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Allison felt a nervous trepidation
as she pulled into one of the parking spots in the alley alongside the plain,
red brick building. Unmarked save for the black numbers over the steel door
that appeared to be little more than the same type of service entrance that
every other tenant in the same building had, between the pictures she had seen
on the website and the subsequent emails that she had exchanged in the previous
weeks, despite the uneasy feeling in her stomach, she had little doubt that
this was the right place…


Glancing around her mirrors first to ensure that as far as
she could tell she was the only one around, the young woman finally took a deep
breath and opened her car door. The alley was quiet, save for the occasional
car driving by on the main road nearby. Of course, it was the middle of a
Tuesday afternoon and most people were likely at work during that time, but for
her this was a bit of a special occasion that required some planning to
ensure that ultimately her surprise was able to go off without a hitch.


Slinging her leather handbag over her shoulder, Allison
quickly locked her car doors and took another look around as she made her way
to the nondescript door marked 352. Her low heels echoed through the
long alleyway as she made careful to avoid the random puddles on the pavement,
anxious to press the small, round button near the door once she quickly
confirmed that the door itself was locked.


“Allison Hall to see Madame Genevieve…” she called
out apprehensively as she depressed the button, continuing to look about her
anxiously until finally she heard a faint buzz and the door clicked open.


Stepping in from the rainy cold, Allison was quickly treated
to an ambiance much different from what she had expected as she found herself
in a small reception area with a number of plush chairs for waiting – the
coffee table between them had a small array of fetish magazines spread about,
and small desk sat in one corner of the room with a petite, blonde girl typing
away at the computer, who looked up momentarily to greet her…


“Miss Hall – welcome!” the girl chimed brightly as she waved
her over in the otherwise empty room. The blonde smiled over a pair of cat-eye
glasses as she explained, “The Madame is just finishing with another client, so
she’ll be with you shortly if you’d like to take a seat. I just need to get a
copy of your ID for security purposes, and I have a couple of quick forms for
you to sign…”


Allison retrieved her wallet from her purse and handed over
her license as the receptionist in turn handed her several sheets of paper and
a pen.


“Feel free to read through that, and I or Madame Genevieve can answer any questions that you have
before you go back,” she explained warmly. “They’re basically just liability
forms – to show that you’re here on your own free will, that you intend
to respect the privacy rules that we have in place, and that sort of
thing.”


Allison simply nodded as she glanced over the papers while
she took her handbag off of the desk and went back to sit down in one of the
chairs nearby. Although she grazed a handful of keywords off of the top sheet,
catching note of words like consensual and safe words and pain
threshold, she soon found herself distracted as her eyes drifted to one of
the magazines in front of her featuring a woman dressed in tight leather, with
one of her high heels digging into the back of a man who was on his hands and
knees before her…


Nervously reaching forward, she took the glossy feature and
flipped open to a random page, quickly finding herself mesmerized by the
corseted pair of ladies mirroring one another in a pair of seductive black and
red leather ensembles. The young brunette could only imagine what their outfits
felt like in person – tightly laced in back to produce those hourglass figures
that would leave any man, her husband included, utterly speechless! For
a brief moment she imagined herself in one of their places – spiked heels on
her feet, a riding crop in one hand and a leash hanging from the other – and
the thrill enticed her until unexpectedly she heard her name called and quickly
snapped back into reality.


“Mrs. Hall?” the voice chirped sweetly as she looked up to
see her host in the flesh for the very first time. “You can come back now …
feel free to bring that if you’d like … if it’s given you any ideas!”


Allison took a deep breath as she collected her things, including
the magazine, and stood up to greet the woman she had exchanged emails
online earlier with as Madame Genevieve. Looking almost exactly as
ravishing as she had in her pictures, the tall woman towered over Allison by
more than six inches, though the spiked stiletto boots that laced up to her
knees surely accounted for a good part of it. Around her hips hung a sexy,
leather skirt that would’ve concealed most of her legs if it weren’t for the
long slit that started nearly at the top of her thigh and allowed the skirt to
flow down her fishnet-clad legs all the way down.


She also wore a matching leather corset that covered her
breasts and went to great lengths to emphasize the woman’s gorgeous figure,
topped off by a sparkling necklace that hung around her neck and a bright red
pair of lips that did well to complete her sultry motif. If it wasn’t for the
glowing smile and cheerful tone in her voice, Allison would’ve felt her nerves
overwhelm her and nearly considered chickening out, but instead she simply followed
her host down the hall, her eyes locked alluringly on the flowing leather
around her legs as her stiletto heeled boots drove to define the world which
she was about to step into…


“Right this way,” Genevieve said with a warm smile as she
pointed her guest into the first room off of the main hallway beyond the
reception area. The room appeared to be the woman’s personal office area, as it
was setup with the traditional desk, computer, and some chairs … along with the
not-so-traditional décor that most certainly would not fit into
the office of anyone other than a professional dominant such as herself!
Several tastefully framed photographs lined the walls showing both men and
women posed with the Madame in provocative positions, along with a variety of
other bondage and fetish devices on display such as a rack holding a variety of
leather floggers and whips, a pair of particularly sharp, metal-tipped ankle
boots, and even a rather impending, heavy leather straitjacket that hung
proudly on a hanger in the back corner of the room.


Allison also noticed, somewhat more prominently as she sat
down, a number of framed letters that appeared to be from the woman’s past
clients, praising her wholeheartedly for the things that she had done to help
transform and improve their lives for the better…


“If you’d like to have a seat,” Genevieve offered as she
gestured towards the chairs on the opposite side of her desk, “can I get you
anything to drink? Coffee? Tea? Water?”


“Oh, ummm…” Allison stuttered, “just some water would be
great, thanks.”


The tall woman smiled as she produced a bottle of water from
the small refrigerator tucked into the corner, then reassured her as she took
her own seat behind the desk, “You don’t have to be nervous – like I said in my
emails earlier, this can be whatever you want it to be, so don’t let the
décor spook you if it seems like a bit much…”


“I can take those for you and we’ll finish filling them out
in a bit,” she added as she reached for the papers that her receptionist had
given to Allison and set them to the side as she gave her newest client an
opportunity to get settled.


“So,” she finally began as Allison took off her leather coat
and placed it along with her purse in the empty seat beside her, “you want to
do something special for your husband for your anniversary, and you’d
like me to help you do an extra sexy photo shoot that will blow
his mind from here to Tahiti…”


Allison laughed as Genevieve’s summarization of their
previous online exchanges helped to break the tension.


“Something like that!” she confirmed with a smile. “My
problem has always been that I don’t know what to do … I know that he
gets off on all of this stuff and we’ve even tried to play a few times, but
he’s always having to tell me what to do because I’ll get all dressed up and
I’ll be feeling sexy, and then I’ll tie him to the bed … and then I’m
completely out of ideas from there…”


“Ok,” the woman chuckled in reply. “Well, I can definitely
help you with that. I was thinking that we can walk around and get a few
ideas, then a friend of mine who does photography will be around in about an
hour and she can start shooting, and we’ll just sort of see where it goes from
there – really casual and at your own pace … if you like something, we’ll
play around with it and see what she can shoot, and if not, we’ll move on to
something else! How’s that sound?”


“That sounds great,” Allison thanked her emphatically. “I
really appreciate you taking the time with me … I’m sure you could tell that I
was a little nervous even sending you that first email…”


Genevieve consoled her as she leaned back in her leather
attire, “I know … that’s kind of the thing about my profession – it’s
got sort of this dirty and scary perspective from the outside … I mean,
there are some people who still think that it’s prostitution, but in
reality what I do here is the furthest thing from it. Sure, occasionally we get
bad clients who are just perverted guys in the wrong way who do nothing
but cater to that negative stereotype, but the bulk of the clients that I see understand
that it’s a very special relationship that we foster here.”


“In fact,” she added with a wink, “almost 40% of my clients
now are couples who see me together, so if you’ve ever thought about
looking for ways to help bridge this gap that you talked about between what
he likes and what you know how to deliver…”


Allison giggled and looked down at her feet.


“…but I think that what you want to do today could be a good
start for you as well,” she countered without missing a beat. “Each
person is unique, and if it takes spending a little extra time yourself
learning about all of this stuff at your own pace, then I think I can
teach you a thing or two about it all along the way this afternoon, and we’ll
get you some hot photos for your hubby to drool over by the time we’re
all done, too!”


“Now,” Genevieve asked as she flipped through the pages of
the magazine on her desk that Allison had brought in with her, “I know that you
said your husband was primarily interested in female domination, which is
kind of my specialty anyways! Did you happen to see anything here, or
maybe pick up on anything since our last email that you might want to include
in our session today?”


The girl thought for a moment from the far side of the desk,
then reaching forward to take the magazine from the Madame’s fingers, she
scanned until she found the image of the two women in their corsets and pointed
out, “I think these are kind of sexy. I mean, I’ve never worn a corset
before – not a real one, anyways. He’s bought me a couple of those ones
that you can find in the mall, but they don’t look anything like
these…”


Genevieve grinned as she leaned forward and took a closer
look at the double-page spread that sat between them, then sat back and ran her
hands over her own corset as she replied, “As you might’ve guessed, I’m very
much a fan of corsetry! I’ve got quite the collection back there, so I’m
sure that we can find something that will make you look like a real dominant!”


“With that said,” she continued, glancing over at the girl’s
handbag and coat piled in the chair nearby, “do you think that leather would
be something that he would be interested in? It’s a fairly common fetish among
men … and women, I might add…”


“Oh yeah,” Allison chuckled as her eyes looked over at the
coat herself, and then drifted further to the sexy stiletto spikes on display
on the wall. “He actually bought me my coat because of his fetish … I guess I’m
starting to come around on it all, even though I know some of those things are so
expensive!”


“You aren’t lying there!” the woman laughed in reply. “I
wouldn’t even dare to consider how much I’ve probably spent on leatherwear over
the years and the men certainly do love it, but then again, so do I! There’s
just something about feeling it tight against your skin that’s an incredible
turn on even when there’s nobody else in the room.”


“…you’ll see…” she then added with a wink.


“So we know that we like corsets, and we’d like to try on
some leather…” Genevieve summarized. “What do you say we go back into my
dressing room and start laying out some things for you to try on? Samantha
should be here in just a bit, but it might be fun to get a few of you getting
dressed, too.”


“Ok – you’re the boss!” Allison replied with a smile, though
Genevieve was quick to retort, “Not for long!”


The two then took a few minutes still in the woman’s office
to walk through the forms that Allison had been given earlier, explaining the
various liabilities and making sure that she was comfortable with each one
before she signed her name to the bottom. Allison herself was beginning to feel
a bit more at ease as she realized that underneath all of the whips and
leather, her host was actually a pretty down to earth woman just like she was,
and after they exchanged a few laughs and Allison told her about a few more of
the fantasies that her husband had shared with her, Genevieve then guided her
into the next room down the hall that was itself packed with a number of
rolling racks of clothes that then led into the even larger room that made up
the dominant’s dressing room…


* * * * * * * * * *


“Wow…” Allison couldn’t help but admit in awe as she quickly
found herself surrounded by even more of the incredible fetish clothing that
she had just passed in the hall as well as what adorned the figure of her exotic
host. Colors and scents of everything imaginable, with hanging racks lining the
walls filled with skirts and dresses and corsets made of satin and leather and
even rubber.


On one wall from floor to ceiling she saw high heels of
every conceivable style, from modest and sensible heels to 5” stilettos and
platforms and even some with seemingly comical heights that couldn’t possibly
be walked in, and then even behind that rack she found yet another display
showing off the mistress’s collection of dominating, leather boots – mostly in
black, but with an intriguing variety of straps and buckles and other
embellishments that seemed to catch her eye over and over again as she grew
increasingly overwhelmed by the woman’s incredible collection.


“See anything you like?!” Madame Genevieve asked with a sly
grin as she stepped over to the rack from which a selection of corsets were
hung and casually flipped through them while she glanced back in the direction
of her guest. She smiled warmly as she watched the girl slowly walk along the
walls, her jaw still agape as the pages of the kinky magazine that she had
flipped through earlier – along with many of the photos and websites that her
husband had tried to show her over the years – seemed to be made all the more
real as she could see with her own two eyes the decadently erotic clothing that
the models in those pictures all seemed to wear so perfectly…


“Don’t be afraid to reach out and touch anything that
catches your eye…” Genevieve cooed as she ran her fingers over the smooth, red
leather of the corset in her hands. “If it feels nice beneath your fingertips,
you can only imagine how wonderful it will feel against your bare skin!”


Allison giggled as she took the woman’s invitation and
gently extended her hand towards the rack of skirts in front of her, almost
electrified at the first cool touch of the enticing sensation of leather
against her fingers. Noting that the tight skirt matched her coat already in
color, she briefly imagined walking down the street wearing the sexy attire
along with perhaps a nice pair of boots, and as she thought about the cool
leather gently hugging her hips with every step as all eyes turned to her, she
began to see the allure like she hadn’t quite expected before…


Holding off in the distance, Madame Genevieve gave her guest
some time to simply explore the room at her own pace to give her a chance to
warm up to the idea of fetish fashion without the intimidation that was common
when one considered a lifestyle filled with leather dresses and collars and
whips. But in reality, Allison actually seemed more curious than nervous
as she walked around the racks, taking in the incredible array of leather and
latex and other unique clothes that one would never encounter in a shopping
mall or adult toy store.


Every so often she would catch the young woman holding up a
dress or corset and glancing nonchalantly in her direction, almost as if she
was picturing Genevieve wearing that exact ensemble, and yet all that she could
do was merely smile back warmly as a way of saying that she too would have her
own chance soon enough!


After a good ten or fifteen minutes of silent browsing, the
dominant woman finally spoke up and asked, “So … I know that there’s a lot here
to choose from, but did anything in particular catch your eye, or would you
like to hear some of my suggestions???”


Setting a pair of shiny-spiked stiletto ankle boots back on
their shelf with that same look of awe still dominating her face as she
remembered the similar pair on display in the Madame’s office, Allison turned
to her host and intriguingly replied, “Sure! What did you have in mind?!”


Smiling as she beckoned the girl over to the impressive rack
of corsets that had no doubt been the first to catch her eye, the Madame
reached into the center and produced an incredible, leather overbust corset
featuring a beautiful brocade made of a provocatively sharp crimson red that
just seemed to scream sex in Allison’s eyes. As she offered the hanger
to the girl with a grin on your face, she reported, “I’d like to see you in this,
for starters…”


Then walking over to the row of leather skirts that she had
been eying a few moments earlier, she added, “…and maybe this on the
bottom…” as she took a provocatively short skirt – also in black leather – from
the second rack…


And then finally stepping over to her mountainous display of
shoes, paused and examined the lot for a moment before retrieving the spiked
ankle boots that she had seen Allison admiring and asked, “Did you like these?
Because I think we can totally make these work with those…” as
she gestured towards the other two hangers already in the eager girl’s hands.


“Yeah … ummm, ok!” Allison replied without putting up much
of a fight, admittedly a bit nervous of the prospect of actually trying on any
of the garments that she’d just been gawking, but also reminding herself of the
reason why she was there in the first place.


She glanced down again at the skirt and corset in her hands,
then looked up to the mirror to see them both held against her body, and felt herself
blush a little bit as she asked her new associate, “So where do we start?”


Madame Genevieve smiled again at her progress.


“Well, if you just want to start getting undressed, I’ll
grab you some fresh undergarments to go along with these and then we’ll
work at getting you laced up!” she explained before stepping out of the room
while Allison set her coat and purse on a nearby chair, then stared into the
mirror once more before taking a deep breath and lifting her purple top over
her head.


“I like your lingerie … but I think you’re going to like mine
better…” Genevieve said with a wink as she walked back in a few minutes
later to find her guest standing in only her bra and panties, with the rest of
her clothes already folded neatly on one of the chairs nearby.


“I brought us some white wine anyways,” she told the nearly
naked girl as she set her own glass down on the nearby vanity and then offered
the second to Allison before also handing her a pair of tiny, thong panties in
a bright crimson design that matched the corset she was about to put on. She
also carried what appeared to be a pair of fishnet stockings, which she set to
the side as she explained, “The stockings will have to wait until after your
corset is in place because the garters are built in, but the panties can
replace what you’re wearing now…”


“…and the bra will have to go, too, because the corset will
take care of all of that for you!”


“Rest assured,” she then quickly added as she noted the
hesitation in Allison’s eyes, “that everything you see here is thoroughly
cleaned and sanitized after every use. Just think of it as playing dress-up,
but with much sexier clothes!”


Allison chuckled as she took one last look at her old
self in the mirror while she took a small sip of the white wine that Genevieve
had handed her, then after setting the glass off to the side, she slipped out
of her own underwear in one fell swoop and deposited them on top of the rest of
her clothes before holding the new thong out in front of her to preview, then
slipping them up her legs to their new home. She then held the corset back in
front of her figure once more to see how it went with the matching underwear
until Madame Genevieve surprised her from behind by reaching for the corset,
which she immediately removed from its hanger as she told Allison with a wink,
“Trust me – you’re gonna love it…”


Mesmerized as she watched the woman expertly undo the busk
down the front and then also loosen the laces as she spread the garment out
over the back of a nearby chair, Allison was quickly snapped back into reality
when Genevieve held the corset out in front of her and then gestured for her to
first remove her bra before the woman covered her breasts back up a moment
later with the new sensation of the smooth leather pressing against her bare
skin.


Looking down as the woman knelt before her to buckle the
silver snaps back up the center of the corset, starting at her belly and
working her way north until just between her bosoms, the girl felt her pulse
begin to race as the cool leather slowly took its shape around her body. Once
she finally reached the top, Genevieve grinned at the captivated look on
Allison’s face and whispered, “It gets even better!” as she placed a hand on
the girl’s shoulder and guided her over to a small section of bare wall in the
dressing room where a rod, but without any clothing hanging from it seemed to
be mounted to the wall.


“Now just hold here, and breathe normally…” the woman
explained as she showed Allison how to grip the lacing bar, adding, “This is
going to feel a little different from those other corsets that you’ve
worn, but in a very good way!”


Genevieve allowed her guest a couple of deep breaths to
center herself before she slowly began to take in slack on the laces behind
her, though it wasn’t long before she felt the very new sensation of the corset
cinching down on her seemingly from all angles at the same time…


“The difference between this corset and those ones
you’ve bought at the mall,” the woman explained as she firmly pulled the laces
between her fingers, “is that a good, quality corset should never pinch or
hurt … that constant and even pressure as I tighten the laces is how a
corset is supposed to feel…”


Allison felt her breathing shallow as the beautiful leather
took its form around her torso, at one point closing her eyes and simply
enjoying the mental image of what was transpiring there as the dominant woman
behind her dictated the new fetishwear that she couldn’t wait to see in the
mirror. When she was nearly ready to protest that she didn’t think she could
take a quarter-inch more also happened to be when Madame Genevieve began to
knot off the laces behind her and then, in one glorious reveal, took Allison’s
hand and pointed her back around to the mirror where her jaw nearly dropped at the
spectacle that had been created with but a simple corset.


“Oh my god – my boobs are huge!” she exclaimed
as she ran her fingers down the newfound curves that the corset had
highlighted, charmed by how much more amazing the garment looked tight against
her skin than she ever would’ve imagined when she held it on its hanger only 15
minutes prior.


“You do have some nice boobs!” Genevieve commented
from the sidelines with a wink. “That’s one of the things that I love about
corsets is how they manage to highlight the very best of a woman’s
already ample figure…”


At that moment while Allison’s eyes remained locked on her
new look in the mirror, a knock was heard at the doorway to the dressing room
and the new visitor cheerfully agreed, “I think you’ve got great tits, too!
Beautiful choice of corsets to show them off…”


Madame Genevieve smiled and made light work of introducing
Allison to her friend Sam – the spunky, yet quite talented photographer who
would be lending her skills to bring the married girl’s brainstorm into reality
with her camera that afternoon.


“I see you got started without me, but that’s ok,” she
commented as she quickly knelt down with her gear bag to one side of the room
and talked over her shoulder as she changed lenses on her camera. “What I was
telling Gen earlier was that I’d like to take a few shots in here to warm up
while you’re getting ready – to get you a little more used to the camera – and
then from there we can go wherever the mistress takes us!”


“Ok – that works…” Allison easily agreed as the extra woman
in the room surprisingly helped her to lighten the tension that all of the sexy
surroundings had been building up inside of her. As she turned her attention
back to the mirror, a small smile crept across her face as she saw Genevieve’s
delicate hand slowly wrapping around her taut waist, her skin tingling beneath
the touch separately only by tight leather as the two looked at each other in
the mirror together across from them before the woman asked softly…


“So are you ready for a little more?”


Allison nodded eagerly and did her best not to simply swoon
right there in Madame Genevieve’s arms before the woman guided her over to the
chair at the vanity and handed her the fishnet stockings that she had selected,
and by the time she had balled the first stocking up and was about to slip it
over her red-painted toenails, she found that the photographer had readied
herself and was now kneeling a few feet away from her at the edge of the
vanity.


“Now the biggest thing that you can do…” the redhead
explained calmly to Allison as she listened attentively, “…and I know that
this is going to seem impossible right now, but just try to forget
that I’m even here. Don’t worry about posing for me or smiling at the
right time … Madame Genevieve is going to coach you a little here and there
to help guide you in the right direction, but at the same time, often the best
reactions caught on film are the ones that are spontaneous and just come
naturally.”


“This is sexy! It’s exciting! You’re doing
something a little naughty that intrigued you enough to come down
here and check it out, and you know that your partner thinks it’s hot, so
just try to cut loose and have some fun with it!”


Genevieve grinned as she added a few words of her own to her
friend’s pep talk…


“Just keep in mind that this isn’t your typical photo
shoot where we’re not satisfied until every member of the family is looking
at the camera and smiling their best. Quite the contrary, while sometimes
a smile here and there is certainly sexy, I myself have always been
more partial to the sultry domme … or the seductive domme … because
for a woman who’s supposed to be in control, I can tell you from
experience that smiling and happy isn’t always the mood that I’m
trying to portray with a cranky submissive who really needs to be taught
a lesson!”


All three girls laughed as the dominant continued…


“But like Samantha said, don’t think too much about it –
just enjoy it, and allow yourself to feel sexy as you’re trying
on all of these amazing clothes, and keep an open mind when we start
looking at all of the fun stuff in the other room, and you’ll be fine.”


Allison felt a nervous tinge down her spine when she heard
the camera’s shutter go off as she began to slowly guide the fishnet stocking
up her right leg, but did her best to tune it out as she also took note of the
alluring pattern that began to form up her leg that she remembered her husband
enjoying from when she had previously worn fishnets for him in the past.


After she had done the same with the second stocking and the
photographer had notably snapped a few more pictures, Madame Genevieve extended
a hand to help her stand up, then guided her to lean against the chair with her
hands out in front of her while she took the opportunity to apply each of six garters
around the bottom of the corset, pulled taut to hold her new stockings in
place. Admittedly lingering for an extra moment as she warmly ran her hand over
the girl’s firm ass – which neither of them seemed to mind – Genevieve
set aside her thoughts of giving her guest an impromptu spanking … just for
fun … and instead retrieved the short, leather skirt which was to then slip
on overtop.


“Wow – this is wonderful!” Allison beamed as she
pulled the tight leather garment up over her hips after having leaned on the
chair once again to steady her balance, with Genevieve again offering a helping
hand to zip the skirt up from behind as the wife admired the sexy vixen that
she was becoming in the mirror. Falling several inches above her knees, it was
by far the shortest skirt that she had ever worn, and yet combined with the
sexy fishnets and the impeccable corset that had already sculpted her figure
into an even more impressive hourglass, it certainly seemed to work!


“Now don’t get too settled just yet…” Genevieve warned as
she too admired her guest’s new look. “Just wait ‘til you see what it looks
like with shoes – that’s the true test of a sexy outfit!”


Pointing her back to her seat in the padded chair once more
as Madame Genevieve took the ultra-sexy, stiletto ankle boots from the vanity
where she had left them, the two women shared a seductive grin as the dominant
got down on a knee in front of her and loosened the laces, then unzipped the
side of the first boot and daintily slipped it up her guest’s stocking-clad
foot. Smiling like a Cheshire cat as she looked down her leg at the Mistress
and watched in awe as she proceeded to lace the exotic boot leather firmly up
the front of the boot, this time she didn’t even notice as Sam’s shutter
continued to run as she captured a number of stirring shots of the sexy boots
being fitted to her feet.


Not quite ready to let her answer the question of whether
she would even be able to walk on the tiny, metallic-spiked heels,
Genevieve then spun the chair in which Allison was sitting around so that the
married woman now faced the vanity where a number of the dominant’s beauty
products had already been laid out.


“Now this is the fun part!” she told Allison with a
wink as she pulled up a chair beside her and the two began to walk through the
variety of eye shadows and lipsticks and other provisions until they had agreed
on an ensemble that would complement the girl’s natural look, but also
certainly push the envelope and strive to complete the domineering persona that
they were shooting for. During the entire ordeal, Sam continued to snap more
photos of both the Madame applying her makeup as well as the two talking and
Genevieve providing her insight in between, and when the dominant finally spun
the girl back around and invited her to take another look at her new
self in the full-length mirror nearby, Allison could hardly recognize the
intimidating and voluptuous woman who was looking back at her…


Perched high atop the 5”, razor-thin heels with her
delicious fishnet stockings disappearing, yet still peeking out from
beneath the tight, leather skirt that hugged her hips and just barely covered
her thighs, there was still no denying that the incredible, red and black
ornate leather corset still brought everything together, though the smoky look
in her eyes as she batted her eyelashes playfully in the mirror proved that
Genevieve certainly had an experienced hand when it came to her makeup, too!


Feeling a unique chill run down her back as the leather
creaked provocatively with every step as she paced back and forth, glancing
back at the mirror to consider every last angle, though she no doubt felt sexy
… this time it was even something more than that as her mind
randomly drifted back to the occasional photo or video that her husband had
shown her. For the first time in her life as she stared back at herself in the
mirror with intrigue, Allison Hall truly felt like she was, in fact, on par
with those women after all, with their whips and their handcuffs and
all of the other diabolical toys that her host was going to be introducing her
to momentarily.


She thought about what her husband would say, or what he wouldn’t
say, if he were to come home to find her wearing the incredible
leathers that she was wearing at that very moment…


Just out of curiosity while Sam and Genevieve simply looked
on with an intrigued amusement, Allison retrieved her leather coat from the
chair nearby and slipped it on overtop her outfit and couldn’t help but giggle
when she noted that the bottom edge of her coat fell merely an inch lower than
the skirt itself that she was wearing. Nonetheless, she buttoned a single
button in front to conceal the corset and took a few quick looks from the side
as she heard Madame Genevieve pipe up.


“You know, I can give you the name of the shop that made
those for me!”


Though Allison was quick to reply, “Don’t tempt me…” as she
looked over her shoulder to admire the view from behind…


…Genevieve shot right back with a grin, “Oh, dear – but
that’s my job here … to tempt you!”


After Sam also stepped in and requested a couple of specific
poses with the coat that she thought might be appealing, Allison eventually
shed the outer garment and took one final walk around the dressing room,
seeming to gaze at all of the fetishwear with a slightly new perspective this
time, until Genevieve finally took note of the time and ushered that they
needed to get into the studio if she was going to have a chance with all of the
different toys that she had wanted to show her that afternoon.


As the girl was passing by the last of the clothing racks,
one hanger in particular caught her eye with a garment in a deep blue that she
couldn’t help but ask, “What’s this???”


Madame Genevieve came over and took the hanger off the rack
to reveal it to be a blue bodysuit in what appeared to be heavy rubber. “This
is latex,” she explained as she offered the garment out for Allison’s touch,
then returned the hanger and quickly flipped through some of her other
favorites on the rack. “Very tight – like a second skin, and once you’ve
managed to wiggle your way into it, you shine it all up like that, and
then you have your fun…”


With a satisfied grin, she pointed to a photo in the corner
that showed off a model wearing a full suit made of latex from head to toe,
with a glorious red glow down her entire body that wonderfully complemented the
steel cuffs that were chained around her wrists and ankles, and the
unrelenting, shiny black gag that also appeared to be made from latex and had
been wedged between her teeth.


Allison felt her stomach get a little uneasy as thoughts of
being the girl in that position filled her mind as well, though they
were quickly thwarted by Madame Genevieve who then guided her out the door with
the photographer in tow to their long-awaited destination in her main studio
just across the hallway…


* * * * * * * * * *


Walking into the prime of Madame Genevieve’s professional
dungeon space was like nothing that Allison had ever seen in TV shows or even
on the Internet, with eye-catching colors of deep reds and blacks the most
predominant in all sorts of kinky furniture of every shape and size imaginable.
Various implements that she did recognize such as classic whips and
floggers and riding crops hung along the back wall, while another rolling cart
like the ones that her clothing hung from sat off to one side … although this
particular cart appeared to be loaded down not with sexy skirts and
dresses, but instead with bondage restraints…


The dominant stood back and allowed her guest the
opportunity once more to simply roam free for a few minutes and take it all in,
admittedly somewhat curious to see just which apparatuses the girl might be
drawn to first. Would it be the infamous stocks where Madame Genevieve had
locked many a submissive’s head and wrists before giving them a healthy
beating, or perhaps the iconic throne in the center of the room where she had
grown accustomed to having her feet and boots worshipped by only the most
obedient and worthy of slaves???


Allison took her time carefully examining the multitude of
kinky devices around her not only in an attempt to think back to specifically
which ones her husband might’ve shown an interest, but also to get a feel for
the intoxicating, new attire that she had recently donned, both in its ultra
tight leather as well as its precariously fine-tipped footwear. First running a
hand over a sturdy, leather spanking bench, then stepping nearby to a long
table near the wall from which nearly a dozen heavy straps hung down,
presumably to bind one of Madame Genevieve’s clients in place while she
worked her magic!


As the girl continued to wander, with the photographer
following behind to take the random shot of Allison inspecting a new piece of
equipment for her very first time and the truly intriguing facial expressions
that accompanied each, Genevieve made her own way over to one of the displays
of spanking implements on the nearby wall and discretely selected for her new
guest a flat, broad-sided paddle bearing a purple woven handle and covered with
an intimidating, black leather on one side and a strikingly tantalizing crushed
velvet on the opposite…


“Why don’t you give this a few swings and see how it feels
in your hand?” the tall woman said with a smile as she sauntered over to where
Allison still stood in awe and handed her the ornate, yet fully-functional
leather paddle.


Caught off guard when she noticed its both sharp and sensitive
sides, the mistress noted that she looked like a natural as her fingers took
hold around the purple and black handle before she gave the paddle a couple of
playful swings before then pulling her arm back more dramatically to enjoy
first the *woosh* of the paddle’s head through the air, followed by the
satisfying *smack* when it crashed against the side of the spanking
bench that she had targeted.


Allison’s eyes lit up with the loud impact, but with nothing
save for a grin of approval from her host, the girl continued and allowed
herself a handful of more practice swings, even taking a quick detour to gently
tap the paddle to her own side – much to Madame Genevieve’s intrigue – before
she eagerly handed the implement back and asked, “Cool! What else have you
got?!”


Guiding her over to the racks herself, Genevieve next spent
a few minutes walking Allison through her entire selection one by one, giving
the girl a chance to hold each of the floggers and crops and even her bullwhip,
though she made sure it was understood that it was by no means for
beginners. When Allison’s eye next caught a variety of riding crops, short
and long, that the Madame had displayed by their own, she next found herself
granted the opportunity to choose one herself that seemed like it matched both her
dress as well as simply her mood, and after selecting a stately 18”
model with a chrome-tipped handle and a finely-crafted leather head, it was
then that Madame Genevieve directed her over to the most imposing place to sit
in the entire room – a chair in which she admittedly felt a little bad about
taking, if it weren’t for the mistress’s personal invitation!


“I like to spend some time with each of my subs here,” the
woman explained as she gestured for Allison to take a seat on the massive,
high-backed leather throne. “All of the spanking and the bondage is of course
fun, too, but sometimes it’s nice just to be able to sit back and simply
watch your submissive worship you while you gaze down at him with
the utmost authority…”


Allison both smiled and blushed as she listened to the
woman’s description and then tried to imagine her own husband David on the
floor in front of her … on his knees … naked, save for maybe a
nice collar or something … with his lips on her boots, just happy to be
in her presence.


She honestly didn’t even notice the camera at that point as
Sam took advantage of her distracted mind to capture some wonderful images of the
new mistress, deep in contemplation, as the photographer would later
reveal. As Genevieve and Allison continued chatting while the girl posed in the
regal center of the room, also learning to admire the lengthy seduction of her
booted ankles and her fishnet stockings crossed in front of her as she toyed
with the crop gingerly towards her toes, the crew was a bit caught off guard
when the back door to the dungeon creaked open and the Madame’s blonde
assistant tucked her head inside…


“So sorry to interrupt,” she explained with a quick rush to
her voice, “but I just wanted to see if you needed anything before I left for
the night! My boyfriend just got here and we were going to go and grab some
dinner…”


“No, no,” the mistress casually replied. “Mrs. Hall here is
my only client tonight and we’re just playing around, so I’ll see you
tomorrow.”


The girl smiled and was just about to disappear back around
the door when Genevieve perked up and said, “Wait a minute! Did you say that
Alex is here???”


“Yeah? He’s out in the lobby,” the girl answered as the
Madame’s brow raised as if a lightbulb had just gone off.


“Just how hungry are you?” she asked with a coy grin,
glancing back at Allison who had been patiently waiting as the delay simply
gave her another chance to look around and gaze upon all of the enchanting
woman’s increasingly intriguing toys…


“Ummmm – I don’t know,” the blonde shrugged, asking, “why –
what’s up?”


“Why don’t you go get your boyfriend and then I’ll explain…”
Madame Genevieve replied with a grin.


When the two returned together a moment later, the smile on
Genevieve’s face grew a little wider as she introduced the pair, “Allison,
you’ve already met my assistant, Nikki, and this is her lovely boyfriend, Alex!
Now … I’m just having a thought here, but Alex occasionally does some modeling
for me, when I need promotional photos of all of this in action –
you may remember his face from my website…”


“So what I was thinking,” she said, turning back to her
guest with a wink, “is that if you’re ok with it, and if Alex here is
ok with it, that it might be fun to add a little spice to our photo
shoot here by giving you someone to pose with! You know, just a warm
body to put at the other end of that leash or on the receiving end of that
paddle.”


Allison thought about it for a moment as she glanced over at
the clean-cut man standing at the door, turned back to her host and replied, “I
guess that would be ok … as long as it’s just modeling and nothing more…”


“Oh, of course!” Madame Genevieve replied. “Only what you’re
comfortable with, by all means! Alex, what do you say? Dinner’s on me for you
and your lady afterwards if you can spare us an hour of your time.”


With that, Nikki told her boyfriend, “Go get changed…” with
a playful slap before finding a seat in the corner of the dungeon and
disappearing into her cell phone without another word. While they waited for
Alex to get ready, Genevieve spent some more time talking with Allison about
domination, particularly how to carry herself and some basic ideas of
the kinds of shots that she thought would be fun without being too
provocative.


As the door opened and the man walked back into the room
nonetheless, Allison’s heart still skipped a beat still as she watched him make
his way across the room fully nude except for a skimpy, leather thong that
he had put on, before he reached his hand out to greet her warmly and
spoke, “Hi there – I’m Alex, and I’ll be posing as your submissive this
evening!”


They both laughed and she couldn’t help but admit that his
simple joke did wonders to help break the ice, considering the washboard abs
that naturally drew her attention. Though she still felt a bit nervous about
the scene change, Madame Genevieve opted to dive right in by suggesting that
Alex get down on his knees in front of her seated position on the throne, and
before Allison had time to react, the nearly naked man was bowing his head
before her with his eyes fixed on the very tips of her black stiletto boots…


“Now remember what I told you,” Genevieve instructed as she
moved across the room to retrieve something out of sight, “you’re in a
position of authority over him, so act like it! It’s ok to feel a
little haughty – sit up straight, maybe cross your legs and dangle them in
front of his face, and just sort of look down your nose at him … he’s on
the floor and you’re on your throne for a reason.”


Allison felt an exciting chill run down her spine as the
words rang home and she considered the new stranger kneeling at her feet,
already seeming so obedient while the camera flashed with her gazing down on
him as arrogantly as she could muster. A moment later her teacher approached
her from the side and simply told her, “Here – why don’t you help him get in
the mood to worship you a little more…” as she handed her a smooth, leather
collar with a large O-ring jingling in the front.


Taking the long strip of leather in her hands, the girl
flashed back once more to the photos that she’d seen before of a classic slave
collared before his mistress, and for the first time she felt a surprising rush
as she found herself relating to those strong and powerful women who had the
audacity to place their men into bondage before them. Without a word of
instruction needed, she took the collar and leaned forward to meet the man who
had already brought his neck closer to her reach – still looking down – and
felt a small smile perk her lips as she cinched the buckle snug around Alex’s
neck…


“Slave,” Madame Genevieve then spoke up, to Nikki’s silent
smirk in the corner, “those boots that your new mistress is wearing are kind of
dirty – do us a favor and take care of that for us, would you???”


“Oh wow…” Allison uttered while her eyes grew wide as she
watched the man before her then bring his lips to the sexy boots on her feet
and begin to gently kiss and lick the boot leather with his wrists crossed
submissively behind his back. After the initial shock diminished and the act
continued, she did what she could to look worthy of such a display and
even offered up a few key smirks when Genevieve suggested that he was
the one not worthy, though a part of her couldn’t help feel the opposite as her
heart raced.


“You look good with a man at your feet,” her teacher
commented with a laugh as she looked on, then asking, “Is this something that
you might consider doing with your husband???”


Allison beamed as she replied, “Ummmm – yeah. I might
have to go boot shopping first to find myself a pair a little closer to
these, but … yeah, this could definitely be a lot of fun!”


“Well, be sure to bring help along for that then,
too!” Genevieve suggested with a smile. “If he’s got a thing for your feet, why
should you have to be the one carrying bags around the mall and bending
down to try on new shoes yourself?! Put him to work!”


She then leaned over and whispered something into Allison’s
ear which at first took her by surprise, then a few seconds later she managed
to parrot out with a near perfect execution, telling the man at her feet, “Don’t
forget to do the heels, too…” And there was no denying that she was turned
on as she then proceeded to watch the muscled man slip his head down around
underneath the backs of her footwear and wrap his lips around the shiny,
metallic spiked heel of one of her boots before then going to town as if it
were a tiny phallus in his mouth…


As she shifted in her seat, the sounds of leather on leather
seemed as loud as could be as she fought the urge to touch herself anywhere as
all eyes in the room, save for the ones belonging to the man at her feet, felt
like they were solely on her.


Across the room, Genevieve whispered something to her
assistant, who then slipped out of the room momentarily and returned with two
fresh glasses of wine for her boss and for Allison, which she handed over with
a playful grin as she glanced down at her boyfriend obediently servicing the
stranger’s boots.


After giving Allison a chance to enjoy a bit more of her
wine along with the view of which she was becoming rather accustomed, Madame
Genevieve chimed in and suggested, “Why don’t the two of you go for a walk?”
as she smiled and handed her guest a leather lead that had been hanging
alongside the collar that she had introduced into the mix earlier…


“That sounds delightful!” Allison replied excitedly
as she noticed her tensions beginning to dissipate, and as her new servant
returned from her feet to his knees just like clockwork, she leaned forward and
clipped the free end of the leash onto the ring dangling from his neck before
standing up from her throne and stood up with a proud spring to her step as she
grinned widely, taking an impromptu tour around the room, holding her wine
glass ever so delicately in one hand and the looped end of the leash in the
other.


Finding fortunately that the extreme heels on her boots kept
her walking plenty slow enough for her new pet to keep up with her on his hands
and knees, Allison had a blast making several loops around the dungeon floor,
taking notice every now and then to look back behind her and marvel at the
dominant spectacle that was taking place around her. With every step she felt a
little more invigorated, every glance down at him trailing behind her like a
loyal puppy dog a little more empowered as she marched proudly around the room
in her leather ensemble that merely a few hours ago she would’ve never imagined
wearing as she was then…


Both Madame Genevieve and her photographer Sam most
definitely noticed the boost in confidence, too, and as the camera shutter
continued to fly more than ever as Sam even began to catch Allison in offering
her some sassy and seductive poses on her own, Genevieve began to concoct in
her mind one final bonding activity for the two of them that she thought
was sure to result in a series of photos that would no doubt leave the woman’s
husband begging for more – quite possibly on all fours as well!


“Why don’t you bring him over here…” she suggested to her
learning dominant as she walked over to a corner of the dungeon where a
two-foot bar with rings on either end hung from the ceiling. After retrieving a
few new items from the rack nearby, she pointed towards them seeking Alex’s
acknowledgment as she asked, “You still doing alright, boy???”


“Yes, ma’am,” he confirmed with a nod after taking a quick
look at the items that she had set out – a simple pair of leather bondage
cuffs, along with a shiny, red ballgag and a thick, black blindfold. Having a
fairly good idea what was about to transpire, Alex dropped his eyes back down
to the floor and crossed his wrists behind his back while Allison still stood
nearby holding the leash that was attached to his collar.


“Now why don’t we do this…” the mistress continued as she
first reached forward to take the leash from Allison’s hand, then unhooked it
herself from his collar before setting it off to the side and instead handed
her the padded leather wrist cuffs that she had selected. “I was thinking that
some nice bondage shots, in action might make for a nice culmination to
our little adventure here this afternoon, if you’d be comfortable stringing
our friend here up, that is!”


The girl giggled.


“But of course,” she replied with a giddy smile as she
examined the cuffs in her hands – seemingly much more durable than the cheap,
Velcro cuffs that she’d used with her husband at home, though the concept was
still simple enough. By the time she had unbuckled the first of the two cuffs,
her stand-in submissive had already extended his left hand to feel her buckle
the soft, familiar leather around his wrist that he had actually already
modeled for Madame Genevieve once in the past before.


After she cinched the roller buckles snug, but not tight
around each of Alex’s wrists, the Madame simply pointed to the bar above them,
hinting at the connection points on either end of the bar…


“Next!” Madame Genevieve announced with a gleeful smile as
she handed over the shiny ballgag, which was a new toy to Allison altogether,
though one wouldn’t have known it by the way she slid behind her prey and
sensuously offered up the red rubber ball to the man’s lips, extending the
straps around his head and cinching them tight before even giving him a
playful, little swat on the ass to allow herself the pleasure of hearing his
muffled gasp.


“Wow – somebody’s sure a fast learner!” Genevieve
announced with a surprised gleam as she finally handed over the blindfold as
well, which Allison similarly looped around her captive’s vision while the
photographer frantically shuffled to soak up every iconic expression.


Then walking over behind her prized student, Genevieve
unceremoniously took one of the girls hands and placed it square in the middle
of Alex’s cut chest as she explained, “Ok, so next lesson – I want you
to examine what you’ve done, and what you’ve made out of our little
friend here. He’s so … helpless … so … open … it would be a
crime not to exploit that, just a little bit!”


Allison took her cue like a pro and moved in a little closer
as she carefully ran her fingers down the admittedly fit man’s chest and
stomach, even taking a brief moment to notice his intriguingly erect nipples
with just the tips of her fingernails before sliding around behind him to
admire his pert and round ass as well, seemingly perfectly shaped by the thong
that was little more than a pair of straps from that particular view.


Before she could suggest a word, she found herself looking
up to meet Madame Genevieve’s mischievous eyes as she extended to her the same
ornate purple and black paddle that the girl had been admiring earlier…


“Go ahead,” the dominant prompted, “you know you want to!”


Allison blushed as she slipped from her element for only a
moment as she considered all of her surroundings, though she was quick to
recover when Madame Genevieve added, “Just a couple of quick taps – for
the camera…” before stepping back and allowing her ample room to take a
few shots.


First caressing the soft side of the leather paddle against
his behind, half to psyche herself up as much as to allow him time to
adjust – she really didn’t know what the protocol was here for
someone who she’d just barely met – but after closing her eyes for just a
brief moment to center herself, Allison pulled back and gave Alex his very
first *smack* under her hand, which filled the room with the alluring sound of
leather on flesh while even eliciting a few choice chuckles from his girlfriend
who was still patiently waiting in the corner … although at this point she was
paying a little closer attention to what was transpiring between her man
and the budding, new dominant…


“Oh, you can hit him harder than that – I do it all the
time!” she jeered playfully from the sidelines to everyone’s amusement.


Accepting the girl’s challenge with a chuckle herself that
was partially led by the groan heard from the girl’s boyfriend, Allison then
proceeded to apply another dozen or so well-timed slaps, with each causing her
target to yelp a bit louder into his gag until looking down at his ass, she
found that she was satisfied that both cheeks were an equally delightful shade
of bright red.


“Oh, would you look at that!” Madame Genevieve exclaimed as
she came over to inspect her student’s work. “His ass nearly matches the ballgag
in his mouth – are you sure you haven’t done this before?!”


Allison just smiled and commented, “No, but you may have to
tell me where I can find one of those paddles for home – that was kind of
fun!”


“I could tell!” quipped Samantha from behind the camera as
she took a few remaining shots of the two dominant women standing together in
front of the bound submissive.


Running her hand gently over Alex’s tantalizing chest one
last time, the girl was surprised when Genevieve placed her hand overtop hers
and nonchalantly asked, “So are you saying that you had a good time
today???”


“Absolutely!” the girl replied within an instant. “I just
hope that he had as good a time as I did…”


It was then that the Madame shocked her a step further by
guiding her hand downward and adding, “I think it’s pretty safe to say that he
did!” with a wink as she brought the married woman’s hand to rest over the
man’s jock strap, which was clearly concealing a very erect present just
behind the thin layer of cloth.


Allison’s eyes grew wide as she held the submissive’s hard
cock in her hand for just a moment as she stared back at Madame Genevieve with
a look of surprise and delight, then pulled away as she watched her host walk
over to her secretary and whisper something just underneath her breath… 


“If you want to have a quick bit of fun with him before
you guys head out, it looks like he could sure use a bit of relief, and
I do appreciate that he’s been such a good sport for our new learner tonight! I
want to help Mrs. Hall change into something a little different and have
a little fun ourselves, so we’ll be over in the dressing room for about 20
minutes or so. And put dinner tonight on your expense account – my treat!”


As Allison saw the eyes of the Madame’s assistant light up
much in the same way that hers just did, she couldn’t help but smile as
Genevieve returned and silently pointed her and the photographer towards the
door of the dungeon to give the two a few moments alone together while they
decompressed in the other room and discussed the extra surprise that Madame
Genevieve had in store for her guest next…


* * * * * * * * * *


“So, what did you think?!” Madame Genevieve asked Allison
with a beaming smile on her face after the three had disappeared into the
dressing room across the hall and shut the door behind them.


Taking a deep breath as she caught glimpse of herself in the
mirror once again, although this time considerably more confident and
invigorated than before, Allison grinned from ear to ear as she told her host,
“That was amazing … thank you so much for everything! I never would’ve
expected it to end quite like that, but I think I’ve got some great
ideas to take home with me, and I can only imagine what the photos looked
like…”


The photographer smiled as she glanced down at her camera
and commented with a wink, “We’ll have to wait and see, but I think there ought
to be some good ones in there!”


“I’m sure they’ll turn out great,” Genevieve added. “You
gave her some great source material to work with, and I think we were really
lucky that Alex happened to stop by, too! Hopefully your husband won’t be
bothered by that, but I think having a subject to work with just
helps to bring the scenario to life so much better.”


Allison grinned.


“He was something, wasn’t he?! And anyways, I’ll just
tell hubby to pretend that he’s him and let him fantasize on that for a
while…”


“There you go,” Madame Genevieve chuckled in agreement as
she looked over at the girl who seemed a little hesitant to rush back to
reality. “You know,” she continued, “I had another idea that I thought
you might enjoy – and Samantha here might be able to get some stellar
pictures out of it, too – if you’re not in too much of a rush to get back
home…”


“Oh?” she asked as she focused back in on her corseted form
in the mirror, still seemingly in disbelief that it was actually her. “What did
you have in mind???”


“Well…” Genevieve led her as she walked over to one of the
racks and retrieved the very same deep blue latex catsuit that had caught
Allison’s eye earlier, “…you had made a comment about feeling submissive earlier,
and I know that this looked intriguing to you, too, so I was
thinking that maybe we give Sam here a chance to shoot a different side of
you while we’re all here, and we give you a chance to burn off a little
bit of that pent up sexuality before you leave!”


Allison couldn’t help but blush that time, though as she
reached out her hand to touch the exotic, blue rubber in the dominant woman’s
grasp, she knew that she was being faced with a once in a lifetime opportunity
that she couldn’t pass up … not to mention the fact that she was incredibly
turned on from all that had just transpired…


“Ummmmm – ok,” she timidly accepted. “What do you want me to
do?”


Madame Genevieve grinned as she set the catsuit to the side
and welcomed her back into the vanity chair, citing, “First we need to get you
back out of those clothes…”


The process was much less ceremonious in disrobing the new
dominant as she first leaned on the back of the chair to help remove her sharp,
stiletto boots, then slipped out of the tight leather skirt and unclipped her
stockings before finally reaching her hands above her head as Genevieve
proceeded to loosen the laces of the corset that had been firmly hugging her
torso for the past couple of hours to her own delight.


Putting on the catsuit, as she soon found, however, was an
entirely unique ordeal as Madame Genevieve walked her through the arduous
process of applying silicone lube to the insides of each piece of the garment
before sliding it over her nude skin. Though at first it seemed quite tedious
as the two struggled simply to get her feet and lower legs situated inside of
the skin-tight material, Allison quickly began to see its appeal a bit more up
close and personal as the catsuit slowly rose to cover her thighs and backside,
then her tummy which was still getting used to not being constricted by the
corset, and then finally her boobs which felt electrified between the taut
rubber and Madame Genevieve’s warm hands as she liberally worked the rubber up
Allison’s body, enjoying the girl’s curves herself with each tug…


“Wow – this is … I don’t know how to describe it…” Allison
purred as she took a few steps around the room, enjoying the sensations of the
tight rubber cradling her body from every possible angle.


“Well, come here before you make a decision…” Genevieve
called to her before taking even more of the lube in her hands and this time
applying it to the outside of the blue rubber, massaging it into every curve
until the catsuit shined just like the girl had noted in the picture on the
wall from earlier.


She couldn’t deny that the dominant woman’s hands felt incredibly
nice around certain key areas as she was shining the latex, too,
though little did she know that those sensations were only the very
beginning of her little bonus session…


“You were right – this is even better!” Allison
gushed as she looked into the mirror and saw the shiny, blue figure staring
back at her, amazed at just how thoroughly the latex hugged her every curve,
even accentuating her erect nipples and the folds of her pussy, which she was
more aroused than ashamed of at that point.


“I thought you might like it…” Genevieve chuckled with a
grin as she walked over to her shoe display and picked out a new pair of
footwear for her guest to wear with the shiny blue ensemble, all the while the
photographer went back to work shooting her transformation into this entirely
new and different role of the evening. “Now why don’t you have a seat there and
we’ll get these on you so that we can go have a little fun…”


She soon explained that these happened to be a pair
of black patent leather ballet boots – another fetish item that she’d never
heard of prior to stepping foot inside of Madame Genevieve’s domain, and
although looking at the impossible 7” heels that she couldn’t even
imagine walking in, Allison agreed that the shiny black leather looked provided
for a wonderfully sexy contrast against the deep blue latex as Madame
Genevieve tightly laced each of the boots up her ankles until both of her feet
were forced into a stringent pointe.


Then offering the girl a helping hand up and a shoulder to
lean on as she guided the new latex beauty back over to her dungeon where the
real fun was about to begin, Madame Genevieve took a quick look inside to
confirm that Alex and Nikki had completed their business and that they
were alone once again before guiding Allison to a resting place against the
side of her bondage table before slipping away momentarily to retrieve a new
selection of bondage toys for their enjoyment. Although admittedly Allison
herself was a bit disappointed to see the place where she had bound her first
submissive only an hour before now vacant once again, her attention soon
reverted back to the present when her mistress dropped a small pile of leather
straps onto the table beside her with a resounding jingle of the multitude of
buckles within that were just begging to be put to use…


“Now,” Madame Genevieve began as she nonchalantly chose the
first web of restraints from the pile and began to fasten it around Allison’s
left wrist as she spoke, “those fun, little boots that you’re wearing aren’t
exactly going to allow you the stability that I’m going to need out of
you, so we’re going to use a pair of wrist cuffs on you that are a little
different than the ones that you locked around Alex’s wrists earlier.”


“These cuffs,” she continued, “are called suspension
cuffs, and they’re called that because they’re designed to help support
your weight if your arms are going to be over your head for an extended
period of time. So you’re going to be in the same position as you put
Alex, but basically you won’t have to worry about staying on your feet…”


“Ok,” Allison simply nodded as she felt her timid side
slipping back over the more dominant one that they had been nurturing earlier,
with Genevieve firmly buckling the multitude of straps around her wrist and
fingers until it seemed as if her entire hand was in bondage. Before applying
the second cuff to her other wrist, Madame Genevieve then took an extra moment
to show her firsthand what the cuff had been designed to do by holding her
wrist high over her head, noting how the heavy leather guard around her entire
hand and not just her wrist would actually be supporting her weight.


Once both cuffs were securely in place, the Madame then led
Allison over to the same bar hanging from the ceiling where the man had hung
earlier, and before the girl could say a word, she found her arms extended high
over her head. After a quick adjustment to a panel hidden in the wall that she
hadn’t noticed before, Allison felt the bar raise up just slightly above her
until true to her word, the wrist cuffs were supporting nearly all of her
weight and she could just barely feel the tips of her special boots touching
the floor anymore.


Before speaking another word to her latest guest turned
victim, Genevieve took a long, iron spreader bar from the corner and crouched
down to lock it securely around the girl’s booted ankles and then also to a
ring in the center of the floor beneath her, both spreading her legs wide and
also pulling her body taut at the same time.


“Now just like I told you earlier, albeit from the other
side of the looking glass…” Madame Genevieve told her as she rose once
again and this time placed a hand around Allison’s hips as she gazed deep into
the bound housewife’s brown eyes, “is that exploiting your submissive’s
helplessness is half the fun of putting someone in bondage!”


Allison shuddered as she felt the woman’s fingers slowly
trace their way along her belly, the latex transmitting every sensation like it
was a second skin. Her breathing began to rapidly increase as her touch
continued down the outside of her thighs, then slowly traced inwards until it
was only inches away from her sex that felt completely exposed in its latex
prison.


“I can tell that you like that, my pet…” Genevieve spoke
softly as she toyed with the girl for several more minutes before abruptly
stepping away and returning with a thick, patent leather collar, which she made
little work buckling around Allison’s neck as the girl raised her chin
obediently without even needing to be told.


“That’s a good girl!” the Madame chimed as she adjusted the
collar and pointed out its matching contrast that it shared with the ballet
boots on her feet that now dangled below her. After allowing her hands another
brief opportunity to roam the girl’s welcoming curves, she explained to her
softly, “Now I have a couple of other toys that I’d like for you to
experience, but first we need to go over something…”


“If at any point you feel uncomfortable or if this
all just gets too intense for you, I want you to snap your fingers and
everything will stop … ok?”


Allison nodded as she savored Madame Genevieve’s lingering
touch as she spoke.


“And the reason that I need you to snap your fingers if
something goes wrong,” she continued as she stepped away to retrieve her next
mischievous toy, “is because I’m going to gag you – just like you did
with your submissive.”


Watching the ballgag dangle between Madame Genevieve’s fingertips
that looked strikingly similar to the shiny, red gag that she had fitted so
efficiently between Alex’s lips, Allison felt her anxiety begin to rise, though
at the same time she knew that there was no way that she could possibly
put a stop to the incredible scene that was taking shape around her!


“I need you to confirm that you’re ok with this,” Genevieve
told her flatly as she looked her in the eye past the ballgag with an evil
grin.


“…I’m ok…” Allison muttered out quickly, though it was soon
clear that the mistress was not satisfied.


“I’m ok, what??? Remember who you’re talking to,
young lady!” the woman told her sternly, though still with the subtle hint
of a smile on her lips.


“Ummm – I’m ok, Madame Genevieve…” she sputtered out,
this time much more to the dominant woman’s liking, who merely grinned before
holding the gag up invitingly to the girl’s lips and waiting for her to take
hold of it before slipping around behind her to snug the strap up around her
head. Silently the mistress smiled to herself as she noticed the girl closing
her eyes and truly savoring the ball being wedged firmly inside of her mouth,
and without a second warning, she retrieved the black latex blindfold that she
had selected to accompany the rest of the girl’s bondage and slipped it overtop
her fluttering eyes, thus completing her restraints and beckoning the next
chapter of Madame Genevieve’s scheme to begin…


“You have a very lovely body,” Genevieve spoke out loud as
she resumed groping the girl’s body, this time from behind as she more closely
admired how the shiny, blue latex took to the girl’s pert ass that just seemed
to be begging to be touched. “Your husband is a very lucky man – when he sees these
pictures, he’ll be running out to buy you your own latex catsuit just like
that!”


As Sam paraded around the room to sample some different
angles, the girl’s blindfold now affording her an additional freedom to explore
without worry of her lens imposing on the scene, Madame Genevieve continued to
toy with the girl’s body that hung in the center of the room on display, even
occasionally tweaking her nipples and gently running her hands over the girl’s
latex-clad pussy, grinning from ear to ear at the harmonious moans that
followed like clockwork.


“Do you know my favorite thing about gagging somebody???”
she chimed as she held the girl’s helpless figure close to her own.


“I love all of those lovely sounds … just like the
ones that you’re making … RIGHT … NOW!!!” she giggled as she made but a
dozen tiny circles near the girl’s clit that made her uncontrollably squirm.


“But that’s really the beauty of all of this, as I’m sure
you’re now learning – I can do anything that I want to you because
you’re completely helpless…”


“I think that it’s important for a dominant woman to
understand the other side of her bondage … it’s only fair, really!”


With that her hand fell less than gently against Allison’s
blue latex ass, the smack eliciting a much different, but nonetheless amusing
sound for its audience as the girl squealed at her newfound loss of control.
While the latex seemed to amplify the strike just as it had the caresses, all
Genevieve could do was laugh as she held the girl’s hips behind her as she
struggled in vain to slip away.


“Now, now,” she lectured as Allison realized the true impact
of her bondage, “there really is nowhere for you to run, but I’ll make
you a deal … just a few more, and then I’ll let you try out something really
special!”


Whimpering as she shivered at the laughter at her expense
behind her, Allison did her best to brace herself for the next impact, but
shrieked nonetheless when she felt Madame Genevieve’s hand land with nearly the
same intensity as before. Several more followed, alternating between cheeks as
the Madame chuckled throughout, telling her, “You know, I know you said that
you wanted to give your husband more of a workout, but I’ll say that your
ass is quite a lot of fun to smack around, too!”


Her squeals had been reduced to a dull moan by the time
nearly two dozen spanks had been delivered across her ass as a whole, with
Madame Genevieve more than pleased with her latex submissive’s results as she
stepped away one last time while the girl flailed to catch her breath around
the gag before without warning, Allison felt the zipper at the crotch of her catsuit
abruptly open and a moment later, a vibrating wonder was pressed firmly against
her lips that sent a shockwave through her clit and filled the room with an
even more provocative melody than before…


Genevieve merely smiled for the camera and admired her view
in front of the latex woman who was blind, mute, and restrained by her wrists
and ankles as the magic wand proved its worth vigorously between the girl’s
legs, quickly proving that Allison had in fact been on the brink for quite some
time as she felt her arousal overwhelming herself as she began to convulse into
the first involuntary orgasm that she’d ever experienced. Moaning loudly into
her gag, Allison took full advantage of the situation and struggled harshly
against her bonds, though the sturdy leather restraints proved no contest as
she began to whimper in defeat just before wave after wave of orgasmic delight
began to crash over her, all unknowingly providing some of the best photos of
the night in addition to simply being a favorite show that never grew old as
Madame Genevieve enjoyed witnessing the girl’s very first orgasm in true
bondage.


Grinning happily as she slowly pulled the famous vibrator
away, satisfied while Allison shook exhaustedly in her restraints as she fought
to find her bearings, Genevieve sat back and allowed her a few minutes of rest
while Samantha took in a few close-up shots of the end result of her
hard work, until finally the mistress was just about ready to bring the girl
down when she heard a quiet knock at the door.


Disappearing for a moment to answer the door, Madame
Genevieve returned a moment later to her still blindfolded plaything with a
familiar face in tow that had just so happened to have forgotten her purse
behind in the heat of the moment… 


Unable to resist after retrieving her handbag from the
corner where she had been watching Allison’s previously dominant session
transpire, Nikki couldn’t help but run her own hand down the girl’s now quite
tender, yet still latex clad ass as she whispered into her ear from behind, “You
look like you’re having a good time! It looks like bossing my boyfriend around
got you a little turned on … but that’s ok … I don’t mind
sharing, as long as people don’t mind sharing with me…”


The girl giggled as she ran her hands down Allison’s sides,
admiring her tremble as Madame Genevieve looked on approvingly with a smile
before taking her place once again in front of the bound girl and holding the
magic wand back where it had done its work previously so well only a few
minutes earlier.


“Oh, would you look at that!” Nikki laughed as she spied
Genevieve’s toy in place. “It looks like your mistress wants to give you
another round … but this one’s not going to be as easy for you!”


The blonde receptionist let out a cackle that filled the
room as she reached around and grabbed both of Allison’s latex-clad breasts
simultaneously as Madame Genevieve flicked the vibrator back on high, teasing
her nipples aggressively as she began to squirm once more, only this time
fighting both against the girl’s grasp behind her as well as her physical
bonds. Twisting her nipples maliciously as she ground her hips into the girl’s
ass, she taunted, “Are you going to cum for me the way that Alex
came for me earlier?! He just loved licking at your boots, he told
me … he would’ve licked your pussy, too … if only you had told him to…”


It didn’t take long for Allison’s arousal to overcome her
once more, between the vibrator torturing her clit and Nikki’s salacious words
at her ear, and as she let go to the passion once more, this time Nikki put a
hand over her gagged mouth aggressively as she growled, “That’s right, you
slut – let it all out…” while Madame Genevieve held the vibrator in place
unable the girl’s body had spasmed no less than three more times between
everyone’s count.


When she finally felt that she’d given her guest more than
her money’s worth for the day’s visit, Madame Genevieve reluctantly pulled the
toy away from Allison’s now swollen pussy and grinned proudly as she carefully
zipped the catsuit back closed over it before standing up.


Nikki gave her a simple kiss on the cheek and whispered, “That
was fun – I trust that I’ll be hearing from you to setup another appointment
soon?!” before snagging her bag off of the nearby table and slipping out
the door before her boss had so much as loosened the girl’s blindfold.


Once Genevieve had removed her ankle and wrist restraints,
she guided Allison over to a nearby couch where she removed the blindfold and
gag before handing her a bottle of water and helping her to slowly drift back
to reality before finally asking Sam, “So – do you think that you got any good
shots that Mrs. Hall can take home to her husband?!”


The photographer grinned as she looked down at her camera to
confirm, “Well, I got about 900 of them in a matter of the three
hours that we spent, so I’m pretty sure that we’ll have at least a few good
ones!”


Looking down to Allison with a smile, who was clearly still
off in her own little world with a blissful grin upon her own face, Genevieve
chuckled, “I suppose worst case scenario, we’ll just have to have you come back
and we can try again another time! Maybe next time you can bring your husband
along, too – I have a feeling that we could have all sorts of fun between
the two of you.”


Allison beamed as she pondered the situation for a moment,
then happily agreed, “I think that sounds like a wonderful idea,
Madame Genevieve…”
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Jessica stood proudly over her work – bound tautly on her
bed laid her humbled boyfriend, spread-eagled with a severe-looking bondage
hood laced tightly around his head.  His pale skin contrasted nicely against
the deep red satin sheets and the cold black of the leather restraints that she
had locked around his wrists and ankles.  Each of the buckles on the various
restraints were secured with a small padlock, the keys to which were hanging
from a hook on the other side of the room.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“This oughta be good…”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Yes, I do, Tiff!” Jessica replied with a beaming smile. 
“Yes, I do…”


 











A Bed Built
for Cuckold Bondage!

















When she told him to build her a new bondage bed, she had
no idea that this would be the final result!


My husband is an engineer.  He’s also my submissive and my
loving cuckold, and I’ve spent many years doing all sorts of deliciously evil
things to him that turn us both on very, very much.  During this time we’ve
built up quite the collection in our own personal dungeon that occupies the
second story of our house, but I think the anniversary gift that he just gave
me is by far the crown gem of my entire domineering repertoire…


A couple of years ago we started dabbling in cuckolding and
it’s seen our relationship soar to new heights, so about six months ago I gave
him a task that I thought would both allow him to flex his creativity and put
some of his skills to good use, and then afterwards give me something else that
I could lord over him as I have fun with my boyfriends while he’s locked away!


The task was simple – we already have a nice iron,
four-poster bed in our dungeon that has a handful of attachment points for
bondage, but I wanted him to create something more.  He’s already
learned his way around a leather press and handmade a number of the custom
restraints that we use, so specifically, his instruction was to somehow
incorporate our cuckolding into the bed that had already seen many feet of rope
and even more orgasms over the years!  I figured that maybe he’d add some
attachment points for me to tie him down and force him to watch while I’m
getting fucked, but after six long months of hammering and welding in secrecy,
I’ve got to say that as a proud Mistress and loving hotwife, I couldn’t have
been more impressed with the outcome.


For the official unveiling of my new gift, the first thing I
took note of was the fact that the bed now seemed to stand a bit higher than it
used to.  Just as I had expected, firmly attached to those familiar, iron
joists were a number of new rings that opened up all sorts of new bondage
positions, and over the mattress he had fitted a very sleek and sexy, new black
leather sheet that looked like it would feel just divine to be fucked on, but
before I had a chance to comment that I had been hoping for a little more, he
reassured me that I hadn’t seen nothing yet and reached up to push a small,
round button recessed in one of the bedposts…


Without hesitation, we heard a number of motors begin to
whir from within the bed and much to my surprise, that leather-padded mattress
actually began to rise up until it was several feet above our heads at
the top of the posts, revealing a hidden chamber inside the bed – one
that just so happened to be fitted in the shape of a man.  Taken aback as I
peered inside to see a maze of leather straps within, I looked up to my husband
with a pleased grin and saw him swallow hard, almost as if to only now be truly
realizing just exactly what he had created before he began to explain it with
words to the woman who would be soon enough using his very invention against
him…


“Beneath the bed I’ve created an isolation chamber, fit to
your slave’s specifications, though with enough wiggle room to allow for
various wardrobe or restraint options, should you choose for him to be wearing
high heels or perhaps a straitjacket prior to being locked within.  All of the
key points – ankles, above and below the knees, thighs, waist, chest,
shoulders, wrists, elbows, and neck – have been fitted with 1.5” heavy duty straps,
all of which operate on tension-persistent buckles.  What that means is that
once straps have all been buckled into place, the sensors will initialize and
all tighten to a secure, but not overbearing tightness … however then if the
buckles sense any amount of resistance, they in turn will react and
tighten down the offending limb further – as sort of a deterrent from
struggling, if you will…”


“Interesting…” I purred, moving in closer to admire the fine
craftsmanship that went into the exquisite, leather chamber which I was now
picturing my husband lovingly restrained in.  “Tell me more.”


“Well,” he continued with both signs of excitement and
nervousness now clearly in his voice, “another interactive feature that I’ve
built into the bed is this specially designed hood.”  Handing me the device
that appeared to be a conglomeration of a tight leather hood and also a gas
mask, he explained, “As you would assume, there isn’t exactly much air flow in
the chamber once the bed has been fully engaged, so it was important to
incorporate an external air supply in the mask itself to ensure that you
actually still have a slave by the end of your session…”


“Good call!” I chuckled, examining the inside of the hood as
he continued.


“The hybrid hood/gas mask offered up a number of
opportunities for features – first and foremost, that air supply can be scented
by making use of the filter tube that the air runs through … it’s already
been tested with a pair of your panties and I assure you that the scent was so
overwhelming that it was as if they were wedged in my mouth with every breath!”


I laughed.


“Speaking of the mouth, because the mask is a full-face
mask, a proper gag was still able to be included, so as you can see a sizeable
penis gag holds the lips open widely, with a dedicated strap around the back of
the neck to ensure that it’s buried firmly in the wearer’s mouth.  What makes
this gag truly unique, however, is that it’s powered by pneumatic sensors that
are attached to the bed, meaning that it has the ability to actually sense
movement on the bed and then mimic its own motion accordingly; and second,
it also has a special reservoir that can be filled, thus also doing a
thorough job of mimicking the climax portion of the exchange as well…”


“Ha!” I exclaimed out loud at that point.  “So is that
part triggered by sensors, too?!”


“Actually, it is,” he retorted.  Using a combination of
motion and sound, the computer is able to simulate the entire love-making
session from start to finish…”


“So you’re telling me that while I’m overhead getting
fucked, I can have you locked down here getting face fucked, and even
force you to swallow afterwards?!”


“Yes, ma’am – that’s the idea…” he replied meekly.


“Now that’s cool!” I giggled as more scenarios to put
my new toy through continued to rush through my head.


“And lastly for the hood,” he resumed his presentation,
clearly a mixture of both excited and also apprehensive about my enthusiastic
response, “earbuds, as you’ve already seen with our other hoods, are enclosed
in the padding around the ears, to be used either for a pre-recorded audio
track or also with the microphones that are built into the canopy of the bed to
give you the option of sharing the thralls of your passion, should you
choose.  Also, the eyes of the mask contain special LCDs that can appear
transparent as they look now, they can be programmed to display movies,
pictures, static, live video from the bed, or they can also be blacked
out to darkness … though with the bed locked shut, it’s not like there’s any
light inside anyways…”


Wow – so if total isolation wasn’t enough, it
seemed that voyeur or even unwilling participant were also
options on the table with my new toy!  Impressed indeed, I was, but he wasn’t
done yet…


“Other accessories…” he fumbled around in a cart nearby that
contained a number of familiar toys, “I’ve took some of your other favorites,
like the electro-stim box and the retractable prick pads, and worked them all
into the same system – you can either create your own program for them to
follow, or they can be told to follow the sensors in the bed to mimic the enthusiasm
up top, with the pinpricks or electricity getting more intense as, errr, you
do, ummm, too.  Same with this butt plug,” he explained, holding up a plug
that looked much more like a dildo than any traditional butt plug, “it can be
set to follow the same rhythms as the gag in the hood…”


“Well, somebody’s really going to be busy when they’re
locked down here, aren’t they?!” I beamed, incredibly impressed by all that
he’d shown me thus far … and yet without skipping a beat, the new toys just
kept on coming and coming!


It was like the best Christmas ever, and I couldn’t help
but fantasize about all of the cumming and cumming that I’d be doing
myself as a result of his dedication to me…


“Also, in addition to the tension straps, the entire
interior is fitted with inflatable bladders behind the leather padding, thus
ensuring that the occupant is completely entombed in tight leather from head to
toe,” he continued, gesturing back to the leather crypt itself.  “The straps
themselves won’t release without a special password that you’ll create
yourself, and even if they did, the rest of the bed is over 500 pounds – not to
mention anyone who happens to be on top of it.  Also, the open/close mechanism
for the bed itself has been designed to operate off of a timer, so instead of
just unlocking it when you’re finished playing, you actually set a timeframe
before you begin and after that, only a panic code or an emergency detected by
the system can release the restraints.”


“…you know, so the lady doesn’t find herself overcome by a
momentary lapse of sympathy to shoo her lover out at 3am if her slave can’t be
freed until 9:30am anyways…”


What a sweetheart – one of our more recent cuckolding
sessions had him tied up in the closet while I was with my lover, but ended up
getting cut short when my mind drifted to him and felt sorry for tying him up
so tightly, though in reflection later he confided that he was on cloud nine
and had been disappointed that I ended things so early.  He told me that night
to feel free to be greedy when I was doing this to him – I guess this
“feature” was just another way to make that a little easier for me!


“And there’s no chance of escape once I put my slave in this
torture chamber of yours???” I asked playfully.


“I don’t see how that’s possible, ma’am,” he said with a
shaky confidence.  “You should be able to kick back and fully enjoy yourself,
knowing that your slave is being dominated from all angles even in your absence
while you focus on your own pleasures…”


“Well you’ve certainly thought of just about everything, dear
– I can tell you that I’m going to have a lot of fun putting this
creation of yours to good use, and I do hope that you enjoy it, too!”


As he flipped a switch and the surface of the bed began to
lower itself back into its normal position, my husband reached for a small box
at the head of the bed that I hadn’t noticed before.  Handing it to me without
opening it, he said, “Oh yes – I guess there’s just one more thing…”


Opening the cardboard flaps, I felt my heart warm as I
lifted the purple tissue paper to find a set of ornately designed, but quite
sturdy black leather cuffs – each had a series of gold symbols etched into the
leather that depicted elements of our dominant relationship together … the BDSM
triskele, a rose, a lock and key, a heart … all beautifully crafted in a fine
bridle leather that appeared like they could endure the most passionate of
thrashings.  Five circlets of leather in total were in the box – a pair of
wrist cuffs, a pair of ankle cuffs, and also an exquisitely matched collar.  I
knew without even holding them up to my wrist that they had been sized
specifically for me – deep down my husband knew that despite my
dominance over him, I still longed to indulge in my own submissive side as
well, and silently I think this last gift was his way of admitting that what
better sign for the ultimate submission of a man than to watch his own dominant
made submissive by her lover…


Giving him a big hug, I thanked my husband and again
complimented him on all of the incredible work that he had done, then after
giving it some thought, I informed him that it would be one week from
that day when he would debut my new gift and really put it through its paces. 
Clearly I had a lot to plan, so I wanted to make sure that I gave our
little game the same level of dedication that he gave to me!


* * * * * * * * * *


My short, leather mini dress rode up my legs as I led my
husband into our dungeon seven days from when my gift had first been unveiled,
the delectable click of my black patent heels resonating through the hall as he
followed quietly behind me wearing nothing more than his plastic cock cage, the
key to which hung on a gold chain around my ankle.


The bed had already been raised into its open position when
we walked into the dungeon.  He stood in front of the open chamber while I
gathered up the accessories that I planned to debut that day, then looked him
eye to eye…


“Are you sure that you’re ready for this???  Whoever designed
all of this didn’t want mercy to even be an option, so once you’re
locked inside, you’re in for the duration, and I intend to try out as many of
my new toys as possible tonight!”


“I understand, Mistress,” he spoke softly, “and I’m sure
that your cuckold slave deserves whatever this device is capable of doing in
your hands…”


That made me grin!


“I’m sure he does!” I purred as I brought my lips to his,
first just a lick and then giving him a taste of what he would be missing in
the many hours to come.  “Well I hope you’re ready to get fucked as much
as this girl is looking forward to getting fucked tonight because
I’ve told Damien that once those cuffs are around my wrists and ankles, he’d
better not stop until this pussy is raw and abused from his big, black
cock…”


I felt him shiver at the same time my own pussy quivered,
and knew that it was now or never.  Taking one last chance to plunge my tongue
between his desperate lips, I then hoarsely whispered, “Why don’t you get on
your knees and kiss your Mistresses’ shoes one last time before she seals away
your fate…”


As he dropped to the floor I felt the surge of adrenaline
that would guide me through the steps to come – seeing my husband on the floor,
his lips desperate to kiss even my shoes, surrounded by the leather bondage
gear all around, and knowing that out in the parlor sat a gorgeous, 6’4” black
stallion eager to fuck this married white girl silly in the face of her own
husband … I was ready to dominate his ass and then hand my own over to my
lover in the same breath!


Without saying a word as he rose, I held the heavy leather
mask up to his face, waited a moment for him to wrap his lips around the
generous dildo gag he had placed inside, and then made little work of lacing
the hood tightly from behind until the leather creaked wonderfully against his
very skull.  I pondered for a moment pressing the button that would turn his
view to black, but instead decided that it would be more fun this time for him
to watch firsthand as he found himself plunged deeper and deeper into his
bondage until finally the bed came down over his chamber and all was complete. 
Leather prick pads attached to his chest circling both of his nipples,
electrodes around his cock and balls within their own little cage, and of course,
my personal favorite – the dildo butt plug for his ass that would soon
be working in unison with his dildo gag to simulate him being fucked by two
men at once while I received my own just desserts only inches above his
head…


Funny – not all of us would consider that to be punishment!


The last of his automated tortures in place, I then motioned
to the chamber and told him, “Saddle up, cowboy!” while beginning to take
relish in this elaborate predicament constructed entirely from his own
perverted imagination.  He could’ve just added an attachment point to lock his
collar to the corner of the bed while I got fucked, but instead … well,
I certainly can’t say that he’s not a devoted slave after such an absolute
commitment such as this.


His body stretched out to fill the gingerbread-shaped hole
as I began to fasten the straps first around his ankles, then upwards to his
knees, thighs, waist, over the prickers on his chest, of course along his arms,
and then finally at his neck and even one last attachment point at the top of
the leather hood around his head.  Even before I activated the system to cinch
them all down, it was clear that he didn’t stand a chance of escape laying
surrounded by a foot deep of leather-covered padding that came above his arms,
chest, and all but the outlets of the mask with him laying there on his back.


With my finger on the button, I began to feel a small amount
of pity for him – such overwhelming bondage while your wife is satisfied so
completely by another man … and if that wasn’t enough, the whole system was
designed to flaunt it in front of his face in so many ways – the live audio and
video feeds of us fucking overhead, the sensors transferring every motion and
accentuating every climax throughout his entire body, the very air that he
breathes dominated by a dozen pairs of extremely wet panties that I went
through in anticipation of this whole scheme, topped off with the same blasts
of jizz down his throat that I’m sure I’ll be swallowing as well, as provided
in abundance by my bull Damian upon my request.


I think his exact quote was, “You are one kinky bitch,
but if it means I get to take that sweet ass of yours over and over again, I’ll
fill the whole bottle for him!  As much squealing that you’ll be going through,
it might just take the whole thing anyways…”


Then I remembered his last words – “my cuckold slave deserves
this.”  No matter how seemingly cruel or intense, he built all of this because
he wants it, and ultimately because he knows that I want it, too.  It’s
our games like these that take our relationship to a level that few would ever
understand, or even want to understand, but at the end of the day it’s what we
both crave and that’s why I stood over him ready to entomb him in a leather
torture prison of his own design while I myself got ravaged by a man three
times his size.


“You do deserve this…” I spoke out loud as I pushed
the button to initiate his lock down.  He couldn’t see, but a sinister grin
filled my face as I first watched the straps all simultaneously tighten just as
he had described, then the air bladders behind the padding itself further
pressed the leather around his body to cocoon him in place.  Once his
restraints were secure and his levels stabilized, I stood in awe as the heavy
surface of the bed itself descended down from above, much like the lid of a
casket closing, until the bed had been returned to its normal state, though
this time locking into place with a series of resounding thumps.


I watched the various monitors nearby that displayed all
sorts of information about his predicament, including the views from several of
the bed’s video cameras, until I felt a pair of strong hands pull in around my
leather-clad waist.


“So, does this mean that you’re ready, baby???” a deep voice
asked.


I turned and fell into Damian’s muscular arms as he was
quick to bring my lips to his, lifting me up as even in my heels I still stood
nearly a foot shorter than him.  His kiss slow and powerful, I felt myself
immediately begin to surrender, and wished that my cuckold could see me melt so
effortlessly in the arms of my bull.  A firm hand soon reaching up my leather
dress as our tongues continued to dance, my eyes opened to his enchanting voice
continuing…


“You certainly are, now aren’t you?  You got this wet just
strapping your boy into this thing, let’s get you tied down and I’ll show you
how a real man treats a slut like you…”


“Yes, Master…” I purred as I felt my wrists instinctively
cross behind my back, just as I’d seen my husband’s do so many times before. 
As Damian took my new restraints from nearby and began to buckle them securely
around my wrists and ankles, I looked down at one display to see the last
system prompt that required my input.  I thought long and hard as I felt the
leather restraints take their hold, then looked back to meet Damian’s eyes as
he held the final item – the ornately fashioned, black leather collar that had
been designed by my husband, who was about to have his wildest cuckolding
fantasies come true.


Without a word, I bent down to my knees and placed my
sparkling red lips on the toe of my Master’s boot, then rose back and
submissively bowed my head to allow the collar to be placed around my neck.


Hearing a padlock distinctly close shut, I lifted my head to
immediately meet Damian’s lips, his tongue now much more aggressive as I stood
humbly in his arms.


When he broke our kiss and gestured to lead me over to the
awaiting bed to begin our night of unbridled passion, I reached down and typed 12
HOURS into the keypad, then pressed enter.
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Chastity Challenge

















“So this is it – no turning back
now…” Kurt’s girlfriend taunted as she shifted playfully in his lap,
wearing the irresistible, black lingerie that she’d picked out specifically for
the occasion.


“Baby, you are so amazing…” Kurt
muttered in reply as his hands rested anxiously on Monica’s sensuous hips.


“We’ll see if you still think
that a few months from now!” she told him with a wink as she dismounted and
walked over to retrieve the nondescript, plain-wrapped box from the nearby
table and tossed it to her boyfriend with a grin.


“So let’s just review what’s
at stake here while you’re opening up your little present…” Monica
chuckled as she began to pace back and forth in her black patent high heels,
watching her man open the box with nervous anticipation. “One year is
what you’ve committed to wearing that thing … 365 days without any sexual
release whatsoever.”


“You wanted to know what it feels
like to be truly denied by an intoxicatingly beautiful woman … so
that’s exactly what you’re going to get!” she added with a wink as
she looked at him coyly over her shoulder, wiggling her perfect butt in the
matching vinyl panties that hung low across her hips.


“Now I want to be absolutely
clear,” she spoke as she sauntered over and slid onto the couch beside him,
crossing her legs provocatively as she leaned in close, “I’m not
the one giving up sex here – you are. As you can see here tonight, I
plan on being just as sexual over the next 365 days as I always am … perhaps
even a little more! I have my own little plan for relief that I’ll
share with you shortly, but in the meantime I cannot stress this enough – this
is about you, not about me, Kurtis…”


She winked as she pulled herself
into him for a deep kiss, her hand groping at his crotch until she broke away
and murmured, “Enjoy this erection you have now, boy, because it’s going to be
the last one you see for a very long time…”


Monica then urged her boyfriend to
finish unwrapping the box, which as they both knew would come to reveal the
shiny, steel chastity belt that she had custom-ordered for him several months
earlier. Its heft out of the box was daunting, its relentless security
confirmed as Kurt for the first time held the heavy, steel trap in his own
hands. He’d fantasized about it for so long – the thought of giving himself up
to her … to control, to tease, to abuse … and now she was standing there
before him in a pair of fuck me heels, ready to bring it all very much
into his reality.


She smiled as he eyed over the cage,
running a finger down the shaft itself and purring, “Yes – this will do just
fine…” 


He didn’t know if he wanted to take her right there
and then, or if he wanted her to take him, but at that point it didn’t
really matter and deep down he knew it.


This was happening.


Beside him Monica gloated, smugly watching it all sink in as
his impending chastity rang home. She knew that the thoughts racing through his
head paled in comparison to the plans that she’d been baking to torment her
submissive boyfriend, and even though she’d admittedly never more than dabbled
in kinky play with her previous lovers, something about this stirred in her as
well that made her hungry for the power that she was soon about to receive…


“Do you think it will hold?” she asked with a chuckle as she
leaned in close to admire the new device along with him.


Kurt simply nodded quietly as he handed the cage over to
her, gazing into her lust-filled eyes.


Monica glowed as she felt the weight in her own hands,
tracing her fingers along the heavy bars that all connected to a single point
with a custom locking mechanism. She reached into the shipping box that still
sat in his lap and retrieved the pair of specially designed keys – one to keep
in her possession and another to leave in a safe place, which she had already determined
would be her private safe deposit box at the bank. The only other way to obtain
a key would be to contact the manufacturer of the device, who maintained a
strict policy to only distribute replacement keys in person to the
designated keyholder.


The power was growing to be overwhelming, and yet she
knew that this was merely the beginning…


“Does it bother you,” she asked as she rolled her
succulent body into him, her bare skin just begging to be touched as her
dominant femininity began to ooze over him with every word, “that you’re going
to be giving up all of this??? Until today you could have me whenever
you liked … but that’s all about to change. How are you going to handle
not being able to slide your cock into my warm, inviting pussy for
an entire year?!”


Kurt’s heart raced, but his lips fell silent as the
incredible woman swung a stocking-clad leg over his and straddled him, his
hands falling to the black garter belt that framed her hips ever so eloquently.


“Wouldn’t you love to just take me right now … one
last vivacious fuck before you get locked into that cold and unyielding
prison for the next year???”  


Her lips only inches from his, his senses were overwhelmed
by the sweet scents that drifted off of his girlfriend’s neck … her breasts so
firm and inviting … her legs nearly entwined with his own already. Any other
day he would’ve gladly taken her up on her offer without a second thought, but
something felt different that time as the gravity of the challenge overtook
him…


“I can’t,” Kurt told her meekly, his eyes dropping to the
cage in her hands.


“And why is that?” she asked without a hint of reaction one
way or the other.


“…because I’m not worthy to fuck you…” he croaked out
to his girlfriend’s delight.


“Is that so?” Monica laughed with a curious grin. “Well, that
may very well be the case, so I suppose over the next few months you and I
are going to have to explore that…”


“It’s too bad, too…” she added as she began to stand up from
her position on top of him, “All of this chastity talk has me so wet …
I guess I’ll just have to figure something else out once I’ve got
you all locked up!”


Pacing back and forth in front of him again, the click of
her heels grabbing his attention more than ever, Monica toyed with the device
in her hands as she continued with her dissertation…


“So let’s go over the rules of our little chastity
challenge here, and then we can get on to the fun stuff!” she said with
a wink as Kurt shifted nervously in his seat.


“The challenge is for one year locked up – anything
less constitutes failure.”


“And throughout the course of those 12 months, your new
world will be governed by three simple rules…”


“Rule Number 1 – Asking for release will result in an
automatic failure. You wanted this, so now’s your chance to put your
money where your cock is! That means no begging, no pleading, no attempting to
get out until the challenge is over.”


“Rule Number 2 – And this should be an obvious
one, but no masturbation. The moment that lock closes, your cock belongs
to me and I don’t want it having any unauthorized releases while
it’s under my control.”


“And finally, Rule Number 3 – Probably the most
important rule of all … do everything that I say without question … period. My
pleasure is to be your one and only focus for the next 365 days and I’ve got
lots of fun ideas to keep this interesting until the very last day, but
in return I expect nothing less than absolute and complete submission on your
part. If I tell you to give me a foot rub, you give me a foot rub; if I tell
you to bark like a dog, you’d better get barking! Always trust me, never
question me … is that understood?”


“Yes, ma’am,” he responded with a gulp, feeling a chill run
down his spine as the words left his mouth.


“Excellent!” she purred with a smile. “Now speaking of fun
ideas, I don’t want to spoil all of them right now, but I want you
to know that as I’ve been scheming how to go about this over the last couple of
months, I’ve taken into consideration some of the other fantasies that
you’ve confessed to me alongside chastity, and I’ve managed to come up with a
few little incentives to help keep you focused on your chaste
devotion to me…”


“For example, at one point you had expressed an interest in spanking,
so I’ve decided that we’re going to establish a bit of a spanking
schedule, and the further along you get it in, the more intense it will
become. I may start with a nice, simple paddle, and then after a few weeks of
good, compliant behavior, move you up to a flogger or even a riding
crop. Continue to please me with those and maybe in a couple of
months we’ll take a look at some canes – I hear that those can be pretty
severe, though if I decide that I like it then it doesn’t really
matter!”


Monica giggled at herself as she continued.


“Of course, all of that spanking is eventually going to take
its toll on you, so once we get ourselves into a good routine and you’ve
proven to me that you’re willing to take all of this seriously, I figured that
a good two month reward might be a nice, quality pair of bondage cuffs. You
know, something that can really take a good struggle, because if
I’m going to be caning you and it hurts just as much as some of the
videos that I’ve watched, you’re going to need all of the help that you can
get…”


“Now if this whole spanking thing actually works out
and provides the results that I’m hoping it will, we might even look at
picking up an actual spanking bench – it’ll be a good start to the
playroom that I’m going to have you build for me in the spare bedroom! We’ll
talk more about that further on down the road, but I really want to see some
ways that a girl can really lay into her man … maybe some hooks from the
ceiling to hang you from, and a throne for me to perch on as I look down
upon my little chastity slave who will be forever kneeling before me.”


“Can you tell that I’ve put a little bit of thought into
all of this?!” she laughed tauntingly.


“Granted, not all of your incentives will be directly
for you,” Monica continued, “though I think it’s safe to say that you’ll be in
full support of them just the same. You see, I’m rather enjoying the way that you
can’t keep your eyes off of me while I walk back and forth in front of you
in my scantily best, so to make sure that I keep you on your game, I
think it’s only fair that I get to dress like this as often as possible…”


“We’ll go to the mall next weekend, and it will start with
something small – perhaps an equally enticing set of lingerie like this one or
maybe something a little flirtatious that I can wear to work, but over time as
you fall deeper into chastity beneath me, you’re going to buy me a
wardrobe that’s indicative of the sultry vixens that have dominated your
fantasies for so many years. Well, I’m the dominant vixen in your life for
real, now, so if you want to lick my shoes, you’re just going to have
to buy me a pair of shoes that’s worth being licked by my new chastity slave!”


Every time she said those two words felt like the noose was
being cinched a bit tighter, and yet he just loved hearing them roll off her
tongue all the same.


“So what do you say,” Monica finally asked him as she tapped
her shiny toe in his direction, “are you ready for this???”


Kurt nodded once again, then took one final deep breath and
stood up to face his scantily-clad girlfriend who in heels stood nearly as tall
as he did, though due to the nature of what was about to take place was
certainly far more menacing.


“Drop your pants and underwear, and then place your hands
behind your head, boy…” she commanded as she looked him over while playing with
the device in her hands. Monica watched in amusement as he did exactly as he
was told, first nervously unzipping his pants and pulling them to his feet,
then pulling his briefs down as well to reveal his semi-aroused member hidden
beneath.


“Now turn around and keep your eyes forward until it goes
soft…” she continued as he brought his hands behind his head as if he was being
arrested while she disappeared into the other room to retrieve the bottle of
lubricant she would need to slip the steel cage into place.


Lingering to give Kurtis a chance to relax without
her body as a distraction, Monica took a few minutes in the bathroom to freshen
up her makeup and spritz herself with more of the sweet-smelling perfume that
she knew he’d always loved. Giving herself a look over in the full-length
mirror, she couldn’t help but run her hands over her body, thinking, ‘Well,
Mon – if you’re going to lock your boy up in chastity, you’d better get used to
doing this yourself for a while…’


‘Then again,’ she added, ‘denying a man can have
its advantages, too!’


When she returned to the living room, Kurtis was facing away
from where she had stood and she took note that his erection had all but
subsided … temporarily, anyways.


“Turn around,” she ordered as she approached with the
necessary supplies in hand, not stopping for another word as she knelt down in
front of him and nonchalantly took his soft cock in her hands. As if she’d gone
through the steps a thousand times before, Monica made little work of gently
applying the lubricant to her boyfriend’s cock and balls, and before he had a
chance to second guess his desires, she was slipping the cold, steel permanence
around his member, her soft touch replaced by its firm hold as she slid one
ring behind his balls and then began to tighten the two pieces together,
drawing the steel cage up around his cock and close to his body.


Monica couldn’t help but giggle as the pieces moved into
place, the final result emphasizing a lack of size that she was eager to
point out just as soon as the custom lock had been closed into place…


With only half a dozen simple turns of the hefty key that
fit into its special hole at the base of the cage, it was instantly clear to
both him and her that it wouldn’t be going anywhere without the key that
disappeared into her bra just as soon as the final click rang out.


Monica beamed as she stared at her newest creation – the
cock which had once pleasured her on countless occasions now took on a much
more meager appearance … helpless, worthless, and as emphasized by the short
and stubby cage, very, very small.


She rose and looked her boyfriend straight in the eye as he
continued to clench his hands behind his head. “You know, I’ve never wanted to
say it before because I didn’t want to hurt your feelings, but I always felt
that you were a tad small for me. Now that you won’t be fucking me for
the next year, I feel a little better about admitting that. It’s probably
better this way…”


“…which is why right now we’re going to begin the
first of many rituals that will be assigned to you over the next year,”
she explained as she looked him dead in the eyes with an intimidating gaze.
“Like I said before, I’m not sacrificing my sexuality here for the next
year – you are, so right now you’re going to do something about
that!”


“But it’s not what you think…” she warned. “Sure, you’re
going to get plenty of opportunities to practice your cunnilingus skills over
the next 12 months, but right now I want something hard inside of me.
Unfortunately, I just locked up the only cock around here … even
though in hindsight maybe it wasn’t all that impressive to begin with … so
right now I want you to pull your pants back up, get in the car, and drive down
to the nearest sex store to buy me something to make up for the lack of
worthwhile cock in my life…”


“Going forward this will be something that you will do for
your goddess every month on the dot - while that shriveled, little
plaything of yours grows more and more accustomed to its prison from which
there is no escape, I nonetheless expect to have some of the most magnificent
orgasms of my life. So choose wisely, and do be sure to put some thought
into a name for each one before you get home … of course, because I’ll
need something to shout out as I’m moaning in ecstasy while you’re
watching from the sidelines, envious that nine inches of synthetic cock can
make me cum like your locked, little cock never will.”


“I’ve gotta tell you, chastity slave – dare I say that this
is something that I’ve been looking forward to ever since that night
in bed when you confessed that you longed to be submissive to me,”
Monica admitted as she held his cage in one hand and sneered at him within
inches of his lips. “You should know that the next year is going to be anything
but easy on you, and you can rest assured that the more turned on I get by
denying you my sex, the more you should expect of it in the future…”


“This is what you wanted, isn’t it, baby?”


Kurt nodded nervously as he stared back into his
girlfriend’s imperious eyes.


“I want to hear you say the words,” she prodded, still only
inches from his face.


He quietly squeaked out, “…I want to be your chastity
slave, Monica…”


Monica gritted her teeth as she jerked on the cage in her
hand, “Louder! Are you embarrassed to be my chastity slave?!”


“No, Ma’am,” he spoke, raising his voice while he gazed back
at her. “I’m proud to be your chastity slave.” He clenched his fingers
more tightly behind his head and straightened his posture.


“And what are you not going to do over the next 365
days, chastity slave?” she asked him inquisitively.


“Cum.”


“And what am I going to do to you over the next 365
days?”


“Anything you want.”


“And what am I going to have lots of while I’m
denying you?”


“Orgasms.”


“You just passed your first quiz, chastity slave,” she told
him with a grin. “Now drop down to your knees and kiss my shoes – that’s
your reward…”


Monica smiled as she watched her man obediently fall to his
knees, drop his head down to the floor, and then bring his lips to the shiny,
patent leather on her feet. It was a beautiful sight of total submission that
she knew she was really going to enjoy – he looked so small below her, and so
humble. She allowed him to linger for half a minute, then spoke…


“Ok – that’s enough for now. I’m horny, so you need to get
going to the store. I’ll be waiting in the bedroom when you get back.”


Kurt stood up and began pulling his pants up as the
beautiful woman in front of him gave her orders.


“Why don’t you pick out a nice paddle while you’re there,
too?” she added. “It might be fun to give you your first spanking after my
first orgasms as a sexually liberated woman!”


“Ok,” Kurtis replied with a deep breath. “Do you have any
preferences?”


“Not yet,” she smirked. “I’m sure I will later, but this
time just choose whichever one you like and we’ll go from there.”


With that Monica stepped in close to her boyfriend and
wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling her almost naked body close to his as
she whispered into his ear, “There’s just one other thing, chastity slave. Do
try to be quick – I can entertain myself for a while, but the longer you
make me wait for my new toy, the more your ass is going to sting
tomorrow morning…”
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