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Part 1:

A Sister-in-Law’s Revenge


















“So Kate told me that I could beat you…” Jenna announced to
me nonchalantly as I walked in the front door and found her lounging in front
of the TV in the living room.


I stopped and looked up from the mail in my hands, tilting
my head similar to that of a confused puppy before replying, “I beg your
pardon?”


“You heard me,” the blonde replied curtly. “I was talking to
my sister the other day and told her that I didn’t like the attitude that
you’ve had with me lately. She agreed that you have been particularly
rude to me, and when she asked what I wanted her to do about it, I told her
that I wanted a night alone with you to discipline you like she does.”


“Uh huh … wait, how do you know about that???” I
questioned her as my face began to blush.


Jenna laughed.


“Do you really think that she could keep something
like that to herself?! Besides, who do you think bought her that wooden paddle
with the holes in it last year for her birthday???”


“…a friend?” I asked somewhat sheepishly as I grew
increasingly uncomfortable with the thought of my wife’s sister knowing all of
the kinky details that we enjoy behind closed doors…


“And what better friend does a woman have than her
sister?!” she replied with a sarcastic smile.


As I stood there somewhat in shock, she continued laughing
to herself before finally standing up, taking her purse in one hand and the
remote control for the TV in the other, and walked towards me. I stared
silently at the floor as she approached and stood right in front of me, then
handed me the remote.


“Well, I’m gonna go, so I guess you can have this…” she
beamed as the remote passed from her hand to mine. “Sounds like you need to
have a talk with your wife.”


Her heels clicked against the tile floor as I watched her
walk to the door. Before leaving, though, she turned and looked back at me, and
then spoke, “You know, I’m real happy to hear how you worship my sister like
every good husband should, but that doesn’t let you off the hook with me. I
expect to be treated with respect, too. You worship one woman in this
family, you worship all of the women in this family!”


As she turned and walked out the door, the last thing I
heard her shout was, ”See you Friday night!” just before the door closed shut
behind her.


* * * * * * * * * *


“This isn’t up for discussion – you’ll do exactly what
she says or be prepared to suffer the consequences when I find out that you
didn’t,” I told him firmly as he complained about what my sister had told him
earlier while he finished washing the last of the dishes.


“But what if she does something wrong – you can’t just swing
a whip at anywhere on the body … she could really hurt me!” Benjamin protested.


“That girl knows a lot more about BDSM than you think,” I
retorted as I shifted in my chair by the table and took another sip of my wine.
“Besides, I think she might be right. I’ve listened to you bitch about her for
far too long. I thought I trained you that all women deserve your
respect – it looks bad on me when my sister, of all people, says that
you’re not honoring her as any other random woman that you might cross on the
street!”


“…but … but …” he tried to interject.


“Don’t argue with me!” I told him, raising my voice. “What
did I teach you about how you should treat other women???”


He looked back at me as he finished his task, then meekly
replied as he saw the face that matched my tone, “…with honor and respect,
just as if she were my own queen…”


“And what happens if you don’t???” I continued sternly.


“…I get punished, ma’am…”


“And so what’s my sister going to do to you on Friday???”


“…she’s going to punish me, ma’am…”


“Why???”


“…because I’ve dishonored and disrespected her, and I
deserve it…”


“Now come over here and say it all together,” I commanded him,
taking another drink from my wine glass.


Placing his dishrag on the counter, he walked over to where
I sat – head hung low – and began, “Jen…”


“Wait,” I stopped him abruptly. “That’s not how this works.
Take off your clothes, get on your knees, and try again…”


I took notice that his breathing had increased, which meant
I was getting to him. I watched impatiently as he fumbled to remove first his
shirt, then pants, socks, and finally underwear until all that remained was the
plastic chastity belt locked between his legs … the sight of which always makes
me smile. As he carefully knelt down so that my shoes now dangled prominently
in his face as I sat in the chair high in front of him, he instinctively spread
his legs, crossed his wrists behind his back, and turned his eyes to the floor
out of respect for my presence…


“Good … now say it,” I coaxed.


Benjamin swallowed nervously, then softly spoke, “Jenna’s
going to punish me because I’ve dishonored and disrespected her, and I deserve
to be punished.”


“Kiss my shoe, and then say it again.”


He leaned forward until his lips gently came into contact
with my black patent pumps, then he repeated himself…


“Jenna’s going to punish me because I’ve dishonored and
disrespected her, and I deserve to be punished.”


“Again.”


“Jenna’s going to punish me because I’ve dishonored and
disrespected her, and I deserve to be punished.”


“Again.”


“Jenna’s going to punish me because I’ve dishonored and
disrespected her, and I deserve to be punished.”


As he continued to alternate between his mantra and my
shoes, I casually picked up my phone and, knowing that he dared not look up
from his new task, held it to record about 20 seconds of his ritual.


A couple of minutes passed in this repetitious manner until
my phone buzzed, revealing a text message that had just been received in
response to the video clip that I had sent moments earlier…


Kate: Thought you might like to see what
we’ve been working on tonight.


Jenna: LOL – glad to see we’re all on the
same page! Can’t wait for Friday. :)


* * * * * * * * * *


Muffled cries filled the room as the wooden paddle smacked
against my brother-in-law’s ass for more times than I even cared to count
Friday evening.


His fingers weakly clung to the chains that ran from the
leather cuffs locked around his wrists up to the ceiling, with a similar pair
connecting his ankles – spread about three feet apart - to steel rings in the
floor.


Over his head he wore a leather hood that I had laced
tightly into place hours ago, a single zipper down the front currently closed
as his only remaining hope for sight and fresh air amid a sea of agony.


His only article of clothing was a skimpy, leather jock to
conceal the chastity cage that Kate had left him locked in, providing me full
access to the ass that I had been pummeling into first a tender shade of pink …
which upon further impact had since transcended into a much more menacing and
gruesome dark red.


As I returned to the nightstand where I had laid out the
variety of implements to choose from that evening, I heard the front door open
at the other end of the house and a moment later, my sister Kate walked into
the room and got her first look at what I had been doing to her husband over
the last couple of hours…


“Hey, sister - you look cute tonight! How was dancing?!” I turned
to greet her as Benjamin enjoyed a temporary reprieve hanging in the center of
the room.


“Thanks – it was a lot of fun … we all had such a blast. You
look great, too!” she smiled, hinting at the cream leather dress and matching
boots that I’d chosen for my domination ensemble that evening.


“Yeah, I was going for a certain vibe for tonight, so
I thought that the leather worked well…”


“Well, it sure looks like you found your vibe,” Kate gushed
as she turned attention to her husband and more specifically, his badly bruised
ass, “it looks like somebody’s been busy!”


I laughed with a hint of pride as I shared the view of my
handiwork.


“Oooh – wanna see what we’ve been working on
tonight?!” I asked her with a sly grin as I turned back to the nightstand and selected
a long and slender rattan cane from the pile of implements.


“Absolutely!” she replied eagerly, taking a seat nearby.


Walking around to his front, I took the zipper pull for the
leather hood that was situated below his chin, unlocked it with the small key
that hung on a chain around my wrist, and then carefully undid the zipper until
the front of the hood opened up and I found myself looking in a pair of rather
teary eyes that had clearly been enduring a lot of pain since they’d last seen
the light of day. Without saying a word, I reached out and gently wiped the
tears from his cheek with my thumb, and then calmly stepped back behind him and
readied my first stroke…


The slice through his ass was quick and brutal, I’m sure by
now 10x worse than his earlier canings as all of the welts have compounded
across his skin, and although his sudden gasp admittedly did send a rush
through my body, it was without a doubt the words that followed like clockwork
that were truly music to my ears.


“Jenna is a beautiful goddess – punishment and pain are
all that I’m worthy to receive from her.”


*snap*


“Jenna is a beautiful goddess – I long to be the dirt on
the bottom of her shoe.”


*crack*


“Jenna is a beautiful goddess – my ass is her playground
and I deserve to be tortured.”


*thwack*


“Jenna is a beautiful goddess – please hit me harder
because I know that I deserve it.”


Each stroke landed slightly off from the last to ensure
maximum coverage, and it wasn’t until after several sets when he started to
forget his lines that I began to hit him harder in those repeat areas, all the
while my sister looked on with a loving approval that just made me want to push
her husband even harder.


When we got to a point where his responses were limited to
little more than stuttering my name, I set my weapon back down and walked
around to face him once again. Taking his chin between my thumb and forefinger
as his head hung low in defeat, I waited for him to stammer out his final line…


“Thank you, Jenna, for my punishment…”


…before giving him a quick kiss on the lips and then zipping
the hood back down and locking it closed once again.


“Good show!” Kate said with a smile as she gave me a golf
clap from her seat across the room. “So tell me … how do you feel about his
progress overall so far this evening???”


“I’m not gonna lie,” I told her as I ran my fingernails down
his all but defeated back as I stepped towards her, “I have been pretty
impressed with how he’s turned around in the short few hours that we’ve spent
together tonight, but…”


“But?” she inquired with a curious concern.


“…but I’m concerned that he might just go back to the way he
acted before once he’s had a couple of days to rest and heal up, you know? What
if he puts on a good game here tonight, but it’s all just an adrenaline-rushed
show???” I told her with a hint of despair in my voice.


Kate stood up and walked over to where her husband hung by
his wrists, this time giving him a more thorough inspection and running her
fingertips along some of his most vivid impact areas to gauge just how much I
had put him through. After a few moments of quiet contemplation, she finally
turned back to me and spoke…


“Well, first of all I can tell you for certain that these
marks are for real – they’re probably more intense than anything I’ve put him
through in a while, so I don’t know if I’d necessarily worry about him faking
it, per say … but at the same time, this is all about you and
how you’re feeling around him. If you don’t think that he’s ready
yet, then maybe you need a little more time to help get your point across
to him.”


“Really, sister?!” I exclaimed as my eyes lit up at her
proposal.


We came together for a warm, sisterly embrace and hugged for
a moment before she whispered reassuringly, “You’re my sister – if we
have to do this every weekend until he learns to respect you, then
that’s exactly what we’re going to do!”


“Awwww, thanks…” I whispered back softly.


“Besides, I can always use a nice, relaxing weekend at the
spa, anyways!” she said with a laugh. “In fact, I’ve actually already got
my bags packed because I was kind of anticipating this sort of thing!”


I followed her out into the other room away from her husband
while she gathered her things and made a quick phone call to confirm her
reservations at the resort nearby. Before turning to head out the door, she
stopped and said, “Oh – wait … I almost forgot. You’re going to need these…”


First bending down to her feet, I watched as she removed the
small, gold anklet – the same special anklet that held the key to Benjamin’s
chastity belt – and delicately place it around my own booted right ankle.
Surprised, I interrupted her, “You don’t need to give me that – I don’t plan on
unlocking him this weekend anyways…”


“You might want to rethink that!” Kate warned as she
stood up and then reached into her bag to produce a small package which she
handed to me.


“What’s this?” I asked as I turned back the flaps, not a
moment later answering my own question though as I saw inside a new black
leather parachute to place around a man’s balls, and upon closer inspection, it
became notable that the interior of the pouch was in fact lined with dozens of
extremely sharp spikes! Also inside the box were a small assortment of weights
that could be hung off the ends of the parachute, much to the discomfort of whoever
happened to be wearing it at the time…


“You know, I was going to break them in myself later on this
month, but it sounds like they might better serve your cause over the next
couple of days,” my sister chuckled as she ran her own finger over the spikes
to sample their sharpness as well. “I hope I ordered enough of the weights, but
if he doesn’t seem to be giving you the desired response, feel free to
get creative and find some other things around the house to make up the
difference!”


“We’ll definitely have to try these out tomorrow!” I
chuckled, setting the box on the counter. “I was actually thinking about
wrapping things up and letting him down just before you walked in – maybe put
him to work polishing up my boots as a little reward for lasting so long…”


“I’m sure he’d love that and you could probably use a break
off those heels, too!” Kate replied. “But you know what … give him one more
round before you throw any sympathy his way, and tell him it was at my
direction. I would’ve given you the rest of the weekend with him
regardless, but it disappoints me to hear that he hasn’t worked harder to sway
your doubt just yet. Maybe a lasting impression will help to change his tune
for tomorrow.”


“As you wish!” I told her with a smile. At that we hugged
once more and I helped her out the door before eventually saying goodbye and
locking up behind her. Returning to the kitchen, I poured myself a fresh glass
of wine and then made my way back into the inner sanctum where my
brother-in-law still hung precisely where I had left him. Setting my new box of
toys off to the side, I took a cat o’ nine tails made of the most gorgeous
black and purple and blue leathers and swung it a couple of practice swings
through the air, both marveling at the sound each of the braids made cutting
through the air in unison and then also taking note of the coincidence that
parts of Benjamin’s body had now dulled to match the same colors of the new
implement which I held in my hand!


Walking up behind him, I took his leather-wrapped head in my
hands, jerked it back violently, and purred into his ear, “It looks like we’ve
got a little more time together after all, my little bitch! I hope you don’t
think that you’ve had it rough so far because the worst is still yet to come.
You will learn to respect me by the time I’m finally done with you, and
whether it’s out of love or fear, I’m gonna leave that one up to
you because from where I’m standing now, it doesn’t really matter to me
anymore…”











Part 2:

A Sister-in-Law’s Ritual


 

















A lot has changed since that fateful weekend nearly thirteen
months ago when I first taught my brother-in-law a few things about courtesy
and respect through one of the most intense discipline sessions he’d ever
endured to date.


Of course, it didn’t happen overnight … in fact, it was
quite the contrary. For the first couple of weeks after our time together, he
was a perfect angel, and actually even went out of his way to wait on me when I
came over. I’m not gonna lie – I was really eating it all up and having a good
time with it, until I started to notice my special treatment going away.
He didn’t necessarily go back to acting like he had before, but he didn’t go
out of his way for me, either, and in those short, few weeks I had really
grown accustomed to being brought drinks when I came over to visit or having
him help me with my coat at the door.


So I brought this up to Kate one day when we were out for
lunch, just the two of us, and that’s when she reached into her purse and
pulled out a small, manila envelope, which she slid over the table to me…


“What’s this?” I asked as I opened the envelope to find a
stack of photos inside.


“Do you remember at the end of your weekend with Benjamin
when I asked you to take some pictures of what you had just done???” she asked
me with a rhetorical look on her face.


I did remember that moment quite well because at the time, I
had actually been concerned that possibly I had taken things too far …
it had been very clear that every muscle ached from the merciless bondage that
I had kept him in, and his entire backside was just an ugly mess of purple and
red from all of the paddling and caning that I had put him through. It had
looked downright brutal, and although she hadn’t told me why at the
time, Kate had instructed me to take some photos of the culmination of our time
together.


I was now staring at those same photos again as she began to
explain herself…


“I knew that it was only going to be a matter of time before
we were back here again,” she said as she took a sip from her iced tea. “You made
an impact on him – don’t get me wrong – but remember, men are creatures
of habit. They need constant reinforcement to keep them on the right track, or
otherwise … they stray.”


I flipped back and forth through the pictures as she talked,
remembering back to that night and the weekend that followed … the leather
dress that I had picked out just for the occasion … the way it made me laugh
uncontrollably when I listened to him grovel for my forgiveness, all before
laying into his ass with another set from that vicious cane…


“I think you know what needs to happen…” my sister
finally trailed off as she returned to her drink. “I can’t force him to honor
you – only you can do that.”


“Ok,” I said resolutely. “But what are you willing to
let me do???”


Without giving it a second thought, Kate quickly replied,
“Anything.”


“Anything?”


“You’re my sister…” she told me. “He may be my
husband and I love him to death, but you’re my sister and I won’t
tolerate you feeling like anything less than a queen when you come to visit
my house.”


“If it takes turning him into your personal slave, if
it takes locking him in your closet for days at a time – whatever the
cost, my sister’s happiness is worth it.”


“I… I guess I don’t even know where to begin at this point…”
I confessed as I glanced down at the photos in my hands again. “I mean, if this
wasn’t enough…”


“Well, remember – it was enough for a while,” Kate
countered, “so maybe what you need is just a little regular bonding time with
Ben to make him understand your position in his life.”


I thought for a moment.


“Which is, exactly???”


“You’re a woman, so you’re his superior, and even
more so, you’re his wife’s sister, which makes you a goddess as
far as I’m concerned! He should be treating my sister exactly the same that
he treats me.”


I laughed, though quickly acknowledging afterwards for the
record, “But I don’t want to sleep with your husband!”


“You don’t have to!” Kate chuckled in reply. “Hell, after
hearing about all of this, I’m not too keen about having sex with him
right now, either … but what’s important is that he wants to have sex with
you. Men are animals – they want to have sex with everything, so
that’s how you hook ‘em … by making them think that they actually have a
chance, and then once you have their attention you can start to mold them
into what you actually want them to be…”


“I just don’t want to interfere with anything between the
two of you…”


“I’m honestly not really very worried about that,” my sister
comforted me from across the table. “The end goal here is to get him to respect
and honor all women – not just me, and so if he’s not
going to take the lesson how I tried to present it to him, maybe he
deserves to have someone else come in and play the teacher for a
while.”


We sat in silent thought for a couple of minutes,
interrupted briefly to order our dessert, and as the waitress brought our
selections, I looked up and asked Kate, “So … any suggestions on what I should
do?”


“Well, and I want to be clear that you have my unwavering
support with whatever you decide is necessary … anything at all … I
do have a couple of guiding suggestions,” she offered.


“I think you need to look at it in a number of phases –
perhaps punishment, rehabilitation, and reward. I think your
first meetings with him have to be very straight and to the point – you’re
not pleased, and this is the result. Once you know that he’s actually
listening, then you can change things up a bit and try to teach him, and
once he’s actually learning … that’s when you can finally start to give
him a bit of a break.”


“That makes sense,” I admitted as I ate my strawberry
cheesecake. “So just to be clear … when you say anything…”


Kate laughed again and just shook her head.


“I’ll tell you what – let’s make this easy!” she told me
with a grin. “As long as you don’t permanently mark or disfigure my husband,
you’re good! Otherwise, I don’t even need to know about it … it’s
between you and him … in fact, maybe it will be better that way. I’ll tell him
to expect some time with you twice a week, and beyond that unless you need
me, I’m out of the picture.”


Taking a deep breath as I looked down past my empty dessert
plate towards the photos that had now been placed off to the side, I knew that
I had a lot of planning to do…


* * * * * * * * * *


 “Jenna - I’m sorry if I offended you.”


That was the first note that my sister’s husband left for me
before the first of our new sessions.


He had been given very simple instructions – he was to write
one sentence to me, then he was to lock a heavy bondage hood around his
head, and finally lock himself down to the padded bondage horse that stood in
the center of the room.


That first night I caned his ass and thighs for an hour
straight, then wrote, “Nowhere near good enough…” at the bottom of his
note, unlocked his cuffs from the bench, and left.


Two days later, he left me, “Jenna – I’m very sorry that
I offended you!”


He got the same treatment, but that time I also went to work
on his feet until I couldn’t imagine how he’d be able to walk around the office
the next day.


“Jenna - I’ll try to be a better brother-in-law.”


Now we were starting to get somewhere, but still just starting
because, well, he did only say that he would try to be better.


That night I left his feet alone and instead shoved a steel
butt plug in his ass before applying my cane. At the end of the night, I wrote
him a geeky reply that I thought he would appreciate, “Do or do not – there
is no try.”


With our next session came – “Jenna – I will be a
better brother-in-law – I’m sorry.”


He was learning, so in our fourth session I finally put my
cane down and instead took up a firm leather paddle. His ass still got quite
the workout, but I was happy to start seeing improvement and at the end of our
session that night simply replied, “Prove it.”


Our fifth session came as a surprise when in addition to his
note that read – “Jenna - please hit me harder because I know that I deserve
it.” – Benjamin had also left out a set of three brand new canes that had
clearly been purchased from a master craftsman overseas, presented to me as a
gift.


Not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I probably put
him through one of the most brutal sessions that we’d ever had to date, at one
point taking a pause to tighten his restraints even further to ensure a minimal
amount of struggle, at the end of it all signing my reply as, “Thank you for
the wonderful gift…”


The next week he left a note simply stating, ”All I
deserve is pain.”


That week I just watched him in silence for two hours
straight, merely scribbling, “What makes you think that you deserve anything???”
on my way out.


We probably went back and forth like this twice a week for
several months, me sometimes feeling like he was making progress, and then him
trying to manipulate me through my own sessions and pushing us back a square.
There was one time for my birthday that Kate had left out a strap-on and had
written USE ME on his ass in red lipstick, which was fun, but it wasn’t
until about the six month mark that I could say that the tides truly had
started to turn for the better…


“I wish that I was worthy to worship you.” – his note
had said, and so on a whim I decided to change things up a bit, and for the
first time since our new sessions had begun, I unlocked him from the bench
myself and treated him to something different.


“Three rules…” I told him before removing his hood and
replacing it with a zipper hood that I could open and close in front at my
leisure. “1) Don’t speak unless you’re spoken to. 2) Keep your
eyes on my feet at all times – you haven’t earned any better than that. And 3)
…don’t make me regret this.”


I first put him on his knees and instructed him to spend
twenty minutes with his lips on the heel of my shoe … no movement, no kissing,
no licking – just his lips on my shoe.


Once he had completed that task, I zipped his hood back
closed and had him spend another twenty minutes on his knees – this time as my
footstool.


His next twenty minutes were then spent unzipped as I
permitted him to suck on my stiletto heel…


And lastly, I had him spend twenty minutes kneeling in front
of me with his eyes closed while I just watched him … a task much
more humbling than one would think when all that they’ve been known to
experience from an individual over the last months is pain and more
pain. It was interesting to watch the expressions on his face – to see him
wince as he thought I was about to do something, and even to see him grow
erect when I would do something as simple as run my finger gently down his
arm.


At the end of this all, I told him to open his eyes but keep
them focused on the ground, and I told him that I still needed to discipline
him that night … however instead of returning him to the bench, after careful
thought and deliberation, I put him over my knee and told him that I was going
to spank him with my bare hand as many times as he said that I should…


He responded to each spank with a simple, “Thank you,
Jenna,” with the understanding that when he stopped thanking me for them, I
would stop.


But he never did.


As each swat landed, his ass grew more and more pink, then
eventually shifted to red, but like a soldier he continued as he had been told
right until the very end. After several hundred when my hand finally started
hurting, I decided to end it. Placing him back in the center of the room as I
always left him, I wrote my best response to date on his latest note – “I
wish that I was worthy to worship you.”


“Maybe you are.”


The sessions didn’t stop, nor did they by any means grow less
intense, and there were still times when I felt the need to use my canes to
grasp his attention … but there were also times when I didn’t raise a cane or a
paddle to him at all, instead putting him to task cleaning off my favorite pair
of leather boots or humiliating him by making him masturbate himself in front
of me while I ran electric shocks through his balls. Our sessions became fun
as opposed to arduous, and in the end it felt closer to actual bonding than
it resembled the discipline or torture that I’d come to expect.


On the one year anniversary of that fateful weekend that
changed everything, I came into our playroom to not only find Benjamin
self-bound and waiting for me as scheduled, but also a collage that had been
placed up on the wall ... presumably put together or at least with help from my
sister because it featured a variety of photos that I had taken from various
parts of our sessions – both positive, worship sessions and also one from that
very first day … and all were centered around a now framed version of the most
memorable note that had stood out to him:


“I wish that I
was worthy to worship you.”


“Maybe you
are.”


Benjamin’s note for that evening bore only three words – “Thank
you, Jenna…” and after an extended session that I can quite simply only
describe as special, I was happy to write back to him with all of the
sincerity that I know, “You’re welcome, slave.”
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After being taken off guard when she first discovers her boyfriend’s
chastity fetish, Kelly quickly learns how she can exploit it to her own
advantage as they pay a very provocative visit to their local adult toy store
so that she can choose his replacement while he’s locked up!


Rope
Marks

Sara’s secret afternoon bondage adventure is out of the bag when her
husband notices rope marks on her wrists, so she decides to spice up their
evening a bit by sharing with him every last twist and turn that the sensual
ropes took around her body before driving her to an unbelievably intense
climax…


Monica’s
Chastity Challenge

12 months under lock and key is the agreement that they came to and
right from the very start, she’s going to make sure that he suffers through
every last drop of this exciting display of tease and denial as a submissive
man commits himself to chastity … and to her…


Enjoying
My Bondage

Callie Stephens loves bondage – and these are but the first of
her kinky stories, featuring her first self-bound hogtie, a tribute to her
leather fetish with a custom leather sleepsack, and even an extra special
bondage predicament designed especially for her…


My
Sweet Little Chastity Bitch (by Veronica Ash)

Surprising her submissive boyfriend with a shiny, stainless steel
chastity belt, Michelle savors his newfound position beneath her as she taunts
and teases him relentlessly before turning her attention to her own pleasure
while he watches in a deliciously desperate agony that only makes her even
hotter!












About KinkyWriter.com


Did you enjoy the story that you just read here today?


KinkyWriter.com publishes a vast array of exclusively
kink-related erotica covering all of your favorite kinks, including:


bondage _
domination _ chastity _ fetishes


crossdressing _
spanking _ humiliation _ masturbation


discipline _ tease
& denial _ latex _ CBT _ high heels


leather _ role
playing _ submission _ torture _ electroplay


cuckolding _
hypnosis _ forced orgasms _ isolation


Be sure to check out our other authors for even more naughty
fun!


·            
KinkyWriter


·            
KinkyWriter
Erotic Bundles


·            
Mistress
Elizabeth Simone’s FemDom Sessions


·            
Veronica
Ash’s Naughty Fantasies


Thanks for reading – come again soon!


KinkyWriter.com – exploring the world of kink through
the written word…

http://www.kinkywriter.com
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