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“I can’t believe that I let you talk me into this...” Jen laughed as she felt the harsh wind blowing up her tight, black leather skirt as she and her friend walked towards the iconic nightclub.

“Whatever!” Karina laughed as they approached the large, castle-shaped building that dominated the corner of the block downtown.

“You hound me for details every single time I come here for fetish night! It’s time that you finally just see for yourself what it’s all about…”

Stepping to the back of the relatively short line waiting to get in, Jen quickly found that the adventurous outfit that Katrina had helped her to pick out for fetish night was right in line with the fishnets and short skirts and incredibly strict-looking corsets worn by the other patrons who were waiting in line with them.

Running her hand gently down the back of the sexy, deep red vinyl dress that her friend was wearing coupled with black fishnets and a pair of knee high leather boots with spikes extending from the heels, Katrina smiled back at her and asked, “Are you excited?”

The blonde toed the ground with her platform ankle boot in hesitation, then grinned as she sheepishly admitted, “I honestly don’t know what I am!”

The woman in front of them in a breathtaking, floor-length latex gown then turned and told her with a wink, “Well then you’re going to fit in here just fine, sweetie…”

Thankfully the wait wasn’t long and soon they found themselves being ushered inside to where Jen was very quickly overwhelmed by all of the sights and sounds and smells that proved to be more than she ever would’ve expected fetish night at the hottest club in town could actually be…

“Careful not to drool too much…” Katrina laughed as she looked over to see her friend’s jaw agape as a couple walked past them dressed in shiny, purple latex with the man guiding the woman on a chain leash while she walked with her hands cuffed behind her back.

“Or you’re liable to find yourself with a ballgag shoved in your mouth!” she teased as she began to give her anxious friend a full tour of the club.

“The first floor here is part dance floor, part exhibition hall…” the brunette explained as they slowly paraded around numerous rooms filled with kinksters dressed in tight, shiny clothing dancing to a variety of industrial and pop music.

“A lot of people come here just to gawk at the fetishwear and never even make it upstairs to where the real fun is found!” she told Jen as they passed a bar at the base of a long and dramatic, spiral stairway that led up to a floor that even from below the girls could hear the sounds of whips cracking and intense moaning above them.

“So there are three simple rules that you need to remember around this place…” her friend continued as they carefully traversed the gigantic stairs in their towering heels as the blonde admired how so many of the other patrons coming and going seemed to do so with such grace even with a drink in one hand or while wearing heavy shackles between their ankles…

“Number One – Don’t touch anything or anyone without asking first,” Katrina explained as they rounded the first corner on the grandiose staircase.

“It seems like it should be an obvious one, but a lot of people make that mistake the first … and what ends up being the last … time they’re here!”

“Number Two…” she continued.

“No pictures. Duh.”

The blonde nodded as she listened while their view of the second floor opened up onto an intriguing display of dominance and bondage and more leatherwear than she would’ve ever expected.

“And last but not least,” Katrina told her with a grin as they reached the top of the stairs and looked out across the playground which they were about to explore, “Number Three – If you see something that you’re curious about, ask away … but wait until the scene is over first if somebody is in the middle of playing…”

“That seems simple enough,” Jen nodded, only half listening at that point as the distinct sounds of a woman’s cries of pleasure snaked through the smacks of paddles and whips that seemed to surround them from every side.

“This place is crazy!” the blonde confessed to her friend with wide eyes before Katrina took her hand and guided her towards the nearest bondage scene that was playing out about thirty feet away.

“It’s very crazy,” her friend agreed, adding with a devilish smile, “but just wait – you’re about to have the best night of your life!”

* * * * * * * * * *

Making their rounds as Katrina gave her friend an up close and personal tour of the kinky venue where she enjoyed spending her weekends tied up, tormented, and looking on as others did the same, in a relatively short amount of time Jen found herself watching an incredible flogging session, multiple men and women tied to all matter of bondage crosses and benches and chairs, and even hung from ropes in the ceiling.

Jen watched in awe as a tall woman in a black vinyl dress similar to what her friend was wearing fucked another woman with a strap-on dildo as she dangled ever-so-gracefully in an artistic display of ropes that were weaved around every part of her body.

As the two friends later stood at a bar for drinks so that Katrina could help her friend take in what she had just observed, she found herself asking with a playful grin if there was anything in particular that she would like to try…

“Actually!” Jen laughed as she sipped from her Manhattan while her eyes continued to wander the floor that always seemed to spark something new and exciting at every turn.

“That rope bondage where they were hanging from the ceiling looked pretty fun … although I could do without the strap-on…”

Katrina chuckled.

“I’m sure if you asked, they’d swap it out for a nice crotch rope for you!”

“A what now???” Jen did a double-take.

Her friend just smiled warmly as she patted her on the shoulder and brought her in closer.

“You see, they run the ropes from your harness between your legs so that every wiggle and struggle that you make results in this lovely sensation in your crotch!”

“And you’ve done something like this?” Jen asked of her friend suspiciously with a raised eyebrow as she continued nursing the drink in her hand.

“Well, not in a suspension…” Katrina admitted, “but I’ve had them with hogties before.”

“Very yummy!” the girl added with a wink as she finished the last of her drink and pushed her empty glass back towards the bartender.

Heading up the stairs once again to the third floor of the impressive nightclub, Katrina took this time to regale her friend with some of the more risqué stories from her trips to the club that may have been omitted from their previous conversations. Tales such as the night that she spent strapped down to a spanking bench with her friend whipping her ass while she sucked off the girl’s boyfriend, or the birthday when she got tied up and made $65 by letting guys cum on her naked body for $5 a pop – an unusual thrill that she never would’ve anticipated, yet somehow ended up ranking among her most memorable birthdays to date…

As they reached the next level of the club, the girls found themselves in the middle of a kinky marketplace in action as walkways were lined with booths of craftsmen selling leather bondage restraints and sexy, latex clothing. Katrina had fun explaining all of the various wares to her curious friend, even going so far as to help her try on some of the cuffs and unique restraints while making a few mental notes to circle back for some shopping of her own before the night was through.

At the end of the main row was a much larger booth that had gathered an audience as a number of the club patrons appeared to be engaged in some sort of erotic virtual reality game that claimed to blend bondage and fetish for “the ultimate fantasy orgasmic experience!”

Approaching the display to get a better look at what had caught everyone’s attention, Katrina and Jen found that the booth space itself was dominated by about half a dozen Saint Andrew’s Crosses, with each bearing a man or woman dressed from head to toe in a full latex suit including what appeared to be goggles over their eyes. Bound in the classic sense with buckles around their wrists and ankles, each person found their only input from the VR program itself which observers were able to also get a glimpse into via large monitors that were mounted above each of the stations for the experience.

Slowly gazing from one screen to the next, both girls were impressed and intrigued by the realistic imagery that they saw through the users’ eyes – one man had been taken prisoner in a sexualized dungeon while the woman next to him was undergoing a rather invasive exam at a doctor’s office.

Further down the line, they saw a maiden being ravished by a band of pirates, another dungeon encounter that found a girl hanging in steel cuffs among a collection of other scantily clad vixens, and even a woman being pampered on a tropical island by a bevy of muscle-bound hunks wearing little more than skimpy bathing suits and submissive looks on their faces.

“This looks kind of cool…” Jen whispered to her friend as they made their way to the front of the crowd for a better look and then spent the next ten minutes alternating between screens as well as the physical reactions from each of the participants themselves as they would occasionally wince or struggle against their bonds or even randomly moan out loud in pain or pleasure.

Eventually as they watched the provocative experiences unfold like a voyeuristic spectator sport, one of the hosts of the booth came by and explained to anyone who cared to listen how their system actually worked…

“The suits that you see each of our participants wearing,” the well-spoken blonde told them, “are actually a very special, and highly conductive, type of latex that we’ve lined with sensors all over the body that read as well as provide stimuli through the wearer’s interactions with our program.”

“The scenario that unfolds for the user is based on a short survey that each participant takes to tell us the things that they enjoy and would like to encounter during their experience. They’re also given the option of which of our many unique playgrounds they would like to explore…”

“Playgrounds?” Jen asked with a curious grin on her face.

“Yes,” the woman chimed back excitedly. “Playgrounds are what we call each of the settings that you can choose from to serve as the base for your experience! They can be anything from a romantic bedroom to the headmistress’s office, maybe a dungeon or a medical scene of some sort … our digital designers are adding new playgrounds all of the time based on what our users want to see – the sky’s the limit, really!”

“Now as for what actually unfolds inside of the playground of your choice, how the experience plays out is completely dynamic based on the initial inputs from the user’s survey as well as their body’s reaction and how they choose to interact with everything around them. A person looking for an intense scene in the dungeon may find their master or mistress pushing them harder as they resist their punishment, likewise someone in a more intimate embrace will find their passion perfectly matched by the virtual lover that our program creates to fulfill their fantasies.”

“It’s a very visceral experience and a lot of people have found it can be a great way to experiment with fetish activities that they may not necessarily be ready to try out in real life,” the host explained with a smile as she seemed to zero in on Jen’s intrigue.

As they watched the woman in the exam room playground begin to struggle against her real life restraints, gradually coming to spasm uncontrollably as she moaned into the gag hidden underneath her latex hood in what was clearly an incredible orgasm, the host turned back to the two girls and smiled…

“We should have a couple of participants finishing up shortly if you’d like to give it a try!”

Turning to each other, it was obvious that they were both already on the same page and agreed that the kinky experience looked like it could be a lot of fun.

Admittedly a bit apprehensive about the latex suits they would be required to wear that were even more revealing than the short, leather miniskirt that Katrina had talked her into wearing that night, the blonde host discretely piped in, “If it helps about the suits that you’ll wear, we have dressing rooms around the corner for you to change in private, and as you can see from the masks that everyone is wearing, not a soul here will have any idea who you are any more than you could identify any of these people whose experiences you’ve been enjoying for the last twenty minutes…”

“It’s designed to be a completely anonymous experience,” the woman said with a bubbly grin, “unless you go bragging to your friends afterwards about how amazing it was … which of course we hope you do!”

Glancing over as another of the participants groaned vigorously while the personal suitor hunks on the fantasy island that had been concocted for her fantasy were hard at work satisfying her every last desire … including a few that Jen would’ve never even imagined, the girl bit her lip as she looked over for her friend’s reaction in nervous anticipation, then nodded in unison with Katrina as both of them quickly agreed.

“Let’s do it!”

“Excellent!” the blonde host smiled as she looked over her shoulder to quickly judge where her current participants were in their experiences, then retrieved a couple of clipboards from nearby and handed one to each of the girls.

“So go ahead and fill these out for me – the first few pages are just the insurance and liability waivers, but the fun part is at the end where you’ll fill out your surveys to help our system determine how to best personalize your experience!” she told them in an excited tone.

“Once you’re done, we’ll get you both suited up!” the woman explained as she quickly pointed out where each of them needed to sign before leaving them to fill out their forms while the energetic writhing and struggling of the current latex-clad participants ramped up their own excitement as they anticipated the strange experience that they had to look forward to when they were done…

Pleasure Suit Fantasy Survey…

To help us create the most enjoyable virtual experience based on your kinks, please answer the following questions as honestly as possible.

1. How do you like your bondage?

·      Be gentle.

·      Be firm.

·      Hurt me, Daddy!

2. Do you enjoy spanking?

·      Yes

·      No

·      YES!!!

3. Are you comfortable with being blindfolded?

·      Yes

·      No

·      Love it!

4. Are you comfortable with being gagged?

·      Yes

·      No

·      Mmmmmmppppphhhh!

5. Do you enjoy things up your butt?

·      Yes

·      No

·      Definitely no…

6. Do you consider yourself more dominant or submissive?

·      Dominant

·      Submissive

·      Right down the middle

7. Do you have any kinks or fetishes?

·      Feet or foot worship

·      Leather, lace, or latex

·      Roleplaying

·      Tease and denial

·      Voyeurism

8. Would you rather be teased or tortured?

·      Teased

·      Tortured

·      Why not both?!

9. Which word best describes your sex life?

·      Wild

·      Intense

·      Passionate

·      Predictable

10. How many sexual partners have you had?

·      0 – 1

·      2 – 5

·      5 – 10

·      I’ve stopped keeping track…

11. How often do you masturbate?

·      Infrequently

·      A few times a week

·      One or more times a day

·      HURRY UP – I’M HORNY!

12. How was your last orgasm?

·      Meh.

·      Just ok.

·      Mind blowing!

13. Which word best describes your spirit?

·      Reserved

·      Adventurous

·      Curious

·      Excited

14. What’s your favorite color?

·      Black

·      Red

·      Blue

·      Pink

·      Purple

·      Green

15. Choose which sexy playground you would like to explore…

·      BDSM Dungeon

·      Schoolteacher’s Classroom

·      Pirate Ship

·      Doctor’s Office

·      Island Getaway

·      Surprise Me!

Once they had each completed all of the questions and signed their waivers as needed, Jen and Katrina waited anxiously as they watched as participants’ sessions ended and one by one, female attendants came out to remove them from their bondage positions and escort them back to the dressing rooms to get changed.

Thankfully it wasn’t long before their own bubbly host returned and chimed, “All finished?” as she quickly flipped through the forms on each clipboard to ensure that everything had been filled out correctly, and then took down a few measurements from the girls for their suits before disappearing backstage – presumably to have someone enter the survey info that they’d just provided into the computer to create their personalized experiences.

Only a few minutes later, the blonde ushered the girls through the velvet rope surrounding the exhibit and backstage to where several dressing rooms were located.

“I left your gear in the same room, assuming that you’d prefer to help each other dress rather than having one of our attendants do so…” the woman explained as she gestured for the excited girls to enter an oversized room at the end of the hallway.

Their gaze immediately darted to the two shiny, inviting latex suits that hung on hangers against the back wall of the dressing room, with one being a bright, metallic blue and the other a stunning, metallic red – both of which appeared more futuristic even than some of the other latex attire that they’d seen walking around the club earlier that night.

Featuring matching gloves and hoods that covered everything save for their eyes and noses, the ensembles were completed with two pairs of shiny, black patent ankle boots that boasted platforms as well as sizable heels that must’ve been at least six inches.

The suits were a fetish lover’s dream, and both girls were equally excited to feel just how the skin-tight latex sat snug against every last inch of their skin…

“Now this dressing room will be yours for the duration of your experience,” their host explained as she quickly briefed them on what they were about to undertake, “so just leave your things here and I’ll lock the door while you’re enjoying the exhibit.”

“The suits are pretty self-explanatory – strip nude and be sure to use plenty of talcum powder, then just start from the legs and slowly peel the latex up your bodies.”

“This is where having an extra set of hands will be really helpful!” she added with a laugh as the two girls listened intently.

“Once you’re all zipped up,” she continued, “you can use this bottle of polish all over to shine up your suits. Then just lace into your boots and come out when you’re ready, and we’ll get your experiences started!”

“Any questions?” the host asked before closing the door behind her as she left Jen and Katrina to get changed.

“This is wild!” Jen spoke out loud as she ran her fingers over the tight, blue rubber that coincided with her favorite color that she had answered in her survey, intrigued by its soft touch despite its unique stretch which she could only imagine would feel like a second skin once she’d actually managed to put the suit on.

“Are you ready for this?” Katrina asked her with a grin as she reached out and savored the touch of her own bright red latex catsuit before turning her back to her friend to ask for her help in unzipping the tight, vinyl dress that hugged her every curve.

“I don’t know…” Jen admitted as she helped Katrina with her dress before slipping out of her own leather skirt and boots, then sitting down on one of the two small benches to unroll her stockings until the equally nervous and excited girl was left in only her bra and panties as she watched her friend undressing the same.

“…but I’m not gonna lie – I can’t wait to find out!” she added with a laugh as she waited for her friend to unlace her own boots while she took the blue latex down from its hanger and laid it out on the bench next to her.

“I suppose we have to be completely naked for this…” Jen said to her friend once they both only had their skimpy underwear remaining.

Katrina chuckled as she reached inside of her suit as she removed it from the hanger, commenting, “Yeah, check this out!” as her fingers made an unexpected discovery on the inside of the shiny, red latex.

Giving the crotch of the suit a closer inspection, they both noticed a distinct series of bumps that seemed to be strategically placed over the wearer’s genitals as well as along the interior of the breast cups despite the outside of the catsuit remaining perfectly smooth and unassuming to the naked eye.

“I guess this must be those special sensors that she was telling us about,” Katrina shrugged, as she gently laid the suit out on her own bench and then nonchalantly slipped out of her bra and thong, tossing them with the rest of her fetish clothes before taking the large bottle of talcum powder and liberally applying it to her feet and legs as her friend’s overwhelming mental state became apparent once more.

“Come on – chop chop!” the girl eventually prodded Jen playfully as she handed her the bottle of powder, then began her own task of sliding one foot at a time into the leg holes of the skin-tight material, slowly pulling it up her calves and already coming to appreciate how snug it clung to her body despite having a long way left to go.

“Here goes nothing…” she heard Jen mutter quietly under her breath as she finally worked up the courage to finish disrobing and began applying the talcum powder to her tanned skin just as she had watched Katrina do a few moments prior.

Jen couldn’t help but smile as she felt the sexy, metallic material contouring itself almost perfectly to her shapely legs as she gently worked her way upward until it slipped past her knees and then gradually her thighs and finally rested around her waist.

“Have you ever worn anything like this???” Jen asked her friend as the tight latex settled in around her crotch, surprised as she didn’t even feel the strange bumps that she knew were hidden inside of the material against her aroused sex.

Katrina laughed.

“Well, not exactly!”

“I have a pair of latex underwear that I used to pull out from time to time for a special friend, but they were nowhere nearly as intense as this!”

As the girls continued in parallel to work the tight latex up their bodies, they began to realize what their host had hinted at about having an extra set of hands as they helped each other slide their arms into the long sleeves of the sexy, metallic catsuits, almost too excited to take pause as the cool latex came into contact with their bare breasts, as if by magic conforming to each girl’s unique curves and making both look outstanding just the same until eventually all that was left was for them to guide the long zippers up each other’s backs to finalize the latex’s relentless hug around their nude bodies…

“I think…” Jen began as she turned to look herself in the mirror on the back of the changing room door, “…I kind of like it!”

Katrina smiled proudly as she grabbed the latex polish from a nearby shelf and chimed, “Oh, we’re not done yet…”

Watching as her friend sprayed a few spritzes of the lubricant into her gloved hands and then began to rub it into her arms, Jen’s eyes lit up as she watched the dull, red latex on Katrina’s body rapidly transform into the sexy, shiny alternative that she’d seen on the participants in the booth as well as on many of the other club-goers that night.

Taking the bottle for herself, Jen got right to work rubbing the polish into her own suit, her hands naturally gravitating to her breasts, watching herself in the mirror as she brought her blue latex to a high shine, admittedly even squeaking out a soft moan as she tugged at her nipples, enjoying all the more how her erect nipples looked as they poked out underneath the thin latex.

“Wanna get my ass for me?!” Katrina called out, playfully shaking her red metallic ass in Jen’s direction as she too had taken a fond liking to the polishing process.

“I would be delighted to!” her friend replied merrily, crouching down on her knees and spritzing a large amount of the spray across Katrina’s round bottom, then taking their friendship to a new level of intimacy as she thoroughly massaged both of her ass cheeks, with her fingers taking the occasional liberty around the girl’s hips and even in between her thighs … all of which Katrina seemed to enjoy quite a bit.

“I’ve got to tell you – I think I’m really starting to like this idea of fetish night…” Jen purred when it was her turn to bend over and she found herself at the whimsy of her friend’s hands to polish the ass of her latex suit. Not nearly as shy as she had been, Katrina seemed to glide her hands around the girl’s ass perfectly, making no qualms about parting Jen’s thighs and taking her time to gently caress her friend’s tight crotch while she was at the perfect height.

Katrina just smiled and continued to finish polishing the rest of her friend’s legs, gradually working her way back up her front until unexpectedly she found herself face to face with a visually elated Jen. With one hand between her legs and another gently cupping her latex-clad breast, they kissed – brief, but sensually – and then Katrina set back to work to finish polishing the last bits of her friend’s stunning blue latex look.

“I guess we do boots next?” Jen said as she blushed, looking down at her suit that now shined the same as her friend’s did.

As both girls sat on their benches and gingerly laced the tall, black patent platform ankle boots, Katrina looked over to her friend with a warm smile and admitted, “I’m glad you decided to come!”

“Me too,” Jen grinned in return, standing up now a solid six inches taller and admiring the shiny vixen that she had become in the mirror until eventually Katrina rose to join her, this time with her cell phone in hand as the two proceeded to pose for a couple of impromptu selfies before heading out for their VR bondage adventure…

*knock knock*

With that, the door behind them opened and their host stuck her head inside, seeing that the girls were nearly dressed as she told them, “Sorry to interrupt your photo shoot, but we’re ready for you girls out front!”

After taking one last photo together, Katrina looked over to where their sexy outfits had been hanging and noticed one last item that they still needed to don.

“Ahhh, yes,” the blonde noted, “don’t forget your hoods!”

Taking the helmet-shaped, blue latex headpiece that matched the rest of her outfit, Jen found herself confused as she turned the hood inside out and discovered a rubber insert approximately where her mouth would go inside…

“You’ve probably never been gagged before, have you?” Katrina asked with a laugh as she flipped her own hood inside out and found the same plug, but in a deep red to match the rest of her attire.

“Oh, you’ll learn to love it…” their host told her with an amused smile.

“There’s a certain charm that a gag lends to a woman’s cries of passion and pleasure,” she continued as Jen watched her friend slide the rubber plug between her lips and then pull the rest of the latex hood over her head, then anxiously followed suit with her own.

“Between you and me,” she said with a wink as she helped each of them lace the hoods down the backs of their heads one by one, “the only thing that sounds better than an orgasm is a gagged orgasm!”

“You two look great!” the blonde then reported cheerfully as Jen and Katrina turned around, tall on their massive platform heels to see their completed look in full for the first time.

Covered in shiny, metallic latex in either red or blue from head to toe, with only their eyes peeking out from underneath the snug hoods that also served to keep them very securely gagged.

Turning to look each other over, but unable to comment aside from an initial, “Mmmmppphh!” into their gags, they both agreed that the latex catsuits were undeniably sexy and at that point neither could imagine what was about to happen next as they prepared to head out to the booth where a small audience would watch them be strapped down to their own bondage crosses and then thrust into personalized fantasy worlds where the true nature of the strange nubs resting against their privates would soon be revealed.

“Here, give me your phone and I’ll sneak a couple of pictures of you guys once my attendants get you strapped down…” the host offered with a pleasant smile before opening the dressing room door and parading them out onto the floor.

Taking her friend’s hand in her latex-gloved own, Jen’s stomach was admittedly filled with butterflies as they walked in step behind the beautiful woman out to where two of the crosses with heavy, leather straps hung from each arm awaiting their arrival.

She blushed a little underneath her blue suit as she felt Katrina’s hand leave her own as they were ushered into place, her eyes darting to orient themselves as two unknown women took to quick work tightening the straps around her arms and legs as her body was stretched out in a manner that left her feeling particularly exposed on the tall, X-shaped cross.

Her last glimpse of the real world around her was a haze filled with all of the people gawking at her just like they had done when they’d watched others enjoying the attraction before they’d volunteered. The hood around her ears made it tough to hear, and then finally one of the attendants applying her bondage snapped a pair of darkened goggles over her eyes without warning, and then suddenly everything went black as the experience began…

* * * * * * * * * *

A few moments later, Jen found herself lying face down on a massage table staring at the sand, with the sounds of ocean waves behind her and a cool breeze blowing against her skin. Her body felt incredibly relaxed, and that was even before she felt his touch…

As fingers on a pair of strong hands dug deep into her shoulders, the woman instinctively let out a long groan as they seemed to expertly target the pressure points beneath her skin that left her feeling blissfully relaxed as each moment of her personalized fantasy progressed.

The man spoke not a word as he gradually worked his way down her body, even kneading her back and shoulders, then proceeding down her arms all of the way to her fingertips, and eventually focusing his attention on the tranquil woman’s feet and legs, and finally her buttocks.

“This is really nice…” she thought to herself as the fantasy world created for her pampered every inch of her body, only briefly wondering what her friend Katrina was experiencing in that moment until her nameless masseuse finally spoke and asked that she roll over so that he could proceed with her treatment on her front.

She only saw his face for a moment before he placed a soft cloth over her eyes to help block out the brightness of the sun, but from what she saw the man seemed to be iconic of just about any woman’s fantasies – a chiseled face with a well-trimmed goatee, piercing eyes and short, black hair that she would’ve loved to run her fingers through.

It wasn’t until he began gently, but firmly kneading her breasts that Jen remembered that this was very much meant to be a sexual experience, letting out a soft purr as she felt his fingertips first swirl around her nipples, then incorporate them more aggressively into her massage until they made no secret of the fact that she was starting to become quite aroused…

Reaching up to pull her romantic masseuse closer, Jen unexpectedly found that her wrists now appeared to be bound to the table with the same cloth that covered her eyes, along with her legs alike which were spread invitingly for her mystery stud who was taking full advantage of her exposure to caress her belly and her thighs until suddenly a hand landed on her pussy and began expertly petting her increasingly aroused folds as she struggled to part her legs even wider for his welcome touch.

Jen gasped as she felt a finger, then two, slip inside of her, struggling at her bondage yet also surprisingly enjoying the new aspect that being restrained added to the sensual exchange. It was a freeing change of pace for her to be the recipient of her partner’s attention without anything required of her except to lay there and enjoy all of the caresses and stimulations as the stranger probed her wet pussy with his fingers to her great delight.

Feeling him climb up onto the padded table and lay his perfectly chiseled body against hers, she soon felt his lips emphatically touch to hers as he kissed her deeply and passionately while his free hand slid in and out of her and simultaneously massaged her clit until she found herself moaning into his determined lips.

“Fuck me…” she commanded as his strong arms cradled her body and she arched her back to maximize the angle that his hand found between her clit and pussy.

Savoring one last kiss as his tongue swirled with her own, Jen braced herself as she felt his expert hand suddenly leave her crotch only to be replaced a moment later with a thick cock that slid effortlessly deep inside of her, his balls slapping against her ass as he towered over her bound and sweaty form, screaming in pleasure as he slammed into her over and over again.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god!” Jen cried out loud until suddenly her assailant leaned over her and pressed his hand against her lips as he growled into her ear.

“You love this, don’t you, slut?!”

Unable to get away as the masseuse’s full weight held her down on top of the cloth restraints around her limbs, Jen could smell her own juices on the man’s hand as her legs began to shake underneath his jackhammering and eventually her entire body exploded into orgasmic pleasure.

Unlike most partners she’d had over the years, though, this man’s energy didn’t stop and instead only seemed to intensify as she came, pinning her weak body down and fucking her enthusiastically as the wind blew over their bodies and waves crashed against the shore in the background not unlike the perfect scene out of one of her favorite romance novels.

As she lay panting heavily when his rhythm finally stopped and he had climbed back down from on top of her, Jen felt her entire body tingling blissfully as the restraints still held her firmly in place until she eventually heard her lover’s erotic tease whispering into her ear…

“You city girls are all the same – you come here on vacation having never been truly fucked by a man.”

“I’ll let you lie here and simmer for a bit while I go grab a drink, then I’ll be back to pick up where we left off…”

* * *

Meanwhile only a few feet to her right in the real world, her friend Katrina was deep into her own fantasy which was admittedly a bit darker than the relaxing beach romp that Jen was enjoying…

Standing spread-eagle with her wrists and ankles pulled taut by steel chains, the brunette groaned into the shiny, red ballgag between her lips as a suede flogger wielded by a strict dominant in head-to-toe patent leather alternated between her exposed breasts. The woman laughed tauntingly as Katrina struggled in vain against her heavy restraints, sneering as it was made clear that her rhythm would not be interrupted despite the girl’s best protests.

“You’ve been a very naughty girl, Katrina!” she heard suddenly in her ear as a second domme grabbed her from behind and breathed down her neck, grasping her fingers at the girl’s stomach where a thick, red patent leather waist cincher that had been laced tightly around her waist.

She strained her neck to look over her shoulder just as the dominant landed what felt like a very hefty paddle on the square of her ass, causing her to yelp out in pain before her attention was redirected back to the tall woman flogging her breasts. Soon coming to terms with the fact that no amount of struggling would remove her from her current predicament, Katrina instead opted to stand firm and accept her double-headed punishment as the sadistic women took turns bringing both her ass and her breasts to a bright shade of red that nearly matched the leather around her waist until suddenly the flogging and spanking just stopped and the women disappeared, leaving her standing spread-eagled alone to catch her breath while she awaited her inevitable next torment to come.

The room that she was being held captive in appeared to be a dungeon of the most classic variety, with cold stone walls as well as the floor beneath her feet. Across from where she hung from shiny chains in the center of the room was a wall filled with seemingly every discipline and torture implement she had ever seen … along with a few that were entirely foreign to her.

More racks displayed bondage restraints made out of heavy steel, like those that she wore, and also thick, unyielding leather. Though she was the only person in the room at that moment, Katrina soon spotted several other “stations” in each corner to suggest that either the dungeon was capable of hosting several prisoners at one time or that she still had quite the session in store for her before her ultimate release.

When the two women eventually returned, Katrina watched with trepidation as one dominant made a bee-line for the rack of toys that she had been examining and retrieved a pair of rather nasty looking nipple clamps while the other disappeared behind her and made some rumbling sounds until finally she heard something being rolled out on the stone floor in front of her…

Before she could spy what else was being introduced, however, a leather posture collar was being buckled around her neck to keep her eyes focused strictly in front of her as she watched – and then felt – the other woman latching the cruel, metal clamps onto her nipples, leading her to cry into her gag and thrash wildly against her steel bondage as their teeth took hold of her tender flesh and then pulled on them with severe pressure as what felt like a pair of lead weights swung from each of the clamps as the girl sweated on her toes in agony.

“Oh, don’t worry, whore – I’ve got something here that will help distract you from those mean clamps…” the second woman laughed as she crouched down in front of Katrina to adjust the small box that she had wheeled out between her legs.

Katrina gasped as a few moments later she felt the thick, black dildo on the end of the fucking machine penetrate her without warning as she was unable to so much as glance down to catch a glimpse of her invader. Feeling a copious amount of lube on the device prep her canal for what was to come, it was all that the girl could do but wince and whimper into her gag as she locked eyes with the dominant in front of her who had already begun toying with her nipple clamps with the business end of a riding crop while her cohort worked the machine into position and increased its speed to a steady, but not yet overwhelming pace.

And then a moment later – that’s when the first strike of the cane landed squarely on her bright red ass, already sore from her earlier paddling…

Staring down the militant woman whose sneers seemed to even further ignite the searing pain that she felt from the weights tugging on her nipples, she found herself actually wanting to enjoy the rhythm of the fucking machine as it persistently penetrated her slick pussy, however with each cut of the cane against her behind seeming to reinforce the punishment aspect of her predicament, it unexpectedly displaced some of the pleasure that she felt between her legs instead with a much more complex array of naughty feelings that she very much didn’t understand in her rapidly clouded headspace.

“Mmmmmmpppphhhhh!!!”

Katrina screamed out as one of her dominants reached forward and tweaked the knobs on her nipple clamps, causing their sharp teeth to bite even more menacingly into her poor flesh.

The caning of her backside then took the briefest of pauses as she could only infer that her second mistress increased the intensity of the fucking machine thrusting between her legs.

No matter how high she soared, the women demanded more from her body without ever speaking a single word aside from their occasional exchange of laughter at her expense as she writhed and suffered immensely between them.

Each time that she thought her pain threshold had finally been exceeded, her robotic lover pounded her even faster and deeper, devolving her mind into an erotic mush as the two would then up their own intensities further with harder and more frequent strikes of the cane on her ass and more weights pulling on the impossibly tight, metal teeth that dug mercilessly into her nipples…

When Katrina’s body finally did give in to climax, the display was nothing short of legendary, and her two mistresses continued taunting and striking her flesh just the same as the horny woman shook violently against her steel bonds and screamed for mercy into her gag while the machine between her legs gave her the unholy fucking of a lifetime.

The uncontrollable spasms felt as if they were to go on forever, completely and irreversibly enveloping her world in this perpetual gyroscope of pain and pleasure that was both excruciating and divine all at the same time.

The intensity was such that Katrina barely recognized when the world around her had gone black until suddenly she found herself looking over at her friend Jen who shared the same euphoric grin on her face as she panted heavily and hungrily drank from the water bottle that was then thrust in front of her face…

* * * * * * * * * *

“That. Was. Incredible!” the girls heard each other exclaim in unison as a pair of attendants gently removed their goggles and then slid the latex hoods off of their heads to welcome the women back to the real world.

Katrina and Jen felt an awesome amalgam of exhilaration and excitement and post-coital bliss all at once as they stood there still strapped firmly in place, their bodies tingling as they gradually attempted to calm themselves between sips of the much needed water. Neither in a place to even put into words what they had just experienced, the two friends shared their fetish moment together in silence as the audience looked on and other participants around them continued on with their own experiences that were still in progress.

After a few minutes had passed to allow them to catch their breath, their blonde host returned with her ever-playful grin as she approached the girls to ask, “So … did we manage to blow your minds???”

“I … never would’ve imagined…” Jen began as the woman moved close for a private moment with them.

“I’m hooked!” she added with a beaming grin as their host ran her fingers down the girl’s slick, blue latex catsuit before then turning to her friend for her own feedback.

“And you?” the woman asked curiously, knowing well that the experience Katrina had just endured was much more intense than most participants ever saw.

“It was … INTENSE!” Katrina admitted with wide eyes, almost feeling like her ass and nipples were still on fire from the virtual experience.

“But it was a good intense. A very good intense, that’s for sure!”

Their host smiled proudly.

“That makes me very happy to hear, ladies!”

“So now before we let you down,” she continued with a mischievous gleam in her eye, “because the two of you are here together, and it’s safe to say that you both enjoyed what you experienced with us so far … we’ve got one more option for you to explore if it’s something you might be interested in…”

Jen and Katrina’s eyes met with intrigue as they stood bound together, collectively curious of what exactly their host had in mind.

“In addition to the individual experiences that our program offers like you just completed, we also have the ability to blend multiple profiles together to create a single, unified experience that the both of you could go through together!”

The blonde continued to explain…

“What the computer will do is take your survey answers that each of you gave us, along with all of the data from your individual experiences, and combine them into something brand new that will still be tailored to your unique, individual preferences, but this time in a shared experience where the two of you will be able to interact and even influence what the other person is feeling in their suit.”

“Now we only have this for one playground so far – the pirate ship – but if you’re up for it, I think you’ll be impressed by the range of details that are available to give you both the type of fantasy that you’re looking for…”

Jen looked over at Katrina with wide eyes and a beaming smile, overjoyed once her friend nodded in agreement despite getting considerably more workout during her experience than Jen had enjoyed laying in the beach in hers.

“We’ll do it! What do we need to do?” Jen asked the blonde as she shifted her wrists around in the snug bondage cuffs.

“Just leave everything to me!” their host chimed with a pleasant smile.

“You ladies relax for a few minutes and drink some more fluids, and I’ll go let our engineers in the control room know that you’re ready for phase 2…”

* * *

When their experience initialized, Jen found the sea breeze blowing in her hair once more, however she quickly realized that her relaxing getaway was far behind her as instead she stood with her wrists bound roughly over her head and her ankles securely fastened with rope to the mast of a daunting pirate ship.

Struggling against her bonds, she was quick to learn that Katrina was in fact bound to the other side of the mast, as the ropes at their wrists and ankles appeared to be tied together so that they pulled on each other with every move. A thick cloth knotted in each of their mouths prevented them from calling out to one another, however at the moment they had a more pressing concern as the women found themselves being circled by probably half a dozen pirate maidens wielding a variety of crops and paddles and other implements that were well above Jen’s comfort level!

“The blonde one looks like she could be some fun!” one pirate taunted as she cracked a whip in the air, while two others moved in on Jen and openly began running their hands along her curves in the skimpy, cotton dress that she wore.

“This one’s got a little fight in her!” Jen heard another taunt from over her shoulder as she felt Katrina struggling against her own bondage.

Staring deep into one of the gritty woman’s eyes as she felt an arm around her captive body and then suddenly a playful kiss on the tip of her nose with only the thin dress that she wore separating their bodies, Jen squirmed and tried to remind herself that it was all just a fantasy while behind her the pirates’ treatment of her friend sounded like it had already grown more physical through Katrina’s squeals and screams into her own gag.

The pirates’ fun was broken up, however, when another voice from across the ship called out, “Alright, you horny sluts – that’s enough…”

A collective sigh broke out amongst the women that had surrounded them as the well-dressed pirate who Jen assumed was one of their officers approached.

“So what do you want us to do with them?” one woman behind her jeered at the First Mate.

“Throw ‘em overboard?!” another suggested harshly as the girls both winced.

“Nah!” a third pirate taunted. “That’d be a waste of good meat!”

“I wouldn’t recommend throwing them overboard … not unless you want to find yourself going swimming after them…” their leader suggested with a sly grin, pointing a sword at the lot of them before then using the blade to cut not all of their bonds, but only those holding the captive women to the mast.

“The Captain wants to have her fun with them,” the woman explained as she snatched a hold of the loose ends of the ropes trailing off from their hands, “but not dressed like this.”

“You,” she motioned, pointing at one of more well-kept pirates – the same who had happened to kiss Jen on the nose. “Come with me and help me get these sluts presentable for the Captain!”

“The rest of you – go find something to do that won’t get you in trouble with me later…”

Guiding Jen and Katrina towards the back of the ship and down a flight of stairs into the Captain’s quarters, still gagged with their hands now bound with the coarse rope in front of them, the two pirates opened the massive double doors below deck and entered into a large suite where two scantily-clad, young girls were cuddling in the center of a massive, four-poster bed that dominated the bedroom.

Upon their arrival, the Captain’s harem rose to greet them and bowed for the First Mate, giving the captives a glance at the unique garb that they wore – matching patent leather waist cinchers in a stunning red color that left their bare breasts hanging exposed, coupled with provocative thigh-high boots in the same shiny red leather, perching the two atop tall five-inch heels that made it clear that their duties aboard the ship didn’t include swabbing the deck or possibly even anything outside of the Captain’s own private chamber…

“Ooooh – it looks like Captain Sayyidia has some new toys to play with…” one of the girls purred as they stepped around the two pirates and instead turned their attention to the bound girls before them.

“Of course, I don’t have to tell you that they can’t take an audience with the Captain dressed like this,” the First Mate remarked as the girls amusingly circled the newest members of their own.

“That’s no problem,” the other said, licking her lips as she ran her fingers along the ropes that bound Katrina’s wrists.

“Why don’t you get these poor ladies out of their bondage and we’ll get them dressed into something a little less comfortable!”

The First Mate nodded at her companion and the two proceeded without another word to cut free the ropes as well as the cloth gags that bound Jen and Katrina while the harem girls disappeared into a wardrobe and quickly returned carrying similar sets of patent red leather like their own for the newest recruits to don before their leader returned.

Stepping aside and standing guard in front of the door to ensure that the women would make no attempt to escape, the two pirates then watched as the harem guided them to disrobe and clean themselves at the nearby wash basin before leaning them both up against the footboard of the bed standing side by side as the heavy duty corsets were cinched tightly around their waists until they could barely breathe.

Next they were told to turn and sit on the edge of the bed while the intimidating, thigh high boots were slid up each of their legs, these too tightened to the point where they found themselves looking at each other wondering how in the world they could be expected to actually walk in them.

As if their minds were being read, one of the girls piped up with a grin as she was lacing the top of Jen’s boot, “Don’t worry – it’s not like you’ll be walking on these, anyways!”

Then gesturing over to the pirates for their assistance, the two beautiful girls opened a closet door on one side of the room and made way for the pirates to pull two heavy pieces of furniture out into the room – covered in heavy, black padding with numerous straps hanging from every angle. After situating the two devices near a couple of leather-backed chairs from the Captain’s table in the corner, one of the girls pointed to Jen and Katrina, then towards the imposing structures as she said bluntly, “Get on.”

The friends looked at each other nervously in between trying to understand what they were about to undertake with the padded benches that appeared to be in the shape of a person on their hands and knees.

With each of the harem girls guiding one of them up onto their own bench on their knees and then bending them over at the waist, they soon found the resulting position to leave them very much exposed as their uncovered asses and pussies hung out for anyone to see and feel while the harem took their sweet time buckling each of the leather straps first around their legs and arms, then across their backs to make sure that neither would be leaving until the Captain was all well and done with them.

As they stared up close and personal at the empty chairs that sat squarely in front of them, it didn’t take long for them to figure out the primary feature of their bondage positions as the First Mate walked over and patted Katrina on the top of her head, then unceremoniously dropped her pants and underwear and slunk down into the chair which put her crotch right at eye-level with the woman’s head.

Scooting herself forward just a touch was all it took for Katrina to suddenly find her face buried in the well-spoken pirate’s pussy, to which she did what she could only assume was expected of her and began to lick it anxiously.

Gesturing to the other pirate that she had brought in with her, the First Mate spoke up, “Go ahead and pull up a chair – you might as well get that one warmed up before Captain Sayyidia gets here…”

Dropping her own pants and settling into the chair next to her boss, the two leaned back and sighed out loud as Jen and Katrina were both put to work suckling between the legs of their captors. The pungent aroma overwhelming Jen’s nose made her lose track of the fact that this was the first time that she’d ever gone down on a woman, though the restrictive bonds around her arms and legs, and even around her waist left little for her to be self-conscious about as the two pirate women joked and drank from the bottles that the harem girls produced for them from the Captain’s private stash.

Both got lost in their task as they dutifully lapped at the wet folds on top of their faces until suddenly they found themselves being granted a bit of stimulation of their own as the Captain’s harem had finished tending to their guests and now had taken to kneeling behind the women’s benches, sensually kissing and sucking on their own horny pussies with great prowess while the two did their best to focus on the women in front of them – both of whom were also carrying very large swords.

Some fifteen minutes had gone by and the First Mate was very close to cumming on Katrina’s face when the door to the suite swung open and Captain Sayyidia herself strode in – a stunning redhead adorned in rich, brown leather and a pair of gorgeous knee-high boots.

Of course, the only notification that Jen and Katrina got of the woman’s arrival was a sharp slap on each of their asses from the leather glove she’d removed from her hand as they both remained vehemently focused on serving the women in front of them…

“This is what I like to see!” the Captain announced proudly as she walked past the carnal display and poured her own drink before stepping over to where her First Mate was sitting.

“Where did we pick these two pretty, little sluts up?” the tall woman asked as she surveyed the decadent handiwork that they were being put through.

“The crew found them stowed away two days out from Maya Cay,” the First Mate reported as she gently ran her fingers through Katrina’s hair.

“And are they worth keeping around?” the Captain added with a raised eyebrow as she watched the two others enjoying themselves.

The First Mate shrugged with a grin.

“I think they’ve got potential – as long as we make sure they know who’s boss around here sooner rather than later…”

“We can certainly do that,” the Captain laughed before looking down at the pirate her First Mate had brought with her.

“I’ve been hearing good things about you,” she told her with a smile, “but for right now, you’re in my seat…”

The woman’s eyes shot open as she nearly jumped out of the seat while Jen’s tongue still wildly licked between her legs.

“So sorry, ma’am…”

“It’s ok,” the Captain smiled as she patted her worker on the shoulder. “Am I going to like what I find with this one???”

The woman smiled.

“She’s a tender one. Sweet, but thorough…”

“Then please close the door behind you, private…” the Captain snickered as she settled into her seat next to her first officer, lifting Jen’s head by her long, blonde hair and guiding her precisely where she needed to feel her eager lips the most.

As the door closed with the pirate’s departure, the aural stimulation echoing throughout the room seemed to grow more intense – from the sounds of the licking and sucking itself to the gentle sighs and purrs let out not only by the Captain and her First Mate, but also by Katrina and Jen themselves as their predicament seemed to get the best of them and they found themselves better able to enjoy the cunnilingus that the Captain’s harem seemed to be expertly qualified to provide.

Lifting up her leg and putting one of her booted feet over Jen’s shoulder, it was only fitting that Captain Sayyidia was the first to raise her voice as she began to moan from aggressively grinding the girl’s mouth and nose into her sopping wet crotch.

“Ohhhhhh god!”

“FUCK!!!”

“Arrrrgggghhhhhh!”

Though much more reserved in the wake of her Captain, soon the First Mate began to spasm as well and both Jen and Katrina found themselves licking their respective captors to a pair of vigorous orgasms all the while they too had thirsty tongues sucking hungrily on their juicy pussy lips.

The harem girls, however, seemed to be well-versed in taking them to the edge without actually letting them cum, as the two often whimpered into the pussies in front of them while thighs clamped down on their ears and rode their faces to one incredible orgasm after another.

When the Captain had finally decided that she’d had enough, all it took was a mere snap of her fingers and her harem had pulled back away from their own work while her First Mate took a moment to steady herself and stand up from having Katrina’s face buried between her legs.

“Ladies – that will do for now…” she waved them away before walking over to her armoire, studying something intently in the top drawer before eventually making her selection out of sight of the two girls who were still bound on their benches in her quarters.

“Which one do you think gets the bigger one?!” Captain Sayyidia asked her officer with a chuckle as Jen and Katrina heard the sounds of straps being tightened behind them.

In a daze as the ship rocked back and forth while they remained bound on their hands and knees, Jen and Katrina were equally shocked as they suddenly found themselves penetrated by the thick strap-ons that the Captain and her First Mate had donned, with the larger, black cock invading Jen’s poor pussy until she nearly felt like she was going to split.

Neither could hold in their emotions anymore, rapidly filling the room with guttural groans of agony and pleasure as the two pirates took liberties fucking their bound bodies like they had clearly done many times before.

Smacking Jen’s pale ass as she rammed the rubber dildo into her sore pussy, Captain Sayyidia called out, “I like this one! I think she’s going to make a fine addition to my harem … once we get her good and broken in!”

With the tight leather corsets restricting their breathing and their bondage reducing them down to common fuck holes for the pirates, it was all that Katrina and Jen could do to kneel in the middle of the Captain’s room and take their punishment through pleasure, moaning and screaming as the two seemed to compete to see who could fuck their captive maiden the hardest.

“I can’t take anymore!” Katrina cried out as the First Mate thrust her cock into her over and over again.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!” Jen called out with the Captain’s cock fully inside of her canal, stretching her as she struggled weakly against her bonds.

The pirates chuckled and imagined the comradery no doubt taking place above deck with their erotic moans as the soundtrack until finally both Jen and Katrina together shared one final, ear-splitting orgasm before their entire world suddenly went dark.

* * * * * * * * * *

Nearly forty-five minutes had passed since the girls’ shared experience on the high seas had ended and they had been unstrapped and led back to the dressing room where their host helped them curl up on the sofa in the corner and come back from subspace with some warm blankets and tea. Still wearing the latex suits that had taken them through an unimaginable landscape of pleasure that evening, Jen and Katrina cuddled together quietly until finally Jen worked up the energy to speak…

“I think my whole body is tingling right now,” she said with a giggle and a beaming smile.

Katrina grinned in return, “So what do think of fetish night?”

The two laughed before eventually Jen squeaked out, “I think I should’ve came a long time ago!”

Glancing at the time on their phones that were tossed nearby, Katrina finally mentioned, “It’s getting late and they’re probably going to kick us out soon. I suppose we should peel ourselves out of these suits now…”

“How much do you think they’d cost if we wanted to keep them?” Jen asked with a sly grin as she strained to lean forward to begin unlacing her boots.

“We probably don’t want to know!” her friend laughed. “But I think I’m going to ask when the next time they’re going to be here is…”

“It’s a date!” Jen grinned as she reached over and caressed the red latex on her friend’s leg before returning to her own suit.

“Are you sleeping over tonight?” Katrina then asked her as she began to work on removing her latex as well.

“Sure!” Jen smiled brightly.

As she leaned over to give her friend a gentle kiss on the lips, Jen added with a wink, “Maybe tomorrow you could show me some of the other kinky toys that you’ve been hiding from me!”

Katrina grinned as she shot back proudly, “See – I told you that tonight was going to be the best night of your life…”
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