…
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Ten Ways to Torment Your Nipple Slut…

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