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About Showing Her the Ropes 2: Toyed:

Picture it now, thirty or forty people all standing around looking at you as you wriggle in the ropes, none of them having any idea that there's a toy buzzing away inside you, keeping you on edge. One touch from any of them would send you into orbit. But there's only one of them who can really help you, and he's there among them, holding the remote.

Having settled nicely into her position at the BDSM shop — and her budding relationship with the steamy, dominant Brett — Tracy's feeling more and more comfortable with everything: her job, her life, and her submissiveness.

But Brett's all about testing her, and his latest little hurdle for Tracy involves a particularly hot little toy and the remote control that operates it. And as luck would have it, he's making her wear it on the same day she gets volunteered to participate as the submissive in a bondage demonstration for the convention-goers!

Could it be too much for the new, more experienced Tracy to handle? There's only one way to find out!

This short erotic romance features bondage, BDSM, male domination, female submission, a hot use of sex toys, young adult antics, and much, much more. Enjoy!

–

An Excerpt:

“You know,” I said, walking around behind the counter and reaching down to unbutton my pants, “I don't even know why you'd bother with the vibrator. You do a perfectly good job of getting me going without it.”

“Maybe I'm just getting lazy,” he said with a smile, and watched me slip my pants down below my knees.

The vibrator was a little chilly when I'd first picked it up off the counter, but had thankfully warmed in my hand. I was wet enough for it to slip in almost effortlessly. It fit into place with satisfying comfort, and one of my concerns — that it might somehow slip out of me during the day — was alleviated immediately. This thing wasn't going anywhere unless I tugged on the string that dangled at the bottom of it.

I stood up straight, wriggling a bit as I got accustomed to the feeling of it inside of me.

“How does that feel?” he said, holding the remote in his hand.

I stared at him. “Did you push anything on the remote?”

“No, not yet. I meant the vibrator itself. Does it feel comfortable? Like, will you be able to have that inside of you for the day?”

I'll be able to do anything you tell me to do. I won't need any motivation beyond your command. You'd be amazed at the things I'd do if you told me to do them.

“Shouldn't be a problem,” I said, not quite certain I knew what I was getting myself into.

“Awesome,” Brett said, and my eyes went wide as he got ready to hit a button on the remote.

Then he did, and the floor dropped out from under me.


~1~

Figuring yourself out is a tricky thing.

I couldn't even begin to tell you how many different little month-long initiatives I embarked on over my college years, truly believing each one would be the one that brought me to … I don't know. Enlightenment, or whatever.

Drifting aimlessly is one of those luxuries you don't even really think of as a luxury when you're in college. The moment you're out, however, drifting aimlessly becomes a real problem. There's no money in it, and one of the crazier things about the real world is people suddenly expect you to have money.

The nerve, right?

Anyway, I only bring all of that up because after a summer with no job prospects and no real plans for the future beyond “I guess I'll go back to school,” this aimless drifter was suddenly given some sort of direction. It wasn't the most conventional direction, and believe me when I tell you it was a direction I never in a million years had even considered — like looking down at the compass and seeing 'W' has been replaced with a rooster or something — but it was a direction nonetheless, and it has made all the difference.

Figuring yourself out is tricky, and I'm not quite there yet — but my job at the BDSM shop is working out beautifully. You might remember Brett? I guess you could say he and I hit it off pretty well, and we've been together since. As it turns out, our boss Erica doesn't at all mind her employees being involved.

“Just keep the extracurriculars out of the shop,” she told us. Brett and I have made it a point not to tell her about the first night we worked together, when he tied me up and fucked me over in the rope aisle.

Man, there are so many parts of that sentence I never thought I'd hear myself say.

Anyhow, about a month into working at the shop, I'd gotten pretty well accustomed to all of the ins and outs — pardon the pun — of the business side of things. The customers were like any other customers, really: They just wanted to come in, shop around, maybe pick up a few things, and leave. Every now and then you'd get a creep, but the overwhelming majority of the people I worked with were super friendly.

After all, who wouldn't be happy to be going home with a bunch of sex toys?

Brett and I actually didn't work together all that much. Once Erica had enough confidence in me to mind the store by myself, she didn't see it necessary to have two customer service folks around all the time. I took it as a compliment, of course, but it was also a bit of a bummer because the job was always at its most fun when Brett was around.

So, imagine my excitement when Erica came strolling out of the office one day to let me know that a local fetish convention — supposedly an annual one, though I could swear I'd never heard of it before — was going to start in a few days and she wanted Brett and I to work the store for the duration.

“We're going to have a lot of people streaming in and out of here once the weekend hits,” Erica told me. “It's not going to be jammed or anything, but it'll be busy enough to warrant bringing Brett on board. That okay with you?”

You basically just asked me, “Tracy, you've got my full permission to be so wet you can barely stand up for the whole weekend. That okay with you?” Yes, yes I think I will be okay working with my boyfriend. I think I will find a way to cope with the distraction of knowing that any slow moment in the store could lead to us fucking in a back room. Or in the rope aisle.

“I think I'll manage,” I said.

“I thought so,” Erica said with a smile. “You're going to love it. The convention crowds are usually pretty interesting.”

“I'm really looking forward to it,” I said, with not an ounce of sarcasm. I really was looking forward to it. I'd always been so, so fascinated with the bondage scene, but I'd always just been a quiet observer. Now, I was involved with it, even if only indirectly.

“I'm glad to hear that,” Erica said. “Now, if you and Brett could avoid getting so excited that you throw down and fuck in the middle of the rope aisle, that'd be fantastic.”

I froze.

“We have security cameras, you goof,” she said with a huge smile on her face.

It sounded weird to hear the manager of a BDSM shop say “goof.” There were buttplugs within ten feet of where she was standing, and she said “goof.”

My face must have turned about twenty shades redder, because Erica started laughing almost immediately. “Oh wow, look at you blush! Relax, relax. You're not in trouble.”

I took my first breath since she dropped her little bomb on me. My heart, which had leapt out of my chest and was deeply embedded in the drywall, returned and began to slow itself down a little.

“Obviously, though, I can't have you two doing that kind of thing regularly,” Erica added, her I'm-Serious-But-Still-Not-Mad face doing a very good job of keeping me from losing my balance. “I had the same talk with Brett over the phone right before I came out here, so he knows as well.”

“Th-thank you, Erica,” I said, slowly returning from orbit. “We won't do it again.”

“If you do, at least be a little smarter about it,” Erica said with a wink.

I laughed. She laughed. There was a whole laughing thing. I called Brett right after my shift was over.

“Oh man, how badly did she scare you with it?” he asked, obviously holding back his own laughter.

“You could've warned me,” I said, trying my best to be indignant. It was useless. He could always hear the smile in my voice, and whenever he did, it kept him from taking me seriously.

“I could have, but then I would've cost Erica her chance to scare the shit out of you,” Brett said. “We wouldn't want that.”

I rolled my eyes, trying hard to do it so loudly it could be heard over the phone. No luck.

“Anyway, I'm okay with her cracking down on that sort of thing, because I think I've got a nice little surprise for you that's going to make it way more fun to be discrete.”

“... what does that even mean?” I said.

“You'll see on Saturday,” he said cryptically.

And holy shit, did I ever see.


~2~

I guess I should preface this by saying that the little escapade Brett and I had over in the rope aisle was the first time I'd ever done anything sexual in a public place. I know, I know: a closed and shuttered BDSM shop isn't exactly “public,” but when you're as largely inexperienced as I was at that time, basically anything sexual that isn't behind your closed and locked bedroom door might as well be in the middle of Times Square.

Still, even with that little milestone behind me — and despite working in a BDSM shop — I couldn't help putting a dividing line between public settings and my sex life with Brett.

He was always trying something, of course. Little public displays of affection, like light kisses, or grabbing my ass. But if I gave him enough latitude, those little displays of affection got bigger and bigger. And it wouldn't really be a problem if all it came down to was me telling him to keep his cock in his pants, but there was the added complication of my brain being so divided on the subject.

On one hand, I was still the Tracy of a few months ago: inexperienced, undersexed, shy as anything. On the other hand, the new Tracy — experienced, oversexed, and not at all shy about it — was coming up strong, but she still couldn't beat old Tracy when it came to doing things in public spaces.

I'm rambling. What I mean to say is: It's really, really difficult to turn to your boyfriend in public and tell him that you don't want to throw down and fuck him right then and there when every bit of your biology is telling you that yes, you do in fact want him right then and there.

Look how wet you are, your brain screams. Look how hot your skin is, look at the hairs standing on end. Feel your nipples? Careful when you do, because they're hard as rocks. You might hurt yourself. There is nothing about this gorgeous boy that you don't want on or in or under you right fucking now. Just do it.

But then, from some recess of the brain: But, like … there are people around.

That's how the argument always seemed to go, and even though that recess of the brain was clearly mailing it in, it would always walk away victorious. The number of times I had to shove Brett away in public only to get him back home and ride him until he popped like warm champagne was simply too great to count.

Once, when he was doing overnight inventory, I came in for my morning shift and he got me revved up — then went home, leaving me to spend the day horny as hell with no real release.

That's as close as I ever came to masturbating in the bathroom at work. Which isn't to say I didn't actually try. I couldn't find a comfortable position. Such is life.

So, with all that out of the way: That's why I was particularly confused when Brett started talking about being discrete. He wasn't the type to be discrete. He was the dominant, the commanding force of the relationship, the one always pushing for us to do more and more where more and more people could watch.

It was insanely hot, and as much as I fought it I certainly didn't want it to stop — but was this an indication that he was on his way to simmering down?

Say it ain't so.
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That Saturday morning, I got to the shop bright and early. I'd never worked during one of these conventions before, and I really wanted to make a good showing out of it. As comfortable as I'd become at this job, sometimes it was hard to remember I'd only been there for a little over a month. I didn't fear for my job or anything, but I also didn't want to look like I'd settled into it so much that I was taking it for granted.

Brett skirted that line nicely, himself, so I was surprised to find he was already at the shop when I got there.

I opened the door and he was at the front desk, cleaning and organizing.

“Hey, you,” he said, and smiled warmly. Man, that smile.

“Hey, you,” I said back. He came out from behind the counter and we kissed. He smelled amazing. He always smelled amazing. From that very first night and every single night since, his smell would make a part of me melt. It was, on occasion, enough to get me horny.

This was one of those occasions. It's going to be a long, long day.

He went back behind the counter and I stayed in front of it, leaning forward over it as I looked over the job he'd done getting things in order.

“Good sir,” I said in my snootiest voice, “I was wondering if perchance you have something in lovingly handcrafted alabaster. I will only accept the most ornate and impeccable of things to jam inside myself.”

We shared a laugh, and that's about when I decided to start poking around about what this “surprise” of his might be.

“Man, you do like cutting straight to the point, don't you?” he said playfully, reaching down behind the counter.

“Hey, I can't help it,” I said. “You've been all cryptic about it. Don't be cryptic about something if you don't want me asking about it.”

He nodded as if to say “fair point,” found what he was rooting around for under the counter and placed it in front of me.

It was a small box. There was what appeared to be a purple-ish plastic egg on it with a small string leading out. Separate from the egg was a small remote control with a few buttons.

I'd have known more right off the bat if all of the writing on the box weren't … Japanese?

“We got a small order of these things in from Japan,” Brett said, confirming my guess. “They're going to be available on the U.S. market in a few months, but in the meantime we're one of the only retailers carrying it. Supposed to be way, way more powerful.”

“Awesome,” I said, staring at the box, trying to make any kind of sense out of what I was seeing. I had a few guesses, but there were no diagrams. If I'm going to guess how to use a foreign sex toy, I'm going to need a few diagrams. “So … what is it?”

He gave me a look that hovered somewhere between “hear me out” and “you're going to fuck my brains out later for this.” Sounds difficult, but he pulled it off with ease. And frequently.

“It's a wireless remote control vibrator,” he said, and slid the box toward me.

I looked down at it even more curiously than before. “Remote control vibrator? That's a thing?”

“Yes, it's a thing,” he said. “We actually sell one of these already, but it's different looking and a much weaker version. This is the latest and greatest. Way more powerful, like I said, and it has a bunch of fun little settings.”

I picked up the box and tried to discern any of that information from the Japanese writing in front of me. No dice — but some of the illustrations on the outside of the box were making way, way more sense.

“Okay, so,” I said, turning the box over in my hands, “what do we do with it?”

“So glad you asked,” Brett said, and leaned over the counter to move in close. “This is going to be a pretty busy Saturday, what with that convention in town, so I was thinking you could put that in you and give me the remote for the duration of the workday.”

My eyes must have widened, because the smile on his face definitely did.

“Oh man,” I said. “Oh man, oh man. That sounds ...”

Hot. It sounds so, so fucking hot. It sounds like the kind of thing I used to have to just fantasize about before you came into my life, you beautiful son of a bitch. I want to walk around all day with this inside of me, knowing you have all the control, knowing you're dominating me in your own way — and knowing that nobody around us has any idea at all.

“It sounds … ?”

“Hot,” I said. “It sounds incredibly hot.”

Brett smiled, no doubt pleased with how quickly I'd accepted his proposal.

“Excellent,” he said. “We open in about fifteen minutes and Erica will be here in about five, so why don't you go to the bathroom and slip that in?”

Erica was going to be here all day. I didn't even think about that. I'd gotten so lost in the arousal of this idea that I never even realized my boss was going to be around the whole time.

“Wait,” I said. “Are you sure this is a good idea? If Erica's going to be here—”

“Erica's going to be too busy working on orders and shit in the back,” Brett said quickly. “Besides, I know you, and I think you're going to be as discrete about this whole thing as anybody has ever been.”

“This happens a lot, then?”

“You know what I mean,” he said. “I'd be surprised if anybody in the whole store realizes you've got one of these things in you. It's just going to sit there, teasing you, for the whole day. It's going to be a constant reminder of my control over you, and you're going to be helpless against it turning you on whenever I want it to. Doesn't that sound pretty good?”

It was like he already controlled the switch over my arousal. He didn't need the egg vibrator, he didn't need the remote control. He just had to say the right things, or look at me the right way, and I was already good to go. It was almost unfair, how quickly he could get me revved up.

And now he wanted us to use a tool specifically for that purpose. And he'd framed it with that argument. “A constant reminder of my control over you,” “helpless against it,” “whenever I want it to.” Man, he really did know me.

He stared hard with those beautiful grey eyes of his, and saying “no” was already a total impossibility.
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We took the toy and its remote out of the box, and quickly tested it out on the counter. The remote had a few different settings: light, medium, and heavy vibration, as well as a constant mode, a timed mode, and a random mode. Brett put the setting on “heavy” and turned it on. It made me jump as it loudly rattled on the countertop. We smiled at each other again.

“Not the last time today that thing's going to make you jump,” he said. He had a way of making even the most innocuous sentences sound like commands, and I loved every second of it. He didn't mean it to be one, but it sounded like one anyway: That's not the last time today you're going to jump because of that vibrator. You will be rocked by this thing. I demand it.

I picked the two items off the counter and began retreating to the bathroom, eager to slip the vibrator inside myself and start the day of subtle submission.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Brett said. “Where do you think you're going?”

I stared, confused. “I'm … going to the bathroom. To put in the toy. You know, the one we just talked about for like ten minutes. It was your idea? This ringing any bells?”

He smirked. “What I mean is: I want you to slip it inside yourself right here, right now, behind the counter.”

Holy shit. New Tracy was taking over my brain, firing off signals left and right about how absurdly hot it was to be told what to do and where to do it. To be told to do this potentially humiliating thing in a public space, even if “public” this time meant “a store that isn't open yet.”

“I, uh … wow,” I said, and Brett did his best to convince me with his eyes.

Old Tracy was trying to beat the idea out of me. You know there are cameras here. You know for a fact Erica's going to be on the lookout for you two doing anything suspicious.

New Tracy was on the case, though: You also know for a fact she watched Brett tie you up and fuck you like forty feet from where you're standing right now — and didn't fire you. And that this seems like a nice compromise between the 'let's fuck in the middle of the store again' and 'let's never do anything like that in public ever again.'

Brett saw the gears turning in my head.

“Think of it this way,” he said. “One minute with your pants down and your hand down your panties is a pretty tame thing compared to what she watched us do a month ago.”

New Tracy: Listen to the man, he's got some good points.

“Or, better yet, think of it this way,” Brett said, and leaned in even closer. I could smell him again. “It's what I'm telling you to do.”

Flash flood down below. Instantly. My heart began to beat faster, and my skin felt flushed.

“You know,” I said, walking around behind the counter and reaching down to unbutton my pants, “I don't even know why you'd bother with the vibrator. You do a perfectly good job of getting me going without it.”

“Maybe I'm just getting lazy,” he said with a smile, and watched me slip my pants down below my knees.

The vibrator was a little chilly when I'd first picked it up off the counter, but had thankfully warmed in my hand. I was wet enough for it to slip in almost effortlessly. It fit into place with satisfying comfort, and one of my concerns — that it might somehow slip out of me during the day — was alleviated immediately. This thing wasn't going anywhere unless I tugged on the string that dangled at the bottom of it.

I stood up straight, wriggling a bit as I got accustomed to the feeling of it inside of me.

“How does that feel?” he said, holding the remote in his hand.

I stared at him. “Did you push anything on the remote?”

“No, not yet. I meant the vibrator itself. Does it feel comfortable? Like, will you be able to have that inside of you for the day?”

I'll be able to do anything you tell me to do. I won't need any motivation beyond your command. You'd be amazed at the things I'd do if you told me to do them.

“Shouldn't be a problem,” I said, not quite certain I knew what I was getting myself into.

“Awesome,” Brett said, and my eyes went wide as he got ready to hit a button on the remote.

Then he did, and the floor dropped out from under me.
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It hit me like a train. It felt like an electrical current of pure pleasure, originating in my pussy and racing through me with a speed and power I'd never before experienced. It blasted through my nerves, shook my spinal cord, and weakened my legs almost immediately. The noise I made was a mix of surprise and sudden pleasure, and I can't quite articulate it here … but I will tell you that Brett smiled widely when he heard it.

I put a hand on the counter and leaned on it, struggling to maintain my verticality. The suddenness of it had been such a shock to my system that I surprised myself with my ability to not just be on the floor with my hand on my crotch, but I also wasn't going to be able to handle customers all day if “leaning on the counter and moaning with my eyes closed” was going to be my customer service philosophy.

I moaned hard and loud, breathing heavily, my heart racing. This was something entirely unlike anything I'd felt before, and all I knew was that I wanted more of it. I looked over at Brett, and the bulge in his pants told me he was enjoying this as well.

I gave him my best “you can bank on us fucking hard later” glare as I continued to struggle with the power and arousal this tiny little toy was generating within me.

And then, he shut it off.

Just like that, I had control of myself again. I stood up straight, still breathing heavily and still nursing a pounding heart. The blood that had rushed to my face and skin started retreating. I stared at Brett, a mix of amusement and arousal on both our faces.

“This thing is trouble,” I said. “Holy shit, this thing is so much trouble.”

“That was just the medium setting,” he said, looking down at the remote.

If that was medium, I'm a little terrified of what the high setting might do. I don't think our ceilings are high enough to contain me.

I wriggled a bit where I stood, my own body fighting me every step of the way as I tried to maintain some semblance of normalcy. Erica was going to be in at any moment, and it wouldn't be great if she came in to find—

That's when she opened the front door. She flew in, and Brett and I both stood up bolt straight — the sort of “we're not doing anything” reaction you expect to see out of people who were, in fact, just doing something.

“Hey, you two,” Erica said, not at all stopping on her way back to her office. As she went in, Brett and I just looked at each other and smiled.

He held the remote up and raised his eyebrow. I violently shook my head no, mouthing “don't you dare.”

Naturally, he dared.

It felt like the same setting as before, but having experienced it once made it no less powerful this time around. It thrummed inside of me, this powerful frequency pounding away at my brain and making my thighs clench. I shut my eyes and struggled to contain any moans, hoping — but not entirely sure — I was still standing up straight.

I heard Erica shuffle out of her office, and that's when the vibrator shut off again. I was forced by the situation to regain my composure before she got within eyesight of us, and I think I only barely succeeded.

“So, you two, are you ready for today?” she said, a smile on her face. I did my best to hide it when I glared hard at Brett.

“Absolutely,” Brett said, wearing that grin of his.

“Excellent,” she said, clearly in a bit of a rush. “I've actually got a surprise for you two, which is why I came back out here: We're going to have a rope bondage demonstration here in the afternoon, featuring a professional rigger, Len Martin. He's in town because of the convention, which means a bunch of people are going to be coming over to watch.”

“Oh man, that sounds awesome!” I said, and it was genuine excitement. I'd seen some of Len's work, and he was incredible. Seeing it in person was going to be a whole lot of fun.

“I'm glad you think so, because he asked if we had any employees here at the shop who'd like to participate — and I volunteered you, Trace.”

My heartbeat, which had just managed to settle since the vibrator's last go-round, picked right back up where it left off.

Holy shit, I have an opportunity to get tied up by Len Martin. Holy shit, holy shit.

“No nudity or anything, so don't worry. Probably won't be anything much more strenuous than what Brett gave you over in the rope aisle.”

And hey, look at that, my blushing was back. I turned a deep shade of red as Brett stifled a chuckle. Erica just looked at us and grinned.

“Okay, so,” she said, “early afternoon, bondage demonstration. You're in, Tracy?”

“Very in,” I managed to squeak out. Between the vibrator and the knowledge that I was only hours away from being bound by an absolute bondage master, I was floating somewhere far, far away.

I felt like it was impossible to miss how aroused I was. Maybe Erica didn't. Maybe that was the whole point. But it was a legitimate struggle for me to not immediately retire to the bathroom and try, once more, to rub myself to orgasm. It felt like all I would need to do was make any kind of contact down there and I'd be set.

“Great!” Erica said, turning and walking back toward her office.

I looked over at Brett, who was already looking at me. I mouthed “oh my God” at him, and we hugged hard.

“That's going to be so much fun!” I said, and stood on my toes to kiss him. He grabbed me and pulled me into himself, and I felt the heat and bulge of his erection pushing hard against his pants and my abdomen. I ever so gently gave in to the arousal for just a second, allowing myself a small, quiet moan.

It made him grip my back hard. He was just as wound up as I was. Two can play at this game, pal. I stepped back.

“So I guess I'll go to the bathroom and take this thing out,” I said, looking down toward my crotch.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Brett said, his smile suddenly so much more sinister than it was only a few seconds ago. “We had a deal. You said you'd keep it in for the whole workday.”

My eyes went wide. “Well yeah, but that was before we knew there'd be a professional rigger in here tying me up in front of an audience, and—”

“No, no,” he said. “You're not backing out. That vibrator stays in for the whole workday. Up to and including the bondage demonstration.”

“But I couldn't have known—”

“I don't want to hear it,” he said, his dominant side suddenly stepping to the forefront. It was a sight to see, every single time. I loved every second of it, and whenever I provoked him enough to get it out of him, I would revel in its command. “Besides, don't you think it's going to be an awful lot of fun?”

He stepped behind me, grabbing my shoulders in his firm but gentle grip and leaning his head in so he was practically whispering into my ear.

“Think about it,” he said. “You, bound and completely helpless, in front of an audience of people you don't know, at the service and whims of a premiere bondage master — and me, standing only a few feet away, with my finger on the remote. We'll be sharing you, each of us taking one aspect of control. You'll have no say in anything. You'll move when he wants you to move, you'll come when I want you to come.”

I almost fainted on the spot. And that's how Brett convinced me it was a good idea.
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The next few hours flew by in that “eternity right now but a blink once it's over” kind of way. I worked the counter while Brett handled customers throughout the store, making recommendations and palling around with people he'd come to know in the scene who were in town for the convention. 

And of course, whenever he got the chance — whenever he looked and I wasn't keeping an eye on him — he'd turn the vibrator on.

Merciful man that he is, he kept the vibrator on a lower setting. It was enough to make me slow down for a few seconds and adjust to the sudden influx of pleasure — to get me breathing hard and feeling hot, my pussy as wet as ever — but not enough to practically double me over like the medium setting had.

It sat in me, never going unnoticed. It made me think of how he would slip his fingers inside me and leave then perfectly still, forcing me to stay just as still and leaving me so close to the pleasure I craved, then suddenly begin working them with the grace and skill that only he could. I'd feel his fingers curl inside me and be brought somewhere else entirely, my head swimming with him. 

Having the vibrator inside me throughout the morning was like living in that perfectly still moment, anticipation building, constantly waiting for him to pull the trigger. 

By the time the afternoon rolled around, I was hovering somewhere just shy of being a quivering mess. The tease of it, with only occasional mild releases that never let me get quite close enough to the orgasm my body demanded, was completely ruining my ability to concentrate.

He was dominating me so thoroughly, without even touching me. And it was as hot as anything I've ever experienced. 

He was behind the counter with me, working on some light paperwork, while I stood at the register and pretended to be in one piece when Erica swept out of her office to tell us Len was on his way. 

“He's only a few minutes out,” she said. “He doesn't need a stage or anything, just a cleared area with maybe some carpet laid down for the sub.”

“Uh huh,” I said with hardly any coherence. I think I nodded.

Erica stared. “Tracy, you okay?”

I snapped back into reality, suddenly realizing my presence was needed. I had no idea how right I was about this vibrator being trouble. Doesn't seem to be any going back now, though. 

“Oh, yeah, I'm fine,” I managed to blurt. It bought me enough time to get an actual, coherent excuse together. “I'm just really excited about this opportunity with Len, so I'm a little distracted. Sorry about that, I'll get right to laying down a carpet.”

It worked well enough. Erica left it alone. 

“All right, then,” she said. “Well, he's going to be here in about five minutes and the demonstration starts in thirty, so the quicker the better. Brett, can you help her?”

“Of course,” he said with that sly smile of his. “Always happy to help Tracy out.”

There's a small plastic egg in my pussy that could tell all sorts of tales about how much you're helping me out today. 

Brett and I were able to get businesslike for long enough to get the area set up properly in only a few minutes. He moved various displays and racks around, clearing a space, while I dropped a carpet into the middle of it.

I stared down at the carpet after I placed it and realized that in only a half hour I was going to be helplessly bound in this space — and, unbeknownst to my employer, I was going to be struggling against not only the rope but the vibrator my boyfriend and co-worker was controlling from the sidelines.

I'd been able to keep it together thus far today, with only brief moments of getting completely lost within the arousal, but I feared once the rope got around me and I lost all control of my limbs, any and all control I had over my sexual urges was going to follow suit.

Picture it now, thirty or forty people all standing around looking at you as you wriggle in the ropes, none of them having any idea that there's a vibrator buzzing away in your pussy, keeping you moist, keeping you on edge. One touch from any of them would send you into orbit. But there's only one of them who can really help you, and he's there among them, holding the remote.

I was shaking. I tried to get it under control as the front door open and Len walked in.

He was every bit as workmanlike as I'd seen in the videos featuring his work: a friendly guy, just not up for or comfortable with a whole lot of small talk. I could relate, so for the most part I left him alone. Erica came out of her office when he arrived and talked to him for a bit, with Brett standing alongside her.

I stood behind the counter, feeling the vibrator within me. It wasn't buzzing. More and more, I was thinking it didn't have to.

“Hey, Trace!” Brett called, and I looked up. He was waving me over. Erica and Len were also looking in my direction.

I walked over, slowly, carefully, trying my best not to look too rattled. Even if I hadn't been driven to the very edge of sexual ecstasy all day by Brett's antics, I'd still be shaking. This was a man whose work I'd admired, but I'd also never met him before, and I was about to give him complete control of my body.

Well, almost complete.

“Tracy, right?” Len said, a hand outstretched. I shook it and smiled. He smiled back. “I'm Len. Very nice to meet you.”

“Thank you,” I said. “Very nice to meet you, too. I'm a fan of your work.”

I think — though it could have just been the lighting or something — he might have blushed when I said that. The thought of a man who had bound and gagged so many gorgeous nude women being brought to a blush by something I said was a little intoxicating. It felt powerful, in a weird way.

“Tracy, we were just talking about how Len's going to be working with you for the bondage demonstration in a half hour or so,” Erica said. “It's probably best if you two discuss what you can or can't handle, position-wise. We can leave you alone for that, if you like.”

“No no, it's fine,” I said, trying to stay perfectly rooted in the conversation while sneaking longer glances at Brett to gauge his reactions.

His hands were in his pockets. That meant at any moment he could set the vibrator off. Even if it were just by accident or something, the results could be ... troublesome. Professionally, anyway. On a personal level, I wanted him to set it off on full blast and let me ride it to orgasm right here on the spot.

He must have seen me glancing at him, because he pulled his hands out of his pockets and gave me a subtle look that calmed me immediately.

As much fun as he liked to have — some of it at my expense — that was the one thing I could always trust about Brett: He knew precisely when he shouldn't push too hard. I loved being challenged, I loved being ridden beyond what I thought were my limits, but I had to be in the proper mindset. He knew right now I was not exactly in that mindset.

Of course, he probably also figured it'd be worth it to wait for a half hour and really kick things into gear when I was very, very much in that mindset — and unable to move.


~7~

“I know I specialize in really tight ties, but we don't have to do that today if you're not into that or uncomfortable being put into those positions,” Len said.

“I'm surprisingly bendy,” I replied with a smile.

“So you've been tied up before? Recently?”

“Plenty of times in plenty of different ways, yes,” I said, the smile still on my face. I looked over at Brett, who wasn't quite beaming but did still look rather proud of himself.

Len looked over at him too, and I think that's when it dawned on him what the dynamic was between Brett and I.

“Ohh, okay,” he said with a knowing nod. The look on Erica's face was something between “yes, that is true” and “yes, I have actively seen them fucking, they actually did it like thirty feet from where we're standing.”

Internally, I thanked her for keeping quiet.

That's right about when people started coming in to watch the demonstration, so Erica and Brett split off from our little huddle to go help them get situated. Len continued to talk to me for a bit, making sure I was comfortable with everything he wanted to do.

“The first tie's going to be a really tight hogtie,” he said. “We're going zero to sixty with this, so remember that the safeword is 'red' and don't be afraid to use it if you're straining too much.”

I nodded. “Red. Got it.”

“You sure you're down?”

I thought about the different ways and positions in which Brett had tied me over the past month or so. How strict some of them were, how quickly I'd grown accustomed to being dominated in that fashion. I'd evolved from an unsure, unexperienced sub into someone completely comfortable with her elbows tied tightly and her back arched.

Thinking about how great a job Brett had done only reminded me of the fire between my thighs, that warmth and wetness that simply wasn't going away. Just the vibrator's presence was enough to guarantee it, and when I thought about all the different ways in which Brett had controlled me I only pushed myself into more of a frenzy.

It wasn't long before the entirety of the crowd appeared to be there and gathered around the little staging area Brett and I had set up. Someone — either Brett or Erica, I wasn't sure which — had brought over a sturdy wooden cart with some more carpeting on top of it. At first, I couldn't figure out what it was for, but I quickly figured out I was going to end up on top of it so everybody could get a better view when I was properly trussed up.

Erica stood in front of the cart and addressed the crowd, which quieted when she began to speak.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to our shop,” she said. “We're happy to have you here, and hope you'll consider us if you need to pick up some fresh supplies for tonight.”

A few mild giggles ran through the crowd.

“We've got Len Martin here, I'm sure most of you are very familiar with him,” she said, and gestured toward Len. The crowd cheered. Len waved sheepishly. Erica continued.

“Today, he's going to be working with our newest employee, the lovely and very kinky Tracy! Wave to everyone, Trace.”

I waved and stepped to the front, where Erica and Len were already gathered. I turned my back to Len and put my hands behind my back, eager to get started, eager to feel the bite of the rope and the beautiful helplessness of my situation.

“One final bit of housekeeping before we get started,” Erica said, and my ears perked up. What else could there be?

“Tracy's not only modeling the bondage today; she's also modeling one of our newest products.”

Wait. Wait, wait, wait. He didn't.

“Right now, our lovely Tracy is sporting the Yoi Tomago remote control vibrator! It's a wonderful, powerful little thing that fits nicely into whatever orifice is your pleasure and then, well ... pleases you.”

The smile on her face was a smile wide, and the crowd seemed pretty enthused by the idea of me having a vibrator inside me. But there was no way she'd have known unless—

I looked over at Brett, who was already looking at me with such a shit-eating grin I could barely stand it.

“You son of a bitch,” I mouthed to him, and it was a little less discrete than I'd hoped because Erica picked up on it.

“Tracy's boyfriend — yes, sorry fellas, she's taken — is actually holding the remote, and will be operating it at various points throughout the show. So on top of all the bondage fun, we have a little bit extra to look forward to!”

My face felt about as red as it had ever been. But every other part of me was warm only with arousal and the heat of sexual tension. My hair stood on end, my nerves were on fire and my pussy was drowning my panties. I thought about how much I wanted to slap and then fuck and then slap Brett. He had so many ways of getting under my skin just right, and I loved every second of it.

I was too distracted to notice Brett had the remote in his hand yet again. It hit me like a lightning bolt when the vibrator went off, and I opened my mouth to moan but nothing came out. I almost doubled over again. This was the medium setting in all its glory, and I was in too deep now to get away from its grasp.

Then he shut it off, and I had to struggle to regain my composure for what felt like the millionth time that day. The crowd oohed, aahed, and laughed, and Brett waved as people clapped for him and his work.

“It's going to be a great time,” Erica said, patting me on the back. Just her touching me on the back was enough to push me a little bit further. That's how turned on I was. It was killing me.

“And with that, we're good to go!” she said. “Take it away, Len!”


~8~

My hands were still behind my back from when I put them there earlier, so I just turned to make sure Len could see that. He got started by grabbing some of the rope we'd supplied him and wrapping it around both of my wrists together. After a few times around, he looped the rope between my wrists to cinch everything off.

Just that little bit of restriction — knowing my hands were already taken away and couldn't be relied upon to get me out of anything, knowing I was essentially helpless all of thirty seconds into the demonstration — got me worked up again. I'd spent the entire day being slowly turned on more and more, having to deal with the frustration of being unable to do anything about this mounting tension inside of me, and I was very near the breaking point. Between physical and mental arousal, today had been a gauntlet of desire and need that I was only just barely surviving my way through.

Len's next move was to tie my elbows the same way he tied my wrists. I didn't have a problem bringing my elbows together behind my back, but when he cinched them together I squirmed a little.

“You okay?” he whispered, barely audible to me, much less anyone else.

“Fine,” I said. “Just really turned on.”

He snickered, and kept going.

The next thing he did was ask me to get up onto the wooden cart. He helped me out with it, but I did a pretty good job even without the use of my arms.

Being so completely unable to use my arms always reminded me of that first night Brett and I shared, here in the store, when he put me into a box tie and kept me in it, completely at his mercy, for hours on end. I remembered trying to move my arms and finding out they were immobile — feeling my torso move with them, to me the ultimate sign of constriction.

The vibrator sat idly inside me, like a ticking bomb. I knew it was going to go off, the only question was when.

I sat on the cart with my legs hanging off of it, and Len got me situated so my legs were more on the cart. He bound my ankles and knees in the same way he handled my elbows and wrists. Any pipe dreams I had about somehow being able to wriggle the vibrator out of me so I didn't have to deal with the inevitable were now firmly extinguished. My legs were tightly lashed together; they weren't parting until Len allowed them to.

In the audience, Brett shifted. I paid close attention to him, but he didn't seem to be going for the remote just yet. He smirked at me, though, upon seeing how I'd reacted to just a subtle movement. I'd just clued him in to how on edge I was, which wasn't a wise move with him in control.

Len swung my legs around and flipped me over so I was on my stomach.

Maybe it was because I was so accustomed to Brett's more sensual, slow process of tying me up, but I hadn't expected to be this helpless this quickly. On one hand, it didn't give me time to be super anxious about where the tie was going next. On the other hand, I almost felt like I wasn't able to truly savor the situation as much as I thought I would.

This guy knows what he's doing, no doubt, but ... man, he's nothing compared to Brett.

I felt Len loop another rope around the cinch between my ankles, and braced for it: the completion of the basic hogtie. He pulled hard on my wrists and ankles at the same time, arching my back and making me gasp. After a few seconds of finagling with rope, my wrists and ankles were firmly tied together.

I was officially hogtied. The crowd applauded as Len stood to the side and gestured toward me, showcasing his quick, precise, and — I don't mind saying it — extremely strict work.

I struggled gently, but I absolutely was not going anywhere. The crowd ate it up, so I struggled some more, but they could've given me all afternoon and I still wouldn't be able to go much further than the edge of the cart.

And that's when the vibrator kicked in again.

It was still on medium, but the added arousal of being so helpless — on top of everybody knowing what was inside of me right then — pushed it further and made it work more than it had before. It buzzed away inside of me and suddenly everything that wasn't currently thrumming in my pussy seemed much, much further away. I moaned loudly, and the crowd laughed and clapped. I couldn't see Brett anymore with the angle I was turned at, but I knew he must have been hamming it up.

My legs shook, and I pulled hard at the ropes. They truly weren't going to budge. I could feel my skin heating up, the blood coursing through me, pulse pounding harder than it had all day. I'd been pushed far enough for long enough that I thought, if truly given the chance to ride this medium setting out, I could get off on it and it alone. I prayed for Brett to let me try that, and soon.

Meanwhile, as I was moaning and writhing in the ropes, Len started gathering my hair in a ponytail behind my head. I considered thanking him for it, because I hadn't wanted it to get in my eyes, but as he began to wrap twine around the ponytail I realized his motivations were a little more nefarious.

Not that I cared. I was on another planet. In another galaxy. Swimming through the sky, my arms and legs taken away from me, just a torso, vibrating happily and letting the moment guide me.

I feel a tight tug on the twine, and my head rises up off the cart. My neck cranes back as he pulls harder, harder on the ponytail, eventually tying it off around my ankles — arching my back and forcing my head into a position where I can barely move it.

I can barely move anything, actually. I'm still very slowly getting off on the vibrator's action, so I'm doing everything I can to writhe and wriggle and grind my hips against the cart — hoping against hope I can somehow get my clit involved and push myself over the edge explosively — but I'm simply not moving. The latest addition to the rope just makes it absolutely certain I'm not getting away and keeps me from being able to really focus on any of the people in the crowd.

The strain it put on my body was intense, but in a wonderful way. It hurt, definitely, but it was a type of pain I'd come to adore — the type that told you you were pushing boundaries and going further than you thought you could go. I could only imagine what I looked like, my eyes clenched and mouth open in ecstasy as I futilely struggled against the ropes and tried to get myself off.

It wasn't working, and I was getting more and more frustrated by the second. It had been a whole day of sitting on the very edge, sitting so close to what I wanted but being unable to do anything about it, and now — my body wrapped tightly in strict ropes, my pussy being tended to by a uniquely fantastic vibrator, and a crowd of people to make the whole thing feel even more taboo — I couldn't manage to get myself over the hump and have the world-shattering orgasm I'd been dreaming about all day.

Which is why my first words when Brett finally turned the vibrator on high were a loud, barely discernible “OH THANK GOD.”

It didn't ramp up at all. It didn't build, it didn't accelerate, it didn't give me any kind of warning that the higher setting was about to kick in. When it did, it did so quickly and violently, forcing my body to spasm crazily in response. I folded at the hips, my knees trying to pull into my chest and failing miserably. It also only craned my neck and head back further, which only intensified things.

Brett, you magnificent bastard. You genius, you visionary, you — oh, oh God — you wonderful, wonderful man.

My thoughts are racing, my eyes are tightly shut and my mouth is open yelling anything and everything it can to help me cope with the sensations running through me. The rope. The cart. The vibrator. My breasts, squashed under me, the nipples still hard and feeling every movement. My hair, pulled tightly. My spine, probably looking a little like a drawn bow. All of it, coming together and finally — oh shit, finally, finally, finally — pushing me over that brink.

The orgasm rocketed through me, as powerful and unstoppable as anything I'd ever felt. I imagined Brett, his long, hard cock jammed into me all the way to the base of his shaft, thrusting in and out, over and over, grunting every time his abdomen and my ass made contact. I imagined him with his face buried in my pussy, licking me inside and out, lapping me up, tasting me, enjoying me so much he ate me long past the first orgasm and well into a third or fourth.

Every muscle clenched. Every nerve fired, every synapse was flooded. I shook violently, simply unable to do anything else, as I screamed my way through the pain and ecstasy of it.

As the muscles in my pussy clenched and relaxed, it felt as if they were hugging the vibrator, thanking it for a job so well done.

I came out on the other end of it just barely functioning, breathing heavily, sweating a little into the carpet on the cart. The vibrator was turned down to low, which at this point walked the line between being insanely noticeable and not at all noticeable.

“That looked like a pretty good one,” Len said loudly, and the crowd laughed. “How are you holding up, Tracy?”

I tried to indicate I was fine, but it came out as a series of satisfied grunts and moans. It got the message across. The crowd cheered, and Len gave me a firm swat on the ass.

I didn't even react to it. I couldn't. I was too spent. But we still had so much more to do, and I knew Brett was going to see me through it, the vibrator his way of making sure it wouldn't be a cakewalk.

I noticed him, then — he'd moved to get into my line of sight. He was smiling warmly, a mix of arousal and pride.

That's my man. Holy fucking hell, that is my man. I'm going to ride you so, so hard for making me do this, and you're going to deserve every body-buckling moment of it.

And I wouldn't have it any other way. This is me.
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