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Total Lock Down




Using the ultimately secure
cage for scientific purposes

 


Tom had agreed to help with Elena with
research for her thesis. She had explained to him in great detail
the aim of the project which was to better understand how people
react to captivity. To understand how people’s emotional state
reacts when put into situations where they have absolutely no
control. The science had gone way over Tom’s head, but Elena had
helped him with his project and now it was time to repay the
favour.

He had known Elena for six months and
they had studied some of their units together. Elena was in her
final year of a PhD in Psychology and was a grade A student, always
at the library. She was attractive with long blonde hair and
beautiful big brown eyes and a nice figure. However, she always
dressed very casually in old baggy blue jeans, t-shirt and often an
old brown leather jacket.

Tom arrived at Elena’s house for the
first session. She led him to the basement where a large, very
heavy metal cage rested on a three foot high plinth in the centre
of the room. It was the shape of a large coffin but constructed of
very thick bars, an inch in diameter, with very small gaps in
between.

It was just over six foot long, two and
a half foot wide and a foot and a half high. Elena explained how
the university had obtained the cage from the Government. It had
originally been developed for the military, but never used. It had
been designed to be completely escape proof. The steel was
specially hardened and had been designed to give off dangerous
sparks that would kill the occupant if it was ever cut.

The lock had been taken from a high
security safe. The one keyhole was set back between two of the
heavy bars and in close proximity to the occupant’s head. Trying to
drill it out would almost certainly kill whoever was
inside.

“It was designed to intimidate whoever
was inside,” Elena explained.

“I believe you,” Tom replied, “it’s
certainly having that effect on me!”

“Don’t worry, I won’t be trying
to extract top secret military information from you,” she
laughed.

Elena explained that to open the cage
required the key and a 12 digit code. “Don’t worry I’ll try not to
forget the code,” she smiled as she typed it into the small
keypad.

She then took out a key which had teeth
protruding out of three of its sides and inserted it into the lock.
As she turned it a full turn clockwise they could hear the well
oiled mechanism turning. She lifted the heavy lid with some effort
until it rested back against its hinges.

“What’d you think?” she
asked.

“I’d be out of there in no time” he
joked.

“I’d like to see that.”

Attached to the inside of the lid were
five steel panels made from crisscrossed steel bars that ran across
the cage. The panels had been made to accommodate the shape of the
occupant. The first one had a semicircle cut out for the prisoner’s
neck, the next one for the chest and so on down to the ankles. The
shape of the panels meant that when the lid was closed, the
occupant would be totally pinned against the base of the cage,
literally unable to move a muscle.

“Well let’s try for size,” Elena
smiled.

“You will let me out again?” Tom asked
as he climbed inside.

“We’ll see,” she smiled.

She lowered the lid, making sure that
the panels fitted Tom’s profile.

“It will never hold me” Tom laughed
nervously.

As the lid closed all the way, they
both heard series of loud metallic clicks as each of the many locks
engaged.

“Well that’s it, you’re in!”

Tom wriggled around, exploring what
little freedom he had left. “Shit, this is tight.”

“I know, it’s a perfect fit. How does
it feel?”

“Scary. Is that enough feedback for
your project?”

Elena reached through the bars and
attached a heart rate monitor. “Wow, you really are scared. I’d
better not lose the key.”

“I hope there are spares.”

She shook her head, “Strangely enough
there’s just the one, but don’t worry it’s safely in my pocket,”
and with that tapped the front of her baggy jeans.

“So are you saying that without that
key there’s a real doubt as to whether I’d ever get out of here
alive?”

Elena thought for a moment. “No, that’s
not true.” Tom relaxed slightly. “Without my key you die in
there.”

Tom’s heart rate spiked. “Perfect,”
Elena smiled “now we can start work.”

“Let’s start with simple word
association, ‘Freedom’.”

“Bars,” he replied. Elena nodded
approvingly.

“’Life’.”

“Chained.”

Elena noted down the first few answers
and then went upstairs to her bedroom. Summer was coming and it was
a hot day, so she changed out of her baggy jeans and into some
cotton shorts and t-shirt. Her summer wardrobe was reasonably well
fitting and for the first time Tom could see that she had a very
nice figure. Her legs were slim, but strong, and her butt was very
cute. When she returned to the basement she stood next to the cage
and inadvertently rubbed her butt against the bars as she turned to
reach her laptop. She then slowly slipped the key into the back
pocket of her shorts. Tom couldn’t take his eyes off
her.

“OK, let’s continue the word
association. ‘Life’.’ Life’!” she had to repeat.

“Sexy.” he replied.

Elena looked up and saw that Tom was
staring at her butt. She smiled and shook her head. “My tutor said
this might happen if I locked up a guy.”

“What?”

“The result might be skewed by let’s
say, ‘other factors’.”

“I don’t know what you
mean.”

“Sure you don’t! Anyway, it will be an
interesting new angle for my research, maybe I can explore how
stress interacts with sexual arousal.”

After another hour, Tom asked if he
could have a break. “Of course,” Elena smiled and immediately typed
in the code, retrieved the key and unlocked the cage.

“This is never going to be like
real captivity if you let me go whenever I ask,” Tom said as he sat
up.

“Yes, but there are legal issues with
holding someone against their will.”

“I can sign whatever I need to, but I’m
not sure you have the necessary sadistic side.” Tom joked. Her
summer wardrobe may have been much sexier that its winter
counterpart, but she was still just a good little student who spent
too much time in the library.

“Lie down!” she ordered.

Tom smiled as she forcefully lowered
the lid on top of him and heard it lock.

“There is no way in the world that I’m
letting you out for one hour.”

She had clearly risen to the
bait.

“Shit, I had to hand in my assignment
before 10am or I fail!” Tom cried.

“She quickly punched in the code, took
the key and unlocked the cage.

Tom lay back and laughed. “Elena! You
see what I’m saying.”

Although he started to question his
strategy when two seconds later the cage lid crashed down on him
and he looked through the bars at a seriously pissed off
woman.

“I’m sorry,” he smiled diplomatically.
“Maybe there is someone who could look hold the key and not return
until a set time. What about your friend Louise?”

“Louise loses her house keys almost
every week. Do you really have a death wish?”

“What about Julie?”

“Julie? As in the Julie you stood up
last term? If she knew what the key was for, we’d never see it
again.”

After a further hour of work, Elena
typed in the code and unlocked the cage. Tom climbed out and
stretched and the two of them went out for lunch. When they
returned to the house Elena’s younger sister, who had just moved in
with her, was home.

“Hi!” the sister smiled as she looked
Tom up and down.

“Tom, meet my sister Kate. A tart.”
Elena said making the introductions.

Kate was fit, tanned and wearing a crop
top and short denim shorts that barely covered her butt. She too
had long blonde hair in a ponytail. Kate shared her sister’s good
looks, but did not share her sister’s studious nature, she was
clearly out to have fun.

“Nice to meet you,” Kate smiled
seductively.

“You too,” Tom replied.

“What are you up this
afternoon?”

“Tom’s tied up this afternoon,” Elena
interjected, “quite literally in fact.”

“Oh so you’re helping my sis with her
kinky project.”

Elena had to lead Tom away and back
into the basement. “Don’t say anything,” she warned.

Tom lay down in the cage and Elena
quickly lowered and locked the lid to make sure her subject wasn’t
distracted by the tart upstairs.

After a few minutes, Elena left the
basement to get her laptop that she’d left in her bedroom. Barely
ten second after she’d left, Kate arrived at the basement
door.

“Hello lab rat,” Kate
smiled.

“I prefer guinea pig?” Tom
joked.

Tom watched as Kate ran her hands along
the steel bars. As she did so, her face suddenly turned into a big
smile. He followed her gaze and realised that she had seen the key
still in the keyhole.

“This is interesting, the only key”
Kate laughed as she took it out of the lock.

“Put it down. That belongs to your
sister.” Tom tried to sound authoritative. It didn’t
work.

Kate tucked the key into the pocket of
her shorts and continued to caress the bars. “Now even my beloved
sister can’t free you from your cell. Imagine living your last days
in an escapable cage just because soon dizzy blonde took the
key.

“Kate what are you doing in here?”
Elena shouted as she came in and saw her sister sitting on the
cage, on top of her research subject.

“Just seeing if I can help” she smiled
back.

“Get out” her older sister ordered and
to her surprise her younger sister quickly obeyed.

Tom looked concerned. “She’s taken the
key!”

Elena patted the pockets of her shorts.
Realising it wasn’t there and without another word, Elena ran out
of the basement after her sister.

Tom heard shouting from the room
upstairs which gradually died down, followed by both sisters
returning to the basement, Kate was smiling.

“OK we have reached a deal.” Elena
announced to Tom. “Because you think I’m too soft and don’t have a
‘sadistic’ side, I’ll let Kate look after the key. And believe me
this sadistic bitch isn’t soft. So hopefully you will experience
the full fear and lack of control that captives have to endure.
“I’ve also told Kate the code, so she can release you.”

With the new arrangements in place,
Elena explained that she would be away for the rest of the day.
Kate was to wait half an hour in order to complete the
physiological tests, and then unlock the cage. Elena tidied her
papers and then left.

Kate was looking very pleased with
herself. She squeezed the key out from the front pocket of her
short and waved it above Tom’s immobile body. Tom had been happy to
help Elena, she was professional, a serious student. This girl was
the complete opposite. Why hadn’t he said something before Elena
left?



“Completely helpless and at the mercy
of a crazy 18 year old girl.” Kate purred as she walked around the
cage. Tom’s eyes following her every movement.

She then striped off her top and slid
her shorts down over her hips. She stood there in black silk
panties and bra. She put on some very high black heels and let down
her blonde hair. She was stunning. Like her sister she had a
perfect figure, but unlike her sister she knew how to show it
off.

Kate pushed the key down between her
breasts. She then jumped up and sat down on the cage right above
Tom’s head, her butt only the thickness of the bars away from his
face.

“Like the view?” she asked as she
opened her legs slightly so that she could see his face.

Tom was completely aroused as he
watched her wriggle about above him and cross and re-cross her
legs. He could also smell her perfume which seemed to fill his
small cell. He realised that every muscle was straining against the
unyielding steel. Kate realised too.

“Sorry honey, your muscles will never
break out of here.”

His mouth was dry and he felt slightly
dizzy. He could just make out the time displayed on the
laptop.

“Almost half an hour,” he
said.

“Are you really as innocent as my big
sis,” Kate giggled as she reached through the bars, unzipped his
jeans and put her hand around his hard cock.

“Kate, please.” he gasped as he started
to sweat from his pointless efforts to get free.

“I’m a little jealous of you in there,”
she purred.

Kate then picked up a bike combination
lock that she’d brought down with her. She spun the dials to a new
combination without looking to see what new number she had randomly
chosen. She then stood right up against the bars of the cage and
wrapped the bike chain tightly around her waist and the bars. She
closed the lock and then, without looking, spun the dials
again.

Kate tried to wriggle out, but she
couldn’t. Her waist was securely fastened to the bars. She could
just about turn around so that her butt was facing towards Tom’s
face and once there wiggled it for him. She then turned back to
face him.

“Ten thousand combinations, if I try
one a second, that’s anything up to three hours. My sister would be
proud of my maths. And you get ringside seats of my little butt
tugging against the chain, trying to escape.”

Kate reached her hands into the cage
and ran her finger tips up and down Tom’s arms, legs and chest. She
interspersed this with rubbing herself against the bike chain and
running her hands over her own hips. She occasionally stroked his
cock, but not enough to give Tom any release

She rubbed the front of her panties
against the bars, her own incarceration was starting to turn her
on. She slipped the key into the front of her panties and stroked
herself until she reached orgasm. On her fourth time she just left
the key inside her warm, moist underwear. She had no intention of
using it.

Kate finally turned her attention to
the combination lock, but she was in no hurry as each failed
attempt seemed to excite her more. It was two hours later when the
lock finally pulled open. Kate leant over the cage to blow her
captive a kiss.

“You’re not going to leave me here?”
Tom asked, “Please unlock me”.

She was starting to feel very tired and
was still undecided as to whether she would free him before she
fell asleep.

“Heads I let you out, tails you stay in
until morning.

She picked up her purse, took a coin
and spun.

“This is a three month project, today
was just day one...” Kate purred as the coin spun...



 


***

 


The Sauna




Trapped inside the sauna
bench

 


Eloise had rented her apartment for
just over a year. It was small, only one bedroom, but was in a
fantastic location close to work. It also had a resident only gym,
pool and sauna, which, given that many of the apartments were owned
by corporates, were rarely used.

Eloise had split from her boyfriend
over three months ago and had been filling the gap in her life by
working longer and longer hours. She would often get home after ten
in the evening, eat a supermarket meal and then go for to the gym,
or sometimes the pool. She had just been promoted at work and had
never been fitter, but her lonely lifestyle was starting to get
frustrating.

It was almost eleven at night, when she
walked down the long corridor to the sports facilities. As she
opened the door to the pool, a guy was just climbing out of the
water. He was tall, slim and athletic, with black hair and was
wearing tight Speedos. Eloise watched as he dried and walked
towards her.

“Hi!” she said a little too
enthusiastically.

“Hi,” he smiled back, as he walked off
over to the sauna.

Eloise sat on the edge of the pool,
with her feet in the water. Every time she’d seen him before he’d
been wearing a suit, he looked even better in Speedos. She slid
into the pool, but only did one length before changing her mind.
She climbed up the steps, walked over to the sauna and opened the
pine clad door.

The sauna was small, with only one
bench along its full length. The bench was constructed of pine
planks on both its top and front sides, creating an enclosed space
beneath the seat. There were one inch gaps between the planks and a
small hatch cut into the top of the bench to allow access to the
space below.

Eloise walked past the guy and sat down
on the far end of the bench. She sat there in silence, feeling the
heat and humidity build. She glanced across at him and his narrow
waist and tight blue trunks. She notice that he happened to be
sitting directly on top of the access hatch. Eloise looked between
the planks and into the dark interior of the bench.

“Would it be OK if I lie down?” she
asked, smiling at the guy.

He looked around, aware that the bench
was only just long enough for one person to lie down and therefore
not possible with two people to accommodate.

“Oh I can lie down inside the
bench.”

The guy looked down and saw that the
floor inside the bench was clad with pine.

“Right, but how to do get
in?”

Eloise smiled, as she pointed to the
hatch that he was sitting on. As he stood up, she watched his thigh
muscles tense and straighten. She quickly looked away as she
realised that he had opened the hatch and looking expectantly at
her.

The square opening wasn’t large, but
Eloise, slide inside easily enough. Eloise had secretly laid inside
before, but never with company. She looked up at him through the
hatch as she pulled it closed.

“See, plenty of room,” she smiled,
watching him through the pine bars.

“OK, if you’re sure.”

The guy then walked over to and sat
down on the end of the bench above her feet and furthest from the
hatch. She looked up excited at his cute butt sitting above her,
but this could be even more fun if he were to move. She thought
hard.

“I’m worried that someone else might
come in and sit over the hatch and stop me from getting out,” she
adlibbed.

“It’s very late, you should be fine,”
he replied.

“I know, but if you sit up this end
then no-one else would be able to.”

The guy was obviously thinking this
through. What was he thinking? Would he do it?

Eloise waited expectantly as the guy
stood up and looked down at her. ‘Please, please’ she thought to
herself. Then to her total delight, the guy walked over and sat
down directly on top of the hatch. She watched his cute butt come
to rest only a few inches from her face.

Although he was slim, the wood seemed
to bow slightly under his weight and she knew without trying that
she would be unable to lift up the hatch. She was now trapped
beneath him. She looked up between his slightly open thighs as her
excitement built. She had to put her hand to her mouth to stop
herself making a noise in the quite dark confines of her
cell.

“You OK down there?” he asked,
obviously amused by the situation.

“Fine,” she tried to sound as cool as
she could.

Having checked that he wasn’t looking,
Eloise reached up and started to put up on the wooden beams above
her. They were solid, she was starting to become aroused. Then, her
fingers accidentally slipped through a gap and rubbed against the
inside of his thigh.

Tom looked down intently at the woman
beneath him, what was she doing? Did she really want to lie in the
sauna, or was this just her idea of a come on. He couldn’t remember
seeing her before, but she looked cute in that white bikini and she
was certainly fit.

He looked down and noticed that she had
one hand inside the front of her bikini bottoms. She followed his
gaze and quickly withdrew her hand.

“You’re somewhat stuck down there,” he
said.

She swallowed and half stuttered a
reply.

Tom then stood up and left the sauna to
take a cold shower, which he was starting to need on a number of
levels. A minute later Eloise also walked out and was quickly
making her way to the door.

“I hope it’s my turn to lie down, “ his
words made her stop dead.

“What?”

Tom smiled to her as he walked back
inside the sauna. He stepped into the open hatch and had to
struggle to get his larger body inside the bench. As he lowered the
hatch he noticed that he was hard, maybe there was something to
this woman’s games.

Tom had to wait for a few minutes
before the woman returned. She pushed the wooden door closed behind
her and stood there looking at him. Without asking for his opinion,
she sat down on the hatch above his head. She shuffled round
slightly until she was happy with her spot.

Tom let out a sharp breathe of
excitement as he looked at her butt, only a few inches from his
face. He hadn’t really noticed her figure or her bikini before, but
now he had nothing else to do but to study her in
detail.

A drop of moisture run down her thigh
and into his eye and he used her hand to wipe it away. He smiled to
himself, this was quite sexy and he was starting to become aroused.
He adjusted himself in his Speedos accordingly.

Twenty minutes later and the woman’s
was still sitting above him. She was stretching her arms into the
air in what looked like some sort of yoga exercise.

“I think I need to take a cold shower,”
Tom said, his voice breaking the long silence.

The woman didn’t answer.

“Can you stand up?” he
continued.

“Yes I can.”

Tom studied her accent, there was a
trace of an Eastern European intonation, but the woman didn’t move,
in fact her butt hadn’t moved at all since she’d sat
down.

“Are you getting up?” Tom was starting
to get frustrated.

“No.”

“You said you would.”

“I said I can, I didn’t say I
would.”

The heat, humidity and enclosed space
was starting to make Tom feel claustrophobic. He pushed up at the
hatch with all his strength, only to find that it didn’t move. He
pushed again, but still nothing.

He stopped to think. The front edge of
the hatch only came half way up her thigh, which created leverage
that meant that he would have to push up twice her body weight,
which he knew he couldn’t do.

“You can’t keep me in here.”

“I think I can.”

Tom felt his cock throbbing and had to
stop it from slipping out of his Speedos. The woman had obviously
noticed.

“Having fun down there?”

Tom was embarrassed and kicked out
against the front of the bench. It was stronger than he’d realised.
He really was trapped. He reached his fingers through the wooden
planks, but could only bring himself to gently touch her soft,
moist skin.

The woman finally stood up and just
stood there with her back to him. He watched her through the bars.
Fuck, what a nice butt she had. Had he really been trapped
underneath that?

“I’ll count to ten before I sit back
down.”

Tom lay inside the bench dumbstruck by
the experience. She was already at five, it was now or never.
Eight, nine... He lay still with anticipation.

“I thought so,” she smiled as she
lowered herself back on to the hatch.

 


*

 


As they relaxed in the sauna, a second
woman entered and sat at the far side of the bench. She noticed the
woman beneath the bench, but looked away as her eyes met Brad’s.
She then continued to glance across, evidently fascinated by the
situation. After ten minutes she stood up and left the room,
glancing behind her as she went.

“I think I’ll cool down as well”, Brad
said looking down at his captive.

“If you want to cool down then lie down
here”, the woman replied from beneath him”

If I swap places with her, he thought,
I’d be trapped beneath the bench by this woman whom I don’t even
know. The thought seemed strangely exciting and so he agreed to the
suggestion.

He stood up and opened the panel for
his friend to exit. With relative ease she climbed back out and
stood next to Brad brushing her hair back with her
hands.

“Well what are you waiting for?” she
purred.

Brad looked into her dark eyes as he
climbed into his ‘cell’.

She smiled down at him and then slowly
closed the panel behind him.

She stood there as Brad wondered where
she’d sit, secretly hoping she’d sit just where he had. She turned
around and to his excitement she sat down right on the panel,
literally inches from his face. The view of her arse, with her back
arching up above it was fantastic, he thought as he surveyed his
new home. wriggled around a little to get comfortable and
said,

“I hope you haven’t plans to go
anywhere soon, as I really need a long relax”,

Brad had never been enclosed like this
before and found the fact that he could not escape exciting. The
atmosphere was getting hotter and sweat constantly dripped from his
captor on to his face.

Two further women entered the sauna and
sat down on the bench. They seemed not to notice that a guy was
lying trapped beneath them. The temperature continued to rise as
the four of them sat in silence enjoying the heat.

The latest additions left the room. “I
need to take some air”, the woman announced as she stood up and
left the room.

Brad was disappointed as he was
starting to enjoy the feeling of being trapped by this beautiful
stranger. He lay there wondering what he should do next.

However, before he could move, the
sauna door opened and Anna and her friend Kate entered the sauna
and sat down on top of him.

Anna was sat on the opening panel,
right above his head. He quickly thought about how he was going to
get out of this situation. A beautiful woman was sitting on top of
his only exit, her pert bikinied arse holding the doorway firmly
shut. She lifted herself up a little and then sat back down, as if
emphasizing her power over her unknown captive.

Since his mysterious captor had dimmed
the lights it was now difficult to see into the space inside the
bench. The two women, both attractive and in their twenties started
to relax and talk. Brad just had to lie there in silence and hope
he wasn’t seen.

Anna ran her fingers up and down her
thighs as she spoke with her friend. Brad had always fantasized
about her and lay intently watching, unable to take his eyes off
her legs. Anna looked down between her thighs and saw a clasp that
could hold a padlock.

“What is that for?” Kate
asked,

“Sometimes I use its used to lock
people inside the bench” Anna replied matter of factly.

“Not really necessary”, Kate laughed,
“not when you’re sitting on top of the opening, there no way anyone
could escape with you sitting there.”

Brad knew that this was quite true as
he lay quietly in his cell.

Suddenly Anna stopped and said, “What’s
that noise”, the women sat still. Brad was

terrified of being
discovered.

The women sat in silence as if
maximising Brad’s discomfort. Brad had stopped breathing and was
beginning to run out of air. The silence continued.

After a few minutes, the longest of
Brad’s life, they carried on talking, Brad managing to regain his
breath. Anna running her fingered around her hips, just inches from
his face.

After what seemed to Brad like an
eternity, Kate stood up to leave.

“I catch you up”, Anna said.

Kate left the sauna and started to
shower. Brad lay there hoping he would not be discovered. However
his thoughts were interrupted as Anna looked down, smiled at him
and laughed.

“So you’ve met my friend Maria, have
you”, she smiled, “she told me she’d imprisoned a dark handsome
stranger, and I must say that I’m glad that it’s you.”

“You knew I was in here all along”, he
retorted.

“Oh yes, and I know where you’ll be
spending the rest of the night too”, she purred, “maybe you will
join Maria and I for a sauna in the morning, not that you’ve got
much choice”

“Do you know”, she said, “that
if I take this padlock and slip it through here that you’d be
locked inside?”

She then smiled and snapped her padlock
closed and stood up. She slowly took the key, and slipped it into
her bikini.

“See you in the morning maybe”, she
smiled as she dimmed the lights and left the sauna.

 


 


***

 


 


On Holiday with
Kate




Kate arouses her boyfriend
by simply holding a key

 


Tom and Kate had been together for over
two years, having met at University. It was the summer holidays and
they were backpacking around Europe by train and ferry. They had
worked their way down through France and Italy and were now in
Greece, travelling from island to island. On this particular day
they had hired bikes and were cycling along a deserted road to a
beach at the far end of the island.

When they’d picked up the bikes, they’d
also been given a small cable bike lock. The cable was covered in
red plastic and locked by inserting one end of the cable into the
lock at the other end. Kate had put the lock into the basket on the
front of her bike and had stuffed the key into the back pocket of
her shorts.

Tom cycled behind Kate watching her
struggle up the almost endless hills. She was cute but quite petite
and slim, weighing only 7 stone. Her skin was pale and glistened
with sweat from their exertions. She was wearing a baggy blue
t-shirt and cream coloured shorts, which while not exactly tight,
did show off her cute butt. Tom focused mainly on this as she stood
up on the pedals and fought her way up the next hill.

At the top they stopped to look down
over the cliffs to the beach beyond. As Tom picked up a bottle of
water from Kate’s basket he saw the bike chain.

“I doubt this would take much to
break,” he observed as he picked it up.

Kate had little interest in the lock,
but watched as Tom put it around his neck and locked it in
place.

“What are you doing?” Kate asked
surprised.

Tom’s heart was thumping like mad, but
he kept his cool as he tugged at the lock just to confirm to
himself that he couldn’t either break the lock or slip it over his
head.

“He’s the key, you fool,” Kate said as
she slipped her hand into the back pocket of her shorts.

“You keep it.”

“But how will you get it off?” Kate
asked somewhat confused.

Tom thought about how he could best
explain this to his naive girlfriend.

“I like having this locked around my
neck and you having the key.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know, it’s just kinda
sexy.”

“But what if I lose the
key?”

Tom didn’t answer, but just shrugged
his shoulders.

“You’re crazy, but hey, I’ll keep you
locked up if you want,” Kate smiled as she pushed off and
freewheeled down the next hill.

Tom pulled at the chain as hard as he
could and smiled as it stayed firmly locked. Tom was so much
stronger than her, more confident, had more friends and
academically a higher flyer. He always held all the power. She was
also permanently worried that he would leave her, which only added
to her subservience. Now for once, she had some power over him and
it felt really nice.

He caught up with Kate and followed her
down to the beach. They dismounted and lent their bikes up against
a steel bike rack that was set into the concrete road. Tom sat on
the ground, leaning against the bike rack and drank some more
water. As Kate walked over to him, he reached up and around her
waist and pulled her closer to him so that the front of her shorts
pushed up against his face.

“Stop it,” Kate giggled as she tried to
pull away.

“Why don’t you lock me to the bike
rack,” Tom replied running his hands up the inside of her
shorts.

“But, you’d be stuck.”

“I know.”

“So why do you want to do
it?”

“I want you to do it,” Tom continued,
getting more and more excited about his request.

Kate, being use to doing whatever he
said, took the key and unlocked the bike lock and then relocked it
around both the rack and her boyfriend’s neck, before pocketing the
key.

“Is that what you want?” she said still
confused by the whole request.

She looked down and saw Tom with his
eyes closed, breathing quickly and deeply.

“You like this don’t you?”

Again he didn’t reply.

Kate started to smile. Tom was such a
good looking guy, who could have anyone he wanted. Quite why he was
with her, she didn’t know. But he liked this and that had to be
good, even if she couldn’t understand why.

“See you later,” she purred, guessing
that he wanted her to leave him locked up for a while. She felt her
butt to make sure the key was safe and then climbed down to the
beach on her own.

Kate was soon out of sight and Tom
couldn’t see or hear anyone, it was as if he was completely alone.
He pulled at the bike chain and tried to break the bike rack,
trying everything he could to get free, but to his delight,
everything stayed resolutely in place. He was completely stuck, he
was Kate’s prisoner.

If Kate left without unlocking him and
if no one passed by, which seemed quite possible in this deserted
place, he would eventually die of thirst, still chained to the
rack. The thought was both scary and exciting.

Although she didn’t understand Tom’s
desire to be locked up, Kate was happy to oblige. It was no trouble
for her and it was nice to feel in control. But most of all Tom
loved it and it seemed to make Tom completely devoted to
her.

That night Kate and Tom were lying in
the bed in their cheap hotel room, with the noisy, but ineffective,
fan whirling above them. They had returned the bikes, but bought
two more bike locks. One was now locked around Tom’s neck and the
second was locked through the first lock and around the frame of
the old metal bed.

Tom was lying on this back and Kate,
who was already asleep, was lying on her side cuddling up to him.
Due to the heat, they had pulled off the blankets and Tom was
admiring Kate’s slim, but perfectly formed body. He ran his hand
down her back and around her white cotton knickers which were the
only clothes she was wearing. He ran his hand over the material and
felt the keys to the bike locks which he had asked her to keep
inside her underwear. As he touched her, she turned over and smiled
in her sleep.

Kate was now lying on her back with the
keys now pinned beneath her butt. Tom tried to slide his hand
underneath her to feel the keys but they had settled between her
cheeks. There was no way he could reach them without waking her
up.

She opened her big eyes, “You still
awake?”,

“Yes, you still got the
keys?”

She rolled on to her side and felt her
butt. ”You really are crazy,” she smiled.

“You really are sexy.”

Kate giggled.

“Anyway, I can always get the keys if I
wanted to,” Tom challenged as he pulled her on top of him and ran
his hands around her narrow hips.

“Not if I throw them away,” Kate
smiled, accepting the challenge.

Tom watched as Kate retrieved the keys,
took careful aim and threw them across the hotel room and on into
the en suite bathroom. Now he really was stuck. Even if he was able
to pull the bed across the room, he certainly couldn’t pull it into
the bathroom. He was now dependant on his girlfriend to free
him.

“Can’t get them now,” she giggled as
she sat on his chest and playfully pinned his hands down. Tom
smiled and with one quick movement freed his hands, rolled her over
and lay down on top of her, now pinning her hands firmly to the
bed. Kate squirmed with delight as she tried in vain to free
herself, before giving up and kissing him.

“I think you’ve forgotten about this,”
Kate purred as she tugged on the bike chains which locked Tom to
the bed, “without my help you’re not going anywhere.”

“You win,” he smiled as he rolled off
her.

Kate cuddled up to him
again.

“What about the keys?”

“In the morning,” she whispered as she
nuzzled into his neck.

Two hours later Tom woke up, his mouth
parched. He eased himself out from his cuddling girlfriend and
tried to stand up. He didn’t get far before the chain pulled him
back. Kate was fast asleep and he knew she didn’t like to be
woken.

“Katey,” he whispered, nudging her
slightly.

She opened her big eyes and
blinked.

“Sorry, I need a drink, can you let me
out.”

A smile crossed her face as she
remembered the night before.

“Oh,” Kate said as she sat up and
walked to the table and picked up a bottle of water.

“Just the keys will be
fine.”

“Well maybe that’s not an option,” she
purred, watching the reaction in Tom’s eyes.

Kate returned with the bottle and sat
down astride Tom’s chest and held the bottle to his
lips.

“Are you really saying that you won’t
bring me the keys?” Tom asked.

“Maybe I am.”

Tom ran his hands up her slim pale legs
and inside the front of her underwear. She moaned slightly. He then
pulled them off and they made out again and again.

They continued to travel through
Greece, then back through Italy and through the alps. Every night
Kate chained Tom to the bed, or occasionally to the radiator where
he had to sleep on the floor. During the day Kate would also lock
him up wherever she could without anyone seeing. During this time,
sex was fantastic.

On one occasion they arrived at a
station and left their backpacks in left luggage. As Kate closed
the locker and typed in a code to lock the steel door, she saw Tom
looking at her.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she
smiled.

“Just for half an hour while you have a
coffee?”

She smiled and opened the next locker.
“In you go then.”

“Just half an hour?” he
checked.

“If you want me to lock you in here,
then I’ll let you out only when I’m ready.”

“Yes, but we only have one day in this
city and there are things I want to see.”

“Your choice,” she smiled.

Tom looked at her, trying to make out
what she was thinking. He checked that no one was looking and then
bent down and climbed in.

“Not too long?” he asked from inside
the steel box.

“Do you want me to close this door or
not?”

She looked so sexy in her denim shorts
that she had made herself by cutting slightly too much off from an
old pair of jeans. He nodded.

Kate closed the door, typed in six
numbers and the door clicked and locked.

“I’d better tell you the combination,
just in case,” Kate called through the small vent holes in the
door.

“Why, you going to leave me
here?”

“No, just in case I get lost or forget
the number, you know what my memory is like.”

“Don’t tell me, I’ll take the risk,”
Tom replied.

When they were in Switzerland Tom had
bought a length of chain and a combination padlock. The padlock had
4 wheels and 10,000 possible combinations. One day they had walked
up a valley to the peek at the far end. It was late afternoon and
they were making their way back down, as far as they could tell
they were the last people to come down from the
mountain.

“Katey, can we play one more
game?”

“Sure, what do you have in
mind?”

Tom took the combination padlock from
his backpack and handed it to Kate. “Choose a new combination,” he
said.

As she worked, Tom took the chain and
wrapped it around his own ankles. “OK, lock me up.”

“How are you going to get down the
mountain with your feet chained together?”

“I’ll crack your code,”

“That will take you ages.” she replied
amazed.

“Maybe, maybe not.”

“OK, if that’s what you want,” Kate
smiled as she knelt down and threaded the lock through the chain,
tightly securing Tom’s ankles. She closed the lock and turned the
wheels. “OK, that’s you locked up,” she said
matter-of-factly.

Tom pulled her towards him and started
to kiss her while unbuttoning her denim shorts. Very soon they were
making out on the grass. When they had finished Kate redressed and
stood up.

“Well guess I’ll see you later,” she
purred as she stood with one foot either side of where he lay in
the grass.

“What, oh yes,” he had forgotten his
earlier request and the day was wearing on, “maybe we can play that
game another time.”

“Too late now,” Kate giggled as she
playfully tapped his face with her trainer.

“No really, another time.”

Kate started to walk away and had to
pull free from where Tom was holding her leg. Tom climbed to his
feet and jumped over to where she was, but she quickly skipped over
a rock and was again out of reach.

“Kate, really let’s do this another
time.”

However Kate misinterpreted this for
just part of the game and blew him a kiss and walked off down the
hill.

Tom watched her go, it was fare enough,
this had been his idea. He sat down and started to turn the dials.
However it was a good quality lock and each number had to be tried
individually, he couldn’t just spin the wheel around. He started
with Kate’s birthday, the date that they met and all the other
obvious combinations, but nothing worked. He then tried all of
those numbers backwards. What would she had chosen?

Kate was now a dot on the valley floor
and well out of calling range. It was no good, he couldn’t work out
what she had chosen, he would have to work his way methodically
through all the possible combinations.

He started at 0-0-0-0 and worked
upwards. By the time he’d reached 5-0-0-0 it was getting dark. By
the time he’d reach 9-9-9-9 it was dark and he knew he’d missed the
right combination and would have to start again. He put on his
jacket and wrapped the emergency blanket around him and started
again.

He couldn’t help but think of Kate back
in the hotel. What would she be doing? What would she be wearing?
He hadn’t wanted to do this, but he pulled out his phone and called
Kate.

“You still haven’t cracked the code?”
she exclaimed.

“Not yet.”

“Is it cold?”

“Not too bad.”

“Good.”

“So what’s the number?” Tom bit his
lip, he really wanted to have done this himself.

“Do you really want to know?” Kate
giggled.

“Yes.”

“Well I’m not going to tell
you.”

“What!” Tom hadn’t foreseen this. He
had wanted to play some bondage games with Kate, but on his terms.
He wanted to be dominated, but yet still have ultimate control. It
seemed that he was now losing all control. Part of him felt like
screaming at Kate, but part of him felt excited about the new
developments.

“Good luck, sweetheart,” Kate purred
before hanging up and turning off her phone.

It was now very dark and cold and Tom’s
fingers were both sore and numb. The lock finally popped open, over
four hours after Kate had locked it. 8-5-6-2, why had she chosen
that number? How could he have guessed that?

Using what little moonlight there was,
Tom slowly picked his way down to the village. It was almost 9pm
when he knocked on their hotel door. Kate was wearing her little
black dress, fishnet tights and high heels, she looked
fantastic.

“You finally found my code,” she
purred.

“Yes, I didn’t realise quite how long
it’d take.”

“So I see.”

Kate held up another combination
padlock, but this time with five dials. “Four hours for four dials,
so five dials should be.... umm forty hours.”

Tom showered and then they caught last
orders in the restaurant. They then returned to the hotel
room.

“Put the mattress on the floor by the
radiator and lie down,” Kate ordered.

Tom complied, placing his neck next to
the heavy wrought iron. Kate wrapped the chain around the radiator
and Tom’s neck and slipped the padlock in place.

Kate turned the top dial of the
padlock. “10 combinations, even you could work that
out.”

She turned the second dial,”Umm, maybe
2 minutes to get out of that?”

She turned the third dial, “Now we’re
talking 20 minutes, still quite achievable.”

She turned the fourth dial, “Now around
3 hours or longer given your track record. Either way, you should
be able to get out before morning.”

She turned the fifth and final dial,
“Now up to 30 hours or let’s say a couple of days. That’s a long
time to lay chained to a radiator.

Tom watched as Kate continued to turn
all of the wheels. He pulled her towards him and kissed her and
they made out. When they were finished Kate lay next to him and
quickly feel asleep. He gently brushed her hair, knowing that
somewhere inside her little head was the secret number that only
she knew and without which he couldn’t get free.

He reached for her black silk panties
which lay on the floor where he’d left them when he’s stripped them
off her only an hour beforehand. He buried his head into the
material, breathed deeply and fell asleep.
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In Belize




Lauren and Kate enjoy
bondage games while travelling through the tropics

 


They arrived at their accommodation
which turned out to be no more than small wooden huts on the beach
with a bar and restaurant behind. The women walked up to the
reception, paid their money and were given the key to their hut.
“This is perfect” Kate smiled, nothing but a few shacks for miles
around and almost a private beach”. Nicole was less impressed by
the basic accommodation but had no choice.

The huts were small with just one room
and a sand floor. The wooden door locked with a padlock from the
outside that Kate opened before running inside. There was a double
bed inside and nothing else. There was a single window with no
glass but protected by steel bars and a shutter. Kate threw her
backpack on to the floor and lay down on the bed looking around the
hut.

“Well at least there is one
consolation” Nicole smiled as she saw the padlock and key still
hanging from the door, “it looks as though it’s my turn first”. And
before Kate could stop her, the blonde pulled the door closed and
locked it with the padlock. She withdrew the key, tucked it into
her short denim shorts and walked around to the barred
window.

Kate’s face was already pressed up to
the bars. “Please Nic” she begged. Nicole walked up to the window
and kissed her on the cheek through the bars. “I think it’s time
for a cold drink” the blonde smiled as she walked off towards the
bar”. Kate watched her walk away while pulling as hard as she could
on the bars.

Nicole returned and started to drink
her cold beer just outside Kate’s window. “Don’t be so cruel” Kate
said as she watched her with an increasingly parched mouth. “Do you
want a drink?” Nicole asked. Kate didn’t even bother to
answer.

“OK”, the blonde instructed, “I want
you to take your keys and hand them to me.” Kate did as she was
told. “Good, now I want you to take the long chain from your bag
and padlock one end of it tightly around both of your ankles”. Kate
wrapped the chain around and then used one of her high security
padlocks to lock it in place. The brunette had now secured her own
ankles so that she couldn’t possible hope to walk and Nicole had
the only key that could free her. And given how remote they were,
other than the key there was no humanly possible way that she could
free herself.

Nicole smiled to herself and continued
the instructions. “Kneel down and lock that same chain around your
waist”. Kate again complied pulling the chain very tightly around
her narrow waist before securing it in place. There was now not
enough chain between her ankles and her waist for Kate to
straighten her legs and stand up. “And now take the handcuffs” the
blonde continued, “and tuck them around your waist chain behind
your back and then lock both hands in place”. It took Kate a few
tries until she managed to do this behind her back but a few
minutes later her hands were secured.

“Nice work” Nicole smiled, “hog-chained
and all by your own hand”. Nicole pulled her t-shirt off over her
head revealing a bikini top as Kate looked on. “Time for a swim
sweetie” she teased as she picked up her towel and walked the few
meters to the water. She unbuttoned her denim shorts and eased them
down with the keys still in the pocket. The blonde then walked into
the water wearing her skimpy white bikini and threw herself into
the cool turquoise water.

Back in the hut Kate struggled
pointlessly against her chains as she felt the perspiration roll
down her back. Her efforts made her fall forward on to the sand
floor from where she couldn’t get back up. The heat in the small
hut increased and the sand on which she was lying started to stick
to her face and legs.

Kate didn’t know how much time had
passed when Nicole returned to the hut. She heard the padlock being
unlocked and watched as a pair of bare feet and tanned legs walked
up to her and crouched down. “You look a little warm there Katie”
the blonde smiled. Nicole lay down on the sand next to her and
checked the chains that Kate had locked herself in. “Nice work!”
Nicole smiled, “the cuffs are tight and the chain around your
ankles, well you haven’t got a chance to get out of
there.”

She looked down at Kate’s face and saw
that one side of it was covered in sand. Nicole moved so that her
legs were next to Kate’s head and then slid her bottom thigh
underneath her head to act as a pillow. “Is that more comfortable?”
the blonde asked as she slid Kate’s head a little further down her
inner thigh towards her bikini bottoms.

Nicole’s thigh was cool from the water
and felt nice against her face although she knew that at any point
Nicole could lower her other thigh and have her head in a scissor
lock between her legs. The brunette knew from experience that there
was no way out of the scissors even when she had the use of her
arms and legs with which to fight; like this there was no
contest.

Although it gave her an idea and she
moved her own legs until they were either side of Nicole’s head. In
truth, Nicole didn’t put up much of a fight. With her manacled
hands Kate managed to reach some of Nicole’s long blonde hair and
used this leverage to pull her head further between her thighs.
Once the blonde was in place, Kate clamped her legs
together.

Unlike her own, Kate’s legs were moist
from the heat that seemed to get hotter as Nicole’s head was
dragged into place inside the brunette’s sarong. When Kate was
finished, Nicole’s face was resting up against Kate’s damp
knickers. Her head was then clamped in place with a force that
showed that the owner of the thighs had no intention of letting her
go.

“Now if you want your head back” Kate
explained, “you better unchain me”. Nicole smiled to herself, “But
I like it in here” she replied, “and anyway remember where your
head is right now.” Kate started to use her position to excite the
blonde. Nicole’s moans of pleasure and her movement were limited
though with her head clamped between Kate’s thighs.

Sometime later and exhausted, Nicole
felt around for her shorts and pulled out the keys. Still without
the use of her eyes she reached for the cuffs and unlocked Kate’s
wrists and then after some more squeezes from the brunette’s thighs
unlocked Kate’s ankles. Only once Kate was totally free, was
Nicole’s head released from Kate’s vice-like grip.

Later that night the friends had
showered and changed for the evening. Kate lay on the bed wearing a
skirt and top looking up at the straw roof. Without warning, Nicole
jumped on top of her and knelt on her neck with one thigh either
side of her head. She dangled the handcuffs in one hand.

Kate loved this position although she
knew from experience that she couldn’t escape from it. The crotch
of Nicole’s denim shorts pushed up against her mouth as if telling
her not to speak. She looked at the blonde’s thighs towering either
side of her and knew she had to obey. Slowly, and as if with all
the time in the world, Nicole locked and double locked the
handcuffs on Kate’s wrists. By the time the blonde released her pin
position, Kate’s fate was sealed.

Nicole walked to the door and waited
for her friend. “If you don’t come now I’ll lock you in the hut
again” she smiled. Kate followed her out and watched as Nicole
padlocked the door to their hut. “I can’t go to dinner like this!”
Kate said holding up her chained hands. “Fine, go without food”
Nicole smiled as she ran off towards the restaurant.

Kate couldn’t catch her and by the time
she reached the restaurant, Nicole was already inside. Kate hid her
hands under the front of her top and walked quickly inside and sat
down at Nicole’s table. “I’m glad you could join me” Nicole smiled
as a bottle of wine arrived. “Give me the key!” Kate said somewhat
embarrassed. “No way!” the blonde replied as she filled two
glasses.

After the meal Nicole went over to a
group of guys and girls sitting nearby and started talking. Kate
stayed at the table with her hands out of sight. A few minutes
later Nicole returned with three of her new friends. “Hey I hear
you’re wearing handcuffs for a dare,” one of the girls said clearly
interested in the situation. Kate was embarrassed, but the secret
was out. She reached her cuffed hands over towards her glass of
wine and started to drink.

Later that night Nicole looked over to
see Kate talking some guy, the same guy that she’d been talking to
an hour earlier. She had an idea. She walked over to them and sat
down on their table. “It seems a shame to be handcuffed only to
yourself” Nicole smiled, “Must be more fun to be cuffed to someone
else?”

The guy looked at Kate and down at her
cuffs. He didn’t say no and that was enough. The blonde pulled a
single small key from the front pocket of her shorts and used it to
unlock one of Kate’s cuffs. She then reached for his hand and
tapped the open cuff down on his wrist so that the cuff opened up,
swung on its hinge and then relocked itself. The blonde squeezed
the cuff to tighten it and then used the end of the key to double
lock it. She then slipped the key back into her pocket, kissed each
of them on the lips and ran back off.

“Who was that?” he asked. Kate didn’t
answer but moved over so that she was sitting on his lap and
started to kiss. Later they walked back to his hut where they spent
the night chained together.

The next morning Kate and Brad left his
hut and went to look for Nicole. When she wasn’t in her hut Kate
started to look through her clothes for the key to their cuffs.
With the key nowhere to be found, they walked the 50 meters to the
sea and saw her just walking out of the water after her swim. The
blonde walked over to her towel and lay down on her front to
sunbathe.

“Haven’t you forgotten something?” Kate
smiled as she walked up to her friend. “I didn’t want to interrupt
you, you seemed so attached to each other” Nicole smiled without
looking up. “Where is the key?” Kate continued, “Its not in the
hut”.

“I have it” Nicole said as she stood up
and reached behind her into her bikini bottoms. Not finding the key
there, she then slipped her hand into the font of her bikini and
down into the crotch. “You guys like each other right?” Nicole
asked.

“How can you have lost that key!” Kate
exclaimed as she grabbed Nicole by the hand and pulled her towards
their hut. She pushed her inside and padlocked the door. “You’re
staying in there until we find the key” Kate snapped
back.

Kate and Brad walked back to where
Nicole had been lying and started to search for the key. “Hey this
could be worse” he smiled as he lay down on the sand pulling her on
top of him. Nicole with her face pushed up against the bars watched
as the two made out. She was already planning her
revenge.

Later that evening Nicole was still
locked inside the hut. The woman in the hut next door had brought
her a glass of tepid water, which was all she had had during the
long hot day. The woman had walked past with cold beers on a couple
of occasions and even wrapped a bottle along the bars of her window
one time with no intention of giving her one or helping her to
escape.

Kate and Brad sat outside the bar
drinking. Brad had a small piece of wire out of which he had
fashioned a key and was trying to unpick his cuff. Kate had assured
him that it was pointless but he was trying
nevertheless.

Naomi, one of Brad’s friends came up to
them and smiled. “How you doing?” she asked. Brad just raised his
cuffed hand in reply. Naomi walked over to some friends at the bar.
Kate looked over to them huddled together discussing something.
Naomi then returned with her friends in tow.

“Are you guys interested in bidding for
this?” she smiled holding up a small silver key. There was clear
relief on both of their faces. “Shall we start the bidding at
$100?” she said. Brad smiled as he reached over for the key. Naomi
took a step back and slipped the key into the back pocket of her
combat trousers. “Sorry, everything has its price” she smiled as
she sat down on a barstool.

“I’ll give you $150” a blonde woman in
a short black dress announced and with no further bidding the key
was hers. With growing interest from the few people in the bar, the
blonde with the key knelt down and pushed the important end of the
key into a small crack in the concrete floor. She then sat down on
one of the barstools and resting one shoe against the key sticking
out from the concrete floor.

“Just a little more pressure and the
key will snap” she smiled, “and then you two will have an
interesting two day trip back to the city to find a replacement
key. She tensed her leg slightly pushing downwards on the key. Kate
and Brad were transfixed on her foot and what it might
do.

“OK, here’s the game” the blonde with
the key smiled. “Brad you lie on the ground and I want your friend
to sit right on your face”. One more slight push on the key made
them comply. He lay down and in front of everyone Kate lifted her
skirt and sat down on his face. “All of your weight sweetheart” the
blonde purred. Once she was satisfied, she instructed them to
change positions.

After an hour and having dictated many
more positions the blonde reached down, picked up the key and
walked over to the now even more intimate couple. She sat down
seductively on Brad’s lap and slowly unlocked his cuff. She then
reached for Kate’s wrist and unlocked her too.

Kate started to drink a beer that
someone had bought her. Two beers later she remembered Nicole and
pulled the key to their hut out of her pocket. “Can you unlock
her?” Kate smiled as she threw the key over to Brad.

Brad walked over to the hut and looked
through the barred window to see Nicole lying on the bed looking
very sorry for herself. On seeing him she walked over to the
window. “You’re free” she observed. “No thanks to you” he replied.
“Look the key fell out” she explained He held up the key to her hut
before putting it back into his pocket. “I hope this one doesn’t
fall out” he said as he walked back to the bar.

Back in the bar the music and the drink
conspired to ensure that no one heard Nicole’s cries. When Kate
returned in the early hours she found the key in the locked padlock
and one very pissed off woman inside.

The next morning they were due to
leave. The beaten up minibus that came once a week was ticking over
by the restaurant. Kate had loaded both hers and Nicole’s backpacks
inside, although Nicole was nowhere to be seen.

Nicole, wearing only her bikini bottoms
and t-shirt had followed Brad to the sea. She watched as he came
out after his swim and sit down with his back against a palm tree.
This was perfect she thought to herself.

She walked straight up to him and
sprayed her intruder spray right into his face. He cried out and
started to rub his eyes. In the confusion she twisted one arm
behind his back and snapped a cuff on it. She grabbed his other arm
and pulled it behind his back and around the palm tree and before
he knew what had happened his hands were chained together around
the tree.

She waited until he could see again.
“Now you really are in trouble,” Nicole purred. “That’s my bus and
it leaves as soon as I get on board. “But hey, if I lose the key
between here and the bus then maybe some nice person will unlock
you”.

She slipped the key into her bikini
bottoms where it was pinned between the material and her right
cheek and then knelt down to kiss him on the lips. “Now if that key
doesn’t manage to free itself in the next few minutes, then you
certainly won’t be able to free yourself in the next few days” she
purred. And without saying another word she turned and walked
away.

He watched her white bikini move as she
walked. There was some sand stuck to it on one side where she had
sat on the sand and the bikini was starting to ride up her butt on
one side. He thought he could make out the key and willed for it to
drop free. It never did.

Nicole reached the mini bus and climbed
in. He started to shout but it would never be in time. He felt the
steel tight against his skin as the bus disappeared up the track
and out of sight.
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Nicole climbed into the bus and sat
down next to Kate on the back seat. They had the minibus to
themselves. “You’re a bit casual” Kate smiled seeing Nicole in only
her bikini bottoms and tight t-shirt. “Have you got a problem with
that?” Nicole smiled pulling her shorts out of her backpack and
then up and over her hips.

“I just kind of bumped into your friend
Brad” Nicole said while looking casually out of the window, “And
just kind of handcuffed him to a tree”.

“What!” Kate replied, “We must go back
and let him go”.

“Go on then” the blonde smiled
back.

“Well give me the key!” Kate
ordered.

“No” the blonde smiled back.

Kate thought for a few minutes, “If
you’ve handcuffed him to a tree by that remote beach, how will he
ever get free?” she asked.

“Well he will just have to stay there
forever” Nicole replied.

“Please give me the key and we’ll go
back while we still can” Kate asked again. Nicole just pulled a
magazine from the side pocket of her bag and started to
read.

The bus continued to crawl along the
unmade road. Kate looked up from the guidebook, “At the next stop
they’ll change drivers and we will have to buy our tickets for the
whole journey” she explained. “Why don’t you hide under the seats
and see if we can only pay for one ticket” she smiled.

Following Kate’s instructions, Nicole
sat on the floor of the bus in front of the brunette with her legs
crossed underneath her friend’s seat. Kate moved across so that
Nicole’s head was between her legs. She then slid forward on her
chair so that Nicole’s head was hidden inside her sarong with her
head was right between the brunette’s thighs. Kate then placed her
bag on the floor beside her so that Nicole was completely hidden
from view.

As expected, at the next stop a man
boarded the bus and asked Kate for the fare. Kate duly paid the
single fair and waited for him to leave. She was almost caught out
when Nicole started giggling but it was nothing that a quick
squeeze of Kate’s thighs couldn’t resolve.

The man left but was waiting just
outside the bus. “You’ll have to wait until he’s gone” Kate said
while tensing her legs to ensure that her request was heeded.
However, before he left another bus pulled up along side of them
and the people climbed out and into their mini-bus. They filled the
bus and even had to flip down the temporary seats in the aisles. A
woman in her twenties came over, smiled and sat down next to Kate.
Kate smiled to herself, this was going to be a long eight
hours.

Fortunately the woman sitting next to
Kate started to listen to her iPod and as Kate had the seat in the
back corner of the bus they now had some privacy. “What’s
happening?” Nicole asked from inside Kate’s sarong. Kate leant
forward as if to take something from her bag and explained the
situation.

“There’s no way I can stay here for the
whole trip!” Nicole whispered into Kate’s knickers. “I don’t see
any option” Kate replied. “Even if you did come out at one of the
stops there wouldn’t be enough seats and the next bus isn’t for a
week”.

The bus continued for a couple of hours
and Kate watched the fantastic scenery that they passed. Nicole saw
nothing and was only getting hotter and hotter in her airless cell.
“I’m going to have lift my head up at least” Nicole said finally,
“before I pass out”.

Kate took her small daypack and emptied
its contents. She then placed it on her lap with the opening facing
down. She then pulled her sarong up so that Nicole could lift her
head up. Kate’s thighs were now wrapped around the blonde’s neck
with the blonde’s head inside the bag. “Thanks Katie” the blonde
breathed heavily, “that’s a lot better”.

Kate looked down at her knees and had
an idea. She reached into her backpack and quietly pulled out her
oversized handcuffs. Using the key to avoid making any noise, she
then locked the cuffs around her thighs just above her knees. “What
are you doing?” Nicole asked. “Sssssh” Kate replied.

Kate squeezed her legs closed and then
took a padlock and locked two of the links in the chain connecting
the cuffs so that the cuffs were locked closer together. She was
pleased with her work feeling the pressure on her thighs both from
the cuffs that were pulling her legs together and from Nicole’s
neck that was trying in vain to push her legs apart.

“You’re chained in now” Kate purred,
“You know those cuffs will never slide down over my knees”. Nicole
felt the chain with her hands, “Umm, that feels nice” she smiled,
“Maybe you should put the keys somewhere for a dare,” the blonde
continued.

The woman next to Kate was still
listening to her music and now started to fall asleep. Kate looked
down at her combat trousers and the pockets in the back of them.
Although the woman was sitting on most of the pocket, the top part
was open. Kate threaded the key for the cuffs and the key for the
padlock on to a small ring and dropped them into the woman’s back
pocket. “We’re now chained up in the custody of the woman sitting
next to me,” Kate purred.

Another hour later and they arrived at
the first break. Everyone in the bus left the bus apart from Kate
and Nicole who were in no state to take a walk. “I hope she comes
back,” Nicole whispered. “We’re in the middle of nowhere, she’s not
leaving” Kate purred.

As predicted, the woman sitting next to
Kate returned to her seat and again fell asleep as the bus made its
way up a hillside. Kate looked down at the woman’s pocket but
couldn’t see her keys. “Shit” she whispered to Nicole, “When the
woman stood up the keys must have fallen down to the bottom of her
pocket and now she’s sitting on them!” Kate tried to push her
fingers in part way but came to the point where her fingers
couldn’t push further down between the woman’s butt and the seat.
There was no sign of her keys.

The bus carried on and Kate and Nicole
tried everything to escape their bonds but in the end realized that
they were stuck without the key. The keys were securely pinned
beneath the woman in the seat next to Kate and so there really was
no way out. More hours passed and nothing changed.

Finally they arrived and everyone
started to make their way off the bus. There was no other choice,
Kate engaged the woman in conversation until everyone else had
left. When the woman did finally stand up Kate asked timidly,
“Sorry, but I think there is something in your back pocket that
belongs to me”. The woman looked confused, but reached in and
pulled out the keys.

For one moment Kate thought that she
wasn’t going to give her the keys but she did before leaving the
bus with a puzzled look on her face. Kate quickly put the warm cuff
key into the lock, one click and they were free. They quickly
grabbed their bags and ran off the bus laughing as they went. That
would be one to relive later.

 


*

 


A few days later and Kate and Nicole
were back on the main road out of town waiting for the minibus to
take them further into the jungle. Other than them there was only
one other person waiting for the bus, a slim attractive woman in
her twenties dressed in denim shorts and t-shirt.

They sat down on the back seat of the
minibus next to Lauren and started to chat. After a while, Lauren
took out some sleeping tablets, “This is the only way I can sleep
on a bus,” she explained.

Within minutes, Lauren was asleep.
“Hey, I think its only fair that I get my revenge for what you did
to me in our last bus trip” Nicole smiled. Kate looked at her
suspiciously. Nicole continued, “Now I want you to sit on the floor
in front of Lauren, facing towards her with your head between her
legs”. “Further in” Nicole instructed as Kate carefully eased her
head in between Lauren’s thighs, parting her thighs slightly to get
her head all the way in.

Nicole took a chain and padlock and
threaded it through the crotch of Lauren’s denim shorts and around
Kate’s head before locking it in place with the padlock. The chain
wasn’t too tight but tight enough to stop Kate lifting it off over
her head.

Kate looked at Lauren’s thighs resting
against each side of her head. They were tanned and strong and
typical of someone who’d been backpacking for a while. Lauren’s
shorts were very short and only came an inch or so below her crotch
and from Kate’s position she could easily see inside to her white
paints. She could see where her tanned thighs disappeared inside
the tight white material of her underwear.

Nicole then took another padlock. “To
make sure you and Lauren’s butt don’t part company I’ll lock her
into her own shorts” she smiled as she slipped the padlock through
two of the belt hoops, one either side of the zip, and then locked
them together.

“I know where we can keep the keys”
Kate smiled as she took them from Nicole, reached inside Lauren’s
shorts and tuck them into Lauren’s white panties. However, as Kate
did this, Lauren stirred in her sleep, lifting one side of her butt
slightly off the seat before sitting back down again. As she did
this, the keys slipped further inside Lauren’s panties until they
were resting right beneath the middle of her butt. As she sat back
down, all of Lauren’s weight rested on the keys with the keys
coming to rest between her cheeks and well out of reach of Kate and
Nicole.

“Shit, now what do we do!” Kate
exclaimed, never having assumed that they could lose the
keys.

“Try sliding your hand underneath her
butt” Nicole suggested.

Kate slowly pushed her hand into
Lauren’s shorts and underneath her panties and was soon almost in
reach of the keys. A little further and she felt the keys through
the material of Lauren’s knickers. “So near and yet so far” Kate
whispered, “The only way to get those keys would be to put my hand
inside her knickers and even sleeping tablets won’t keep her asleep
if I try that.

At that moment, Lauren moved again,
shifting her weight so that she was sitting with all of her weight
on to Kate’s hand. “Now what do I do?” Kate whispered. Nicole just
giggled at her friend’s predicament.

The bus continued along the remote
road. Kate’s hand was pinned under Lauren’s butt and her head was
held tightly between Lauren’s thighs with her nose now inside her
shorts and resting against her knickers. They was nothing she could
do except wait for the inevitable.

“What are you doing?” was the first
thing that Lauren said when she awoke.

“I’m sorry, it was just a stupid dare”
Kate tried to explain.

Lauren opened her legs and tried to
move away but Kate’s head just moved with her. “You’re locked
between my thighs!” Lauren said even more incredulously.

“I said I was sorry” Kate
said.

Lauren went to take off her shorts but
some realized that she couldn’t. “How dare you lock me into my own
shorts!” Lauren cried. “Where is the key, I want the
key!”

Lauren looked at Nicole who said
nothing but just looked at Kate. “Inside your knickers” Kate said
finally.

With such tight shorts locked closed
around her waist, getting the keys out was not easy. Lauren finally
managed to slip two fingers inside her shorts and into her knickers
to rescue the keys. “Are these the only keys?” Lauren asked. Both
women nodded, with Kate’s nose rubbing against the font of Lauren’s
knickers as she did so.

“Good!” Lauren said as she threw the
keys through the open window. “You’re stop is before mine,” she
purred, “Let’s see if you can chew through the crotch of my shorts
and gain your freedom before we arrive”.

Nicole sat back, partly concerned for
Kate partly turned on by her situation, but knowing that there was
nothing she could do to help. Lauren’s inner thighs were gripping
Kate’s head even more tightly as she started to bite at the denim
in a hope to separate herself from this woman’s crotch. It was a
hot day and Lauren had insisted on wrapping her jacket around her
lap and Kate’s head on the pretense that it would be embarrassing
if anyone saw them in that position, despite the fact that the
track along which they were traveling was deserted.

As a result of being gripped by
Lauren’s bare thighs, the heat in the bus and being wrapped up in
Lauren’s jacket, perspiration covered both Kate’s head and Lauren’s
legs. “Please can I have a drink?” Kate begged to which Lauren
giggled and started to play with her prisoner’s head as it slipped
around between her thighs.

When the minibus arrived at Kate and
Nicole’s stop, Kate and Lauren were still very much connected. At
least one of them had to get off at the stop to pick up their visas
to stay in the country, and being unable to persuade Lauren to go
with them, Nicole left the bus alone.

The bus continued along the track this
time with only Kate and Lauren on board. It was getting even hotter
and soon both girls fell asleep. Kate still had Lauren’s shorts
between her teeth, having made little progress biting through the
material.

They finally arrive at Lauren’s stop
and fortunately the driver left the bus to have a smoke. Lauren
shuffled along the seat with Kate’s head in tow. She then walked
slowly off the bus with Kate struggling along beneath
her.

“You’ll have to carry me on your
shoulders” Lauren purred to the already exhausted woman chained
between her legs. Kate turned so that she was facing away from
Lauren and clambered to her feet with Lauren sitting squarely on
her shoulders.

Kate walked slowly along the road to
where Lauren was staying. Half way there Kate’s legs gave way and
she fell to the floor with Lauren landing on top of her.

“Please I can’t go on” Kate
begged.

“Maybe you should have thought of that
before you chained yourself in there” Lauren replied.

“But it was you who threw away the
keys” Kate complained.

An hour later and they finally arrived
at the small thatched huts on the beach where Lauren was staying.
They went inside and Kate again collapsed on to the floor, sand
sticking to the perspiration on her face.

Lauren looked down at the brunette and
giggled. “Do you want to hear the good new?” she asked. Kate didn’t
even open her eyes. “I only threw away one of the keys” she
continued. “But the bad news for you is that it was the one for the
chain locked around your neck” she giggled as she unlocked her
shorts from around her waist with the one remaining key. She
slipped the shorts over her hips and down her long tanned legs to
finally free Kate from her crotch.

Lauren smiled at the exhausted woman
lying on the sand, “And since you are doing so well in chewing your
way out, perhaps you should finish the job.” And with that she
relocked her jeans to the metal bed frame, “A few more hours and
you’ll be free” she giggled.

Kate looked up at Lauren and pointed to
the padlock and chain around her neck. “Did you really throw away
this key?” she asked. Lauren nodded. Kate sighed, “It could be
weeks before we arrive anywhere where I can get this thing cut
off.”

“I know, it’ll look great in the
holiday photos,” Lauren giggled as she left the hut and walked over
to the bar.
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Heat




Kate discovers that she has
more in common with her pen friend than she imagined

 


Although Kate had been writing to Jade
off and on for years, they had never met. Now in her twenties and
traveling around the world, Kate decided it was time to finally
meet her long time pen pal.

Since getting off the plane in Hong
Kong, the heat and humidity had been over powering. Kate took the
subway and then by foot following Jade’s detailed instructions. She
finally arrived at a block of flats that soared above her, with a
mish mash of washing and air conditioners making the tower look
older than it probably was.

Kate looked at her reflection in the
mirrored panels as she waited for the lift. Her long blonde hair
was tied back and desperately needed a wash; her white t-shirt and
short blue flowery skirt also needed a change; her large backpack
on her shoulders weighing more by the minute.

The small lift arrived and she stepped
inside and pushed ‘20’. The lift rattled as it climbed and climbed.
When the doors opened she walked down the small hallway to
apartment 2003. The apartment had a heavy security grill in front
of the wooden front door. She rang the bell and then knocked on the
bars of the grill. Finally the door swung open.

Jade was the same age as Kate, tall,
slim and of Asian origin. She was wearing short shorts and t-shirt
and had a natural confidence. “Hi Kate” she exclaimed as she
unlocked the security grill, hugged her friend and led her inside
by the hand.

The apartment was tiny, one lounge,
tiny kitchen, one small bedroom and one bathroom. Kate sat down on
the sofa as Jade poured them some drinks. Jade returned and sat
down on the arm of the sofa very close to Kate. Kate reminded
herself that this was the Asian’s idea of personal space as she
glanced across at Jade legs which were slightly too close for her
comfort.

“Wow, what a view” Kate said jumping up
and walking out on the balcony, the heat and humidity hitting her
as she walked outside. Before Jade could follow, the wind caught
the balcony door and blew it closed. Kate tried to open it but
found that it was locked. Jade smiled as she saw what had
happened.

“I’ll get some more drinks” Jade smiled
as she stood up and walked into the kitchen. Jade smiled to herself
as she heard Kate rattle the door again.

“Jade, I think the door’s stuck” Kate
called out.

“It’s not stuck, its locked” Jade
giggled as she walked back over to the balcony and looked at her
friend through the window.

“Can you unlock it?” Kate
asked.

“Yes” Jade smiled, as she sipped her
second glass of wine.

Kate looked confused and then realized
that her question obviously hadn’t been direct enough. “Please open
it” she asked again.

“What’s it worth” Jade
smiled.

“Please” Kate repeated, “It’s hot out
here”

“I know” Jade giggled as she finally
opened the door letting the blond back inside.

The girls talked some more and drank
some more, when Jade jumped up and went to fetch something. These
are ‘trust’ necklaces she purred as she showed Kate the decorative,
yet quite solid looking chains, each with a small padlock on the
end.

“Aren’t they lovely” Jade
purred.

The necklaces looked good, maybe a
little kinky, but they certainly passed as mainstream.

“They are real security chains and
these are real security padlocks” Jade continued.

“They’re nice” Kate agreed, “Wow
they’re heavier than they look” she added.

Jade put one around her neck and locked
it with the small padlock. “Here’s the trust part” she smiled, “you
get to keep the key”.

“Oh” Kate said as she took the key from
her friend.

“You see I now have to trust in our
friendship and that you’ll give me the key back. Otherwise this
will become a very permanent piece of jewelry,” Jade purred as she
ran her hands around her chain.

“Do you want to try yours” Jade
asked.

“OK” Kate smiled, not wanting to seem
rude.

Jade handed it to her and watched as
Kate reluctantly locked it around her own neck. Kate took the key
out of the padlock and hesitated before handing it to
Jade.

Jade took it, stood up and tucked the
key in the back pocket of her white shorts before sitting back
down. Kate found herself staring at her friend’s shorts and the
sudden inaccessibility of the key.

Kate woke up the next morning on the
sofa. Her head throbbed from the drinking the night before as she
walked over to the bathroom. As she looked in the mirror she saw
the chain still padlocked around her neck and smiled as she
remembered the night before. But then she suddenly stopped as she
realized that she didn’t know what she’d done with Jade’s key. She
ran back and checked around the sofa and in her backpack but there
was no key.

Should she tell Jade? What would happen
if Jade found the key? What would happen if Jade asked to be
released? After much thought, Kate decided to say
nothing.

The next day passed quickly with
shopping, site seeing, eating and drinking; plenty of drinking.
They returned to Jade’s flat at around midnight, just in time for a
final drink.

Jade pulled the key out of her pocket,
“Come here sweetie” she purred.

Jade took hold of the padlock around
Kate’s neck and pulled her friend down in front of her. With Jade
sitting on the front of the sofa and Kate kneeling on the floor in
front of her, Jade unlocked the chain around her friend’s neck.
However the freedom was short lived as Jade threaded the chain
through the crotch of her short shorts before relocking the
padlock.

“How does it feel to be chained up
between my thighs” Jade giggled.

Kate tried to pull away but couldn’t.
She ran her mouth and nose along the inside of Jade’s thighs, which
made goose bumps appear on her friend’s legs.

“Chained in my crotch” Jade purred as
she leaned back, closed her eyes and felt the blonde’s lips explore
their new home.

After half an hour Jade could take the
stimulation no more and squeezed her thighs tightly around her
friend’s head.

“Wow” she exclaimed, “that was amazing!
I think I may keep you there forever.

Finally nature called and Jade
reluctantly unlocked the padlock. She looked down at the beautiful
blonde but couldn’t bring herself to let her go. She led Kate over
to her bed and re-padlocked Kate’s neck chain around one of the
steel supports of her bed.

“You’re going nowhere” she purred as
she kissed Kate on the lips.

Jade returned, showered and wearing a
short black negligee and knickers. Kate looked up at her, her head
spinning from the drink. Jade crouched down over her friend, “I
suppose you’re going to beg me for your freedom” she
purred.

“No, I like it here” Kate replied as
she took the key out of Jade’s hand and tucked it into Jade’s
knickers.

Jade lay down on the bed above where
Kate was chained and within minutes both were asleep.
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When Kate awoke the next morning she
found that the chain was still locked around her neck, but no
longer around the bed frame. She walked over to the bathroom to
freshen up. On the way back she saw a note from Jade, ‘Back in a
few hours, have fun, J.’ Kate smiled, a few hours to get her
thoughts together and think about the events of the last few days
was probably a good thing.

She drank coffee, ate some breakfast,
showered and was feeling a lot more awake. She was doing things
with Jade that she’d never done before, let alone with a girl, but
hey it was good to try anything once and anyway she trusted Jade,
not to mention finding her more than a little
attractive.

Kate decided to go shopping and get
some decent coffee at the local Starbucks. She grabbed her purse
and opened the front door, only to find the security grill locked.
She tried the keys that Jade had given her but none of them fitted
the lock. It was as she was searching the flat for more keys that
she realized that this was probably another of Jade’s games. She
rang Jade’s mobile.

“Hi its me, Kate” she said.

“Why hello sweetie” Jade
replied.

“Are you coming back soon?” Kate
asked.

“Are you missing me already?” Jade
joked.

“It’s just that I can’t find the key to
unlock the front door”

“That because I have it” Jade
giggled.

“OK” Kate replied as she thought about
what to say next. “How am I meant to get out?” she
continued.

Jade giggled, “Your not.”

“I thought I do some shopping” Kate
continued.

“Think again sweetie” Jade
purred.

Kate put down the phone and poured
herself some more bad coffee. She was a prisoner, with absolutely
no way to escape. The thought started to turn her on, and similar
thoughts stayed with her all day.

Mid-afternoon, Kate heard keys jangling
followed by Jade opening the front door.

“How was your day” Jade
asked.

“As good as can be expected locked in a
prison cell” Kate replied.

“Oh yes” Jade purred, “I just couldn’t
help myself when I left this morning, the urge to turn the key in
the security door was just too strong!”
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Kate had hung her sleeping bag, which
she had brought for the rest of her trip, in the balcony to
air.

“Oh I love these things” Jade smiled as
she pulled the sleeping bag from the line, threw it on the floor
and started to climb inside.

“Its more cozy if you go all the way
in” Kate encouraged as she pulled the bag over her friend’s
head.

This was an opportunity Kate wasn’t
going to miss. She folded the top of the sleeping bag over on to
itself and then sat down on the end of the bag sealing the exit. It
wasn’t long before Jade realized what was happening.

“Hey, are you sitting on the end of the
sleeping bag” came a muffled cry.

“Yes honey, now try and get out of
that”.

Kate was sitting on the end and facing
down the bag with one leg stretched out either side of Jade’s
cocooned body. The more Jade pushed to try to escape, the more her
head pushed up between Kate’s legs. Kate lifted her skirt and
watched Jade’s hopeless attempts to escape.

The struggles become more and more
vigorous and then ended with a cry and Jade panting for
breath.

“You seem a little stuck in there” Kate
giggled.

“Please let me out, its getting really
hot in here” Jade pleaded.

Kate was almost oblivious to the
pleading as she sat there running her fingers up and down the
inside of her own thighs, lost in her thoughts. All went silent for
a while as it soon became apparent that both girls were enjoying
the position.

“Can you really not get out?” Kate
finally asked.

“No” Jade replied, “not with you
sitting on the bag”

This turned Kate on even more, which
meant further time inside for her Asian friend.

Kate stayed sitting on the sleeping bag
until she thought of something that could be even more fun. Kate
quickly slid off the sleeping bag, opened the end of the bag and
then slid her legs inside, pushing Jade further inside the bag as
she did so. Once Kate was in the sleeping bag up to her waist she
grabbed a belt that was lying nearby and tightened it around her
waist and the top of the bag.

Within a few seconds the bag was sealed
up again, but this time with both Jade and Kate’s legs and butt
squashed inside the small space. Jade tried to push herself up
towards the exit but only managed to wedge her head between Kate’s
thighs. She tried to pull her head back down but it was too late,
Kate’s thighs had gripped their prey and the blonde wasn’t going to
let go.

“There’s no way out” Kate purred as she
started to move her hips back and forth.

Jade’s reply was soon lost as her face
became more and more embedded in Kate’s knickers.

Jade’s head was inside Kate’s sleeping
bag, inside Kate’s skirt and almost totally surrounded by Kate’s
thighs. It was pitch black and Kate’s scent was overpowering. Jade
knew that there would be no release until she had satisfied Kate,
and probably more than once.

One hour, and many orgasms, later Jade
was still trapped inside.

“Wow” Kate moaned as every muscle in
her body tensed.

Jade had given up begging for her
freedom, partly because Kate appeared to have no mercy but also
because she was enjoying it almost as much as Kate.

“I’ll let you out on one condition”
Kate finally replied, “I’m going for a coffee and you’re staying
locked inside the flat.”

Jade, who was by now quite exhausted,
agreed.

Kate undid the belt around her waist
and helped her bedraggled friend climb out.

After freshening up, Kate took the key
for the security grill, walked out of the flat and pushed the
barred door closed behind her. Jade stood the other side of the
bars watching her friend.

Kate ran her hands over the bars, “Is
there any way you could get out without the key?” she
asked.

Jade thought for a moment, “I could
call the police” she replied.

Kate held her hand out and Jade duly
complied my handing Kate her phone.

“And now?” Kate asked.

“No” Jade replied looking deeply into
her friend’s eyes.

“What if there was a fire?” Kate
continued.

“I’d be burnt alive” Jade replied in a
matter of fact way.

Kate smiled as she turned the key in
the lock, “See you later, honey” she smiled as she walked to the
lift and disappeared inside. Jade watched the sexy woman in the
short skirt and top who had just locked her inside her own flat
disappear. The image would stay in Jade’s mind for a long
time.
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Kate had returned that afternoon and
released Jade from being imprisoned inside her own home. The two
women had eaten and drunk together that night, but all the time
Jade was planning her revenge.

The next morning it was time to put her
plan into action. After breakfast Jade led Kate out on the balcony,
it was early morning and pleasantly cool. Jade had insisted that
Kate wear her tight white cotton trousers.

Jade took a length of chain and
padlocked one end to the balcony railings, the other end she
padlocked to a pair of handcuffs.

“This is an easy one for you” Jade
smiled, “all I’m going to do is lock you in these handcuffs and
leave the keys with you.”

Jade took each of Kate’s wrists in turn
and locked and double locked the handcuffs in place.

“Now pull down your trousers” Jade
instructed.

Kate did as she was took and with her
cuffed hands she eased her tight trousers down over her
hips.

“OK, these are the handcuff keys” Jade
smiled as she held up two silver keys on a small key ring.” Kate
watched as her friend teased her with the keys.

“Now I want you to use this key ring to
attach the keys to the inside of your knickers” Jade said as she
handed the keys to Kate.

Kate did as instructed and attached
them to the crotch of her underwear. As she pulled her knickers
back up, the keys ended up nestled deep between her legs. Again as
directed, Kate pulled her white cotton trousers up, which wasn’t
that easy with cuffed hands.

“This should be easy enough” Kate
smiled as she felt when the keys had come to rest.

“Don’t be too sure” Jade purred, “there
is one slight twist.”

Jade then took a small padlock and used
it to lock Kate’s trouser zip close. She then took a length of
chain and threaded it through the belt hoops on Kate’s trousers.
She pulled the chain tight and then padlocked it in place around
Kate’s waist. She then took the spare end, which was at the front,
passed it down between Kate’s legs and locked it back on the waist
chain at the back.

“Now the keys to unlock these chains
stay with me” Jade smiled as she pocketed the keys in her shorts.
“All you have to do is unlock the handcuffs, and after all you have
the keys, and then come and join me at the shops.”

Kate was smiling, “That’s easy, and
this is really your payback for me locking you in my sleeping
bag?”

“Yes” Jade replied, “this is all you
need do.”

Jade went out to the shops leaving Kate
to explore her restraints. She certainly couldn’t get out of the
cuffs without a key, no one could accuse Jade of not locking them
on tightly, and the cuffs were attached to the steel railings by a
very strong chain. But that didn’t matter as Kate had the cuff
keys.

She felt down between her legs and
could just make out the outline of the keys that were inside her
trousers. Kate started to slip her hand inside her trousers only to
find the first problem; Jade had padlocked the waist chain so
tightly that Kate couldn’t get more that a fingertip down inside
her trousers. “This is quite an effective chastity belt” she smiled
as she pulled her fingertips back out.

Kate ran her fingers along the crotch
chain which again true to form Jade had locked very tightly. Kate
tried to loosen the chain which was already pushing in between her
bum cheeks, but there was very little play.

Kate then tried to ease the trousers
down, but the waist chain was far to short to get over her hips.
She started to pull harder to try and break one of the belt hoops
through which the chain was threaded. She pulled and pulled, but
the belt hoops held fast. She then tried to get her mouth down so
that she could chew her way through the belt hoops, but try as she
might she could not get her mouth in place.

She kicked the railing in frustration
and pulled at the cuffs which only made her wrists hurt. “How can I
be held prisoner when the keys to release me are in my own fucking
panties” she cried.

Kate tried to use her fingers to work
the keys free from her panties, and down the inside of her
trousers. Her cuffed hands pushed and pulled between her legs and
she soon started to feel quite aroused! She continued desperately
to free to the key and then free herself.

But the combination of her tight
trousers and the key ring held the keys tightly in place. Kate
thought back to the time when she had handcuffed an old boyfriend
to her bed and then left her flat to buy coffee with the cuff keys
strategically positioned in her panties. She could still remember
the feeling as those keys had rubbed against her.

This time she was the victim. She
started to jump up and down to try and dislodge the keys, she was
starting to run out of ideas.

She looked down at the keys, “As long
as you’re imprisoned in my panties, then I’m imprisoned in this
flat” she jokingly said addressing the keys.

Two hours later and the keys hadn’t
moved. Kate sat on the floor of the balcony resting against the
railings, the hot sun now beating down on her back. She ran her
fingers over the outline of the keys. So near and yet so impossibly
far.

She watched as a drop of perspiration
dropped from her nose on to her crotch. “Shit, the keys will
probably melt inside there” she giggled to herself. Perspiration
was making the trousers stick to her legs and the crotch chain that
ran up her backside was feeling tighter and tighter. She put her
head between her own thighs and squeezed her legs together; there
was nothing to do but wait.

By the time Jade returned, Kate felt as
though she was in a sauna. Jade walked out to the balcony and
looked down at her perspiring friend.

“Its not easy getting them out, is it?”
Jade smiled as she undid her shorts, pulled them down over her hips
and started to rub her crotch against Kate’s face. Jade’s black
silk underwear felt lovely and cool and smelt nice, certainly nicer
than her own right now.

Kate knew the drill, and knew she
wouldn’t be release until Jade was satisfied. Once she was, Jade
turned around and rubbed her butt across Kate’s face. After a few
minutes of burying her face into Jade’s cheeks and placing some
kisses in some very intimate places, Kate noticed a small bunch of
keys tucked just inside Jade’s knickers.

“Is that my reward?” Kate
asked.

“Aha” Jade purred.

 


 


***

 


 


The Colleague




Natalie is caught playing
with her sleeping colleague... leading to further bondage
games

 


Brad had worked through the night and
all through the next day. By that evening he was feeling the worse
for wear.

“Why don’t you leave now and crash over
at my place” Natalie said. Brad had been working in the Paris
office for this assignment and Natalie had been working with him on
the project although hadn’t worked the excessive hours that he had.
The work was now done but Brad was not due to fly back home for two
days.

“My flat is just around the corner from
here and I can cook you a meal rather than you go just sit in your
hotel room” she persisted. Natalie was French. Slim, stunningly
attractive and dressed impeccable like all Parisian
women.

“OK” he smiled as he stood up and took
his jacket from the back of his chair.

They climbed the stairs to her flat on
the fifth floor of the apartment block.

“Take a lie down while I prepare the
meal” she smiled in her soft French accent. “Take those clothes
off” she continued, “I find you something more casual to
wear”.

He took off his shirt and trousers and
lay down on the bed.

Five minutes later Natalie returned
with some old clothes that once belonged to an old boyfriend. Brad
was already asleep, lying on her bed wearing nothing but a pair of
tight Lycra boxer shorts. She sat on the bed for a moment admiring
his body. He was lying on his side with his lower leg in front of
the other leg. Feeling turned on by the situation, she gently
rested her head on top of his lower thigh so that she could
literally kiss his Lycra covered arse. She stayed there a moment
enjoying the feeling.

Then in his sleep he moved his top leg
forward so that it rested on top of his lower leg, trapping
Natalie’s head between his thighs. She tried to pull her head out
but it was trapped under the weight of his thigh and anyway she
didn’t want to risk waking him up.

Five minutes later she was still there
and starting to panic. Just at that moment, he stretched out tensed
both legs. He felt something between them and looked
down.

“What are you doing?” he cried as he
saw the French woman’s head between his thighs.


 

“I’m sorry” she replied. “I’m sorry”.
Knowing that she must have deliberately put herself in that
position, he smiled and thought through his options.

“How dare you put your head between my
legs?” he said. “I think I should punish you with one hour of
captivity. But we don’t have a prison cell, nor even a pair of
handcuffs to chain you up.” He looked down at his legs, “but maybe
there’s another way to confine you.” he smiled.

He took her hand and pulled her towards
him. He lay down on the bed on his side and raised one leg. “In you
go” he said, as he guided her head between his thighs and pushed
her right up to his bum. “Now to lock you in” he smiled as he
slowly lower his top thigh, squeezing her neck between his legs. He
moved his thighs slowly to make sure her neck was right in his
crotch.

“OK, now you will stay there for 30
minutes with no parole and certainly no chance of escape” he
continued. She was already turned on by her position, but his words
were making an organism inevitable.

“And unlike a prison cell” he continued
“there is no key or lock to pick, in fact there is no way you can
possibly get free from between my legs. My thighs will grip your
neck until you have served your sentence.” She knew he was right.
His legs were much more powerful than the whole of her body and
that without his consent, she would remain imprisoned.

“If I struggle, I can get out of here”,
she insisted.

“If you struggle, then I’ll just
tighten my grip and start to choke you” he replied.

She started to struggle and as
promised, he slowly increased the pressure around her neck. She
continued until his thighs gripped her so tightly that she could
barely breathe.

She stopped and moved her hands away.
“I give up” she spluttered as he slowly released his grip just
enough for her to breathe again.

“There really isn’t any way out is
there” she conceded.

“That’s right, you may as well relax
and enjoy your incarceration” he smiled.

She relaxed and started to run her
hands up his toned legs. “You really do have nice legs” she
complimented. “And a nice arse” she continued as she kissed his
Lycra boxers.

His legs muscles were firm as he
maintained his grip.

“You really do have a vice-like grip”
she continued as she further explored her confinement.

“Do you know that this is called a
scissors hold?” she asked.

“Yes I know and its very restrictive
and surprisingly hard to escape from” he replied looking down at
the hapless woman caught between his thighs.

“I know” she smiled.

“OK, your 30 minutes are up” he said
when the requisite time had passed. “Time to consider your
parole”.

“Parole!” she exclaimed. “I thought I
was to be released”.

“OK, I’ve considered your application,
but I’m afraid its been rejected” he smiled “Next application in 10
minutes time”.

“Arrh!” she exclaimed as she pulled at
the immovable thighs wrapped around her neck, although her cries
quickly changed into cries of pleasure as she had a second orgasm.
She lay her head back down against his arse and smiled.

Ten minutes later and her sentence was
up. “OK, you’ve served your time, you’re free to go” he said as he
lifted his top leg to release his captive. She slowly drew her head
out.

“Are you sure the court doesn’t want to
reconsider?” she asked disappointedly.

“It could do” he smiled “although next
time the stocks close, they won’t open for a whole hour”. She
admired his legs once more.

“OK” he continued, “on the count of
ten, I’ll close my legs and not open them again for 60 minutes, no
matter what happens, or how much you beg”.

“Ten, nine, eight” he counted as she
considered his offer. By the time he reached five, she had made up
her mind and placed her head between his thighs and rested her face
against his arse.

“Three, two, one” she listened, knowing
that there would be no going back. He closed his thighs and once
again gripped her neck in a tight scissors lock. She relaxed,
knowing that she now had no decisions to make for the next hour at
least.

Just to prove to herself that she was
totally helpless she decided to try for freedom. He watched in
amusement as the petite, miniskirted woman climbed to her knees and
desperately fought to remove her head from between his
thighs.

“You’re going nowhere” he smiled as he
continued to read the paper.

“Please” she begged.

He ignored her.

“Relax,” he said, or I’ll tighten my
grip. She stopped struggling and lay there panting.

“You’re not going to let me out are
you?” she said.

“Not until your hour is up,” he
replied.

As she lay helplessly between his
thighs she had another involuntary orgasm.

 


*

 


The next morning he woke to find
Natalie dressing to go to work.

“As you have no work to do today” she
announced, “and because you held me captive last night, maybe you
should let me lock you up a little today.”

“What have you got in mind?” he asked
suspiciously.

“Nothing as inescapable as your thighs”
she continued, “just a few chains”.

She walked over to her underwear drawer
and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. Without saying a word, she
gently took each of his wrists in turn securing each with the
restraint.

She then took a key ring with two keys
attached and went next door to the bathroom. She reappeared a few
minutes later and said, “OK, just for your information”.

She undid her gray suit trousers to
reveal a small pair of black silk knickers closely hugging her pert
backside.

“Those keys are now attached to the
inside of my knickers just here” she continued as she gently tapped
her arse. He looked and could just make out the silver key ring
where it had been threaded outside and back inside the fabric. The
keys however were hidden on the inside. He watched as the keys
appeared to work their way a little further into her arse as moved
her hips. They certainly looked pretty happy where they were he
thought.

Still quite confident that he could
somehow escape from the cuffs, he asked.

“What is the second key
for?”

“I’m glad you asked me that” she smiled
as she pulled a very heavy looking pair of foot cuffs from her
underwear drawer.

He looked at the cuffs in disbelief.
They looked over the top for a maximum-security jail and quite why
this young French woman would need a pair he had no idea. The two
cuffs were only about an inch apart and connected by something that
looked like an oversized bike chain, Each cuff was locked by one of
those complicated looking round keys he had only ever seen used for
high security bike locks.

“Let me show you how they work” she
smiled as she sat on the bed next to his feet. “They close around
each ankle like this, but are not locked until you press these two
buttons, one on each cuff” she explained.

He was now starting to worry, getting
out of these might not be as easy.

“Look there’s really no need to lock me
in these” he said.

She smiled, “If you are just going to
spend the day in bed, what difference does it make whether I lock
these on or not?”

She turned back to the cuffs. “OK, once
these buttons are pressed - its all over - you won’t be walking
anywhere without the key. And we both know where the only key is,
don’t we” she teased.

“This is the bit I love” she smiled
“Just a small push by me will mean serious restraint for you”. She
smiled at him as she gently depressed both buttons and listened for
the two small clicks. Click, click she heard before she stood up
and blew him a kiss.

“Enjoy your day” she smiled as she
walked out swinging her hips, his eyes transfixed on her arse and
the only keys to his freedom.

As she walked down the street she could
feel the keys against her body. By the time she had reached the
metro they were well and truly embedded between her cheeks. Before
work she met a friend in the café. As she sat down on the keys she
smiled as she thought of the man chained up in her
apartment.

Back at the apartment, Brad struggled
to his feet and shuffled slowly out to the kitchen. Slowed down
considerably by her restraints, he eventually made himself a cup of
coffee and flicked through the phone book to find a locksmith. One
hour later they arrived.

“Bonjour” she said as he inched open
the front door, somewhat taken aback that the locksmith should be
an attractive woman. She smiled as he opened the door for her to
come I and saw his predicament.

“Having fun and lost the key?” she
asked.

“Not fun and not lost” he replied in
his broken French. “ My friend thought it’d be funny to lock me in
these things and then take the keys to work with her.”

He shuffled back to the sofa followed
by the locksmith who was wearing far too sexy jeans.

“She certainly didn’t mean you to
escape, did she?” the woman smiled.

“Yes but can you get these things off?”
he asked as she examined the restraints.

“These handcuffs I probably could” she
replied

“Could?” he questioned.

“They’re Government issue, its illegal
to open these without the key” she explained.

“Yes but I don’t have the key” he
repeated.

“I know” she smiled, “that’s why you’ll
be wearing these until your girlfriend comes home and unlocks
you.”

“You’re joking?” he asked.

“No, and by rights I should take you to
the nearest police station” she said much more seriously. “Lucky
for you that I approve of guys being chained up by their women” she
teased.

“OK” he conceded, “ what about the foot
cuffs?”

“Well they’re not Government issue,”
she said.

“Great, take them off then” he
replied.

“But there’s no way that I can pick
this type of lock and it’d take serious cutting equipment to get
through that metal. I’d have to take you to the fire service and
even then it’d take several hours if you’re lucky” she
concluded.

He sat there in disbelief.

“This girlfriend of yours has really
chained you up good and proper. For your sake, I really hope she
doesn’t lose either of the keys” the locksmith laughed.

“Don’t worry, they’re safe” he
replied.

He spent the rest of the morning on the
sofa watching television. At midday his mobile beeped. He looked at
the message which consisted of a just a photo of Natalie’s trouser
covered arse and the words “ESCAPED?” An hour later she sent
another picture message, this time a picture on her arse covered
only by her knickers and the words “LOOKING FOR THESE?”

He spent the afternoon lying on the bed
listening to music knowing that there was very little else he could
do. At six o’clock she returned to find him asleep.

“Good evening” she smiled “how was your
day?”

“Constrained” he replied.

She sat down on the bed and ran her
hand up his legs. “You look even more cute chained up” she
smiled.

He lay on his side and lifted his top
leg. “Do you want to explore how cute my inner thighs look?” he
asked leadingly.

Although she knew what would happen, or
perhaps because she knew what would happen, she lay down on the bed
and slowly put her head between his thighs. As predicted, he closed
his legs trapping her inside. She smiled.

“It’s something of a stand off now” he
said, “ you’ve got me chained up and I’ve got you, well, thighed
up”. The stand off lasted half an hour.

“OK, I’ll do you a deal” she finally
conceded. “Let me out and I’ll unlock those handcuffs”.

“OK” he replied hesitantly as he opened
his thighs to release her head. She took her head out and started
to take off her clothes. Finally, wearing only her knickers she
approached the bed and the two started to make out.

A few minutes later as promised, she
took off her knickers and with the keys still attached unlocked the
handcuffs, She then threw the cuffs, the keys and her knickers on
to the floor on top of her other clothes.

“The foot cuffs can wait” she purred as
she sat astride him and the two continued to make out.

Two hours later, he woke up to find
himself in an empty bed. He struggled to his feet and shuffled
across to where her clothes still lay on the floor. He searched
through them but the knickers – and the keys – were nowhere to be
seen.

He shuffled out to the kitchen and
found her sitting on a chair eating some fruit wearing a white
cotton robe.

“I can’t find the keys for these” he
said looking down at his manacled feet. Without even looking up
from her magazine, she hitched up her robe to reveal her black silk
knickers underneath.

“Oh you’re wearing them” he
commented.

“Mmm” she smiled.

He tried to make a dash towards her but
she was too quick and moved away just as he lost his balance and
landed face down on the floor. He turned over to see her standing
directly above him. She slipped her robe over her shoulders and let
it fall to the ground, her tanned body towering above him with only
her knickers to obscure the view. She crouched down and sat on his
chest, one knee resting either side of his head.

“You don’t really want me to release
you just yet?” she asked.

She walked back to the bedroom,
swinging her hips as she went. He followed her as best he could
with his feet shackled. The two made out on the bed until they both
fell asleep.

The next morning he woke to see her
pulling up a well fitting pair of jeans over a white pair of
knickers. The knickers looked fantastic against her tanned skin, as
did the jeans as she belted them with a thick leather
belt.

“It’s Saturday so I have to meet some
friends for coffee. Oh and I’ve unlocked one of your foot cuffs so
you can walk about while I’m out” she smiled.

“Just one?” he asked.

“Just one” she repeated.

He sat up, pulled at both cuffs and
found that the left one would open.

“Of course if you wanted” Natalie
purred as she closed, but didn’t lock, the open cuff around one of
the bars of the heavy metal footboard, “I could chain you to the
bed while I’m out?”

“Where is the key?” he asked although
he knew the answer.

“Shall I press this button?” she asked
as she rested one finger on the locking mechanism of the unlocked
cuff. He looked into her dark brown eyes but didn’t reply. She slid
the cuff up to the top of the footboard of the bed and sat down on
top of it. As her weight rested on the cuff, they both heard a
‘click’ from beneath her jeans.

“A bientot” she smiled as she left him
chained to her bed, helplessly awaiting her return.

 


 


***

 


 


The Bicycling
Weekend




Playing bondage games on a
remote island...

where there really is no
way to get free... without the key

 


The ferry docked at the island and Emma
and Kate took their bikes and started to wheel them off the ferry
and on to the quayside. They had the whole weekend to cycle around
the island, enjoy the beaches and generally get away from
everything. The island was sparsely populated at the best of times,
and this was out of season. They had hired a small beach hut to
stay in, literally meters from the beach.

Emma was first off the ferry. She was
athletic, tanned and had long blonde hair. She was wearing a pair
of short blue gym shorts, white t-shirt and sunglasses. She sat on
her saddle and watched Kate disembark the ferry.

Kate was tall, slim with long dark hair
and wore a short flowery summer dress. If Emma was the sporty one,
she was the elegant one. She threw one leg over the saddle and
started to peddle.

It didn’t take long for them to reach
their beach hut, drop off their bags and then cycle up the island
away from the only village. They were soon on their own on the
deserted track that led up the coast. It was a hot day and so the
friends stopped at the first bay for a swim.

As they returned to their bikes, having
cooled off, Kate smiled as she watched Emma unlock the bike chain
that she’d used to secure her bike to the bike rack.

“No-one’s going to take it, Em” she
giggled, “We’re all alone.”

Kate then walked up and took the chain
from her friend’s hand.

“Maybe your bike would be even safer if
we chained you to it?” Kate giggled as she took Emma’s keys and
unlocked the two padlocks that were locked to the chain.

“Hey, what’re you doing?” Emma smiled
as Kate reached around her and proceeded to padlock one end of the
chain around Emma’s waist.

“You’ll see” Kate replied as she
motioned for Emma to get back on her bike.

Kate then took the free end of the
chain, passed it down between her friend’s legs and through the
hole in Emma’s sports saddle. She then wrapped the chain around the
frame of the bike and back up through the hole in the
saddle.

“OK, sit down on the saddle” Kate
instructed as she pulled the chain tight and padlocked it on to the
back of the waist chain.

“Hey, you’ve chained me to my saddle!”
Emma exclaimed as she realized that her butt was held tightly
against the seat.

“Perfect, no-one will steal it now”
Kate giggled.

Emma looked down at her short blue
shorts, which didn’t cover much more than her butt, and the chains
holding her tightly to her saddle.

“Hey, where are my keys!” Emma
demanded.

“Here” Kate giggled waiving then just
out of reach.

Emma tried to reach for them, but the
bike came with her and she almost fell over. Kate cycled off and
Emma followed her. At the first hill she tried to stand up on the
pedals but soon realized she couldn’t.

By the time Emma reached the next bay,
Kate was already on the beach.

“Hey Katie, how can I get on to the
beach, me and my bike are a bit inseparable now” Emma
called.

Kate was already in the sea as Emma
tried to cycle her bike on to the sand. The sun was hot and her
t-shirt was sticking to her back. Half way down the beach she fell
and just lay there on the sand still attached to her
bike.

Kate walked over in her red bikini and
stood above her.

“My, you are in a spot of bother there”
she purred as she knelt down by the saddle to check on her chains
and padlocks.

“Please unchain me,” Emma
begged.

“But those chains look so good on you,
sweetie,” Kate giggled as she helped Emma back to her
feet.

“And I’m sure there’d be no shortage of
guys that’d love to be your saddle right now,” Kate
purred.

They continued cycling until they reach
a very secluded bay where they stopped for a drink. Emma had now
cycled over five miles chained to her saddle and Kate finally took
pity and unlocked her.

Emma reached over to Kate’s bike and
picked up her high security D-lock.

“Where are your keys?” Emma
asked.

“Why?” Kate asked
suspiciously.

“Give them to me!” Emma
purred.

Kate reached into a pocket in her dress
and handed Emma a small bunch of keys.

“I’m worried someone may steal you”
Emma purred as she pushed Emma back towards the bike
rack.

“Me?”

“Yes, we’d better take no chances” Emma
insisted as she pushed Kate to the ground so that she was sitting
with her neck resting against a horizontal metal bar two feet from
the ground. The bar was part of the bike rack that was bolted to
the ground.

Emma passed the D-lock around the bar
and Kate’s neck, locked it and slipped the keys into a pocket in
her blue shorts.

“You’re be safe now,” she purred as
walked past her so that her thighs brushed Kate’s face.

“Where are you going?” Kate
asked.

“For a ride” Emma smiled as she tapped
the back of her shorts to remind Kate that she was truly
stuck.

Emma then mounted her bike and cycled
back up towards the main track that ran along the hill above the
bay.

Kate looked up and down the bay to the
South and the hills to the North. There was no one for as far as
she could see, she was quite alone. She rattled the heavy lock
around her neck and smiled as she found it locked securely in
place. She shivered excitedly as she thought about how there was
absolutely no way she could ever get free; if no-one came to rescue
her, she would have a slow painful death chained up where she
was.

She was as turned on as hell and was
enjoying the moment. However more time passed, although with no
watch she had no idea how long she’d been there. She started to get
frustrated and pathetically pulled at the lock. When was Emma
coming back? She started to feel a little scared, what if Emma
didn’t return, she’d have to spend the night there, all
alone.

“Emma” she called out but there was no
reply. She pictured her friend cycling, the key in her shorts,
squashed beneath her butt. The thought turned her on again. She was
in the middle of nowhere, locked up with her own bike lock. She was
totally at Emma’s mercy; she hoped she had some!

It was over two hours later when Emma
returned. Kate watched her climb off her bike, walk over to her and
sit down on the bar next to her head.

“You still here?” she joked as she
stood up and then sat back down with one leg either side of the
back of Kate’s head.

Kate started to rub her face along the
inside of the blonde’s thigh. “You cruel bitch” she
whispered.

Emma giggled, stood up and sat down the
other way round such that Kate’s face was pushed into the front of
her shorts. She tightened her thighs around Kate’s neck to hold
herself in place. She then slowly retrieved the keys from her back
pocket and released her friend from her incarceration.

It was Friday evening Emma and Kate had
showered and were drinking wine at their beach hut, overlooking the
beach.

“You did look cute in chains” Kate
smiled at her friend.

“Umm, my bike and I were getting a
little too intimate” Emma giggled.

Kate picked up the long bike chain and
padlocks again.

“Stand up” she ordered.

“I guess it’s my turn” Emma replied as
she did as she was told.

Following more orders, Emma pulled up
her short flowery dress to reveal a pair of white cotton underwear.
Kate knelt down and started to padlock one end of the chain around
the blonde’s waist.

Emma playfully pulled her dress back
down enclosing Kate’s head tightly inside and it took Kate a few
seconds to wriggle out. But Kate continued, padlocking the waist
chain at the back and then passing the chain down Emma’s butt,
through her legs and back up and padlocked it on to the waist chain
at the front.

“Suits you” Kate giggled as she walked
out towards the beach and then started running towards the sea.
Emma guessed what she was going to do and ran after her, but she
was to too late to stop Kate throwing the keys as far as she could
out to sea.

“How do I get these chains off now!”
Emma exclaimed as she pulled Kate down on to the sand and sat
astride her.

“You don’t” Kate laughed, “not until
the next ferry takes us back to the mainland on Monday
morning.

“You little bitch!” Emma shouted, half
crying, half laughing.

Later that evening, Kate was lying on
the bed stretching, wearing only knickers and a tight t-shirt. Emma
watched her touching her toes and that gave her an idea. She went
over to the bikes to get Kate’s D-lock.

“Can you stretch your head between your
thighs?” Emma asked as she leaned against the bedroom door in a
short black dress. Kate tried.

“Easy” she smiled.

“Now keep it there” Emma giggled as she
walked over and started to thread the lock around one of Kate’s
thighs.

“Hey what’re doing?” Kate
asked.

“Just stay there, this’ll be fun” Emma
purred.

It was a tight fit, but with Kate’s
head between her own legs, Emma managed to pass the lock around
both of her friend’s thighs and her friends neck. She quickly
turned the key before Kate could protest. Not only was the lock
around one thigh, her neck and then the other thigh, which in
itself locked Kate’s head to her thighs, but the lock also held
Kate’s thighs so closely together that there was also no possible
way that her head could be pulled back through.

“Oh that is beautiful!” Emma exclaimed
as she watched her friend try in vain to free her head.

“Em unlock me now!” Kate cried as it
began to dawn on her quite how stuck she was.

“Chained between your own thighs” Emma
giggled as she sat down on the bed to admire her ingenuity. Kate
rattled the lock and rolled from side to side desperate to avoid
the embarrassment of her situation.

“There’s no way out of there,” Emma
concluded as she walked out to fill their wine glasses.

Kate was starting to get frustrated,
embarrassed and annoyed. “Emma, I’m not spending all evening like
this looking at my own butt!” she announced.

Emma took a sip of wine, “Oh but maybe
you are, honey” the blonde woman purred. Emma knew it was cruel,
but she loved watching Kate struggle around in a futile hope of
getting free. And so she left her locked up until she thought of an
even more cruel idea.

Emma then picked up a couple of belts,
pulled her dress up and lay down next to Kate with the back of her
thighs resting against the back of Kate’s thighs and with Kate’s
face pushed against the top of her thighs. Like this Kate’s head
was surrounded by on all sides by butt and thighs.

Emma then wrapped the belts around all
four legs and started to tighten the buckles. As she did so, her
thighs and Kate’s thighs were pulled closer and closer together
until they touched and became totally airtight. A few seconds later
Kate was desperately pulling Emma’s legs apart in order to get some
air.

“I can’t breath in here!” Kate
exclaimed as Emma unbuckled one of the belts to open the smallest
crack of light and air in between her thighs.

“Well then take a deep breath before I
seal you up again” Emma purred as she retightened the belt,
bringing her thighs together and cutting off Emma tiny air
supply.

Emma repeated this several more times
before walking over to the kitchen to fetch some drinking straws.
She re-buckled their legs together, but this time Kate had some
straws in her mouth the other end of which poked out between Emma’s
otherwise sealed thighs.

Given that Kate was no longer thrashing
around to trying to breath, Emma assumed some air must be getting
in. She felt Kate’s fingertips running up the back of her thighs
and it felt nice. Kate’s head was now completely enclosed by flesh.
Emma imagined what it would be like inside, completely black,
silent, thighs crushing her head from all sides and probably very
hot by now. She could feel her thighs starting to slide against
Kate’s face; yes it was certainly hot in there.

Fifteen minutes passed before Emma
unbuckled the belts and revealed a red faced, panting brunette
hidden inside.

“You’re looking good” Emma giggled as
she reached over for her wine glass.

Kate rattled the lock with her hand,
“Please let me out of this bloody thing!” she begged.

“Tut, tut” Emma smiled, “Anymore
language like that and I’ll leave you locked up until
morning.”

“Arh, let me out of my thighs!” Kate
cried and then laughed at her bizarre statement.

Twenty minutes and much teasingly later
Kate was free and she had probably never happier to get out of a
restraint.

Saturday morning was again sunny and
warm. Emma still had the chain locked around her waist and between
her legs and was wearing a short summery dress to hide it. The
friends cycled back up the island, although this time there were a
few other cyclists on the paths.

They arrived at a secluded beach only
to find another couple just leaving.

“We don’t have the place to ourselves
today” Kate observed as she watched an attractive guy cycle
off.

Emma though for a moment, “Maybe we can
use this to our advantage.”

They devised another game. Kate was
sitting on the ground next to the cycle rack as she’s done the day
before, but this time the D-lock went around not only her neck and
the bike rack, but also Emma’s crotch chain. This meant that they
were both secured to the solid bike rack.

They waited until they saw another
cyclist about five minutes away up the bay and then Emma threw the
keys over to the other cycle rack and far of the girl’s
reach.

“This is it, I hope someone comes to
this bay today” Emma smiled as she looked down at Emma’s smiling
face poking out from underneath her dress.

“Quick get ready” Emma called as she
pulled her dress over Kate’s face and wrapped a large beach towel
around her. With the bikes and bags strategically positioned, Kate
was now almost hidden.

A couple cycled down on the bay and
parked their bikes at the other bike rack by the keys.

“Hi guys, I’ve lost my keys, you
haven’t seen them over there have you?” Emma called out.

The guy quickly found them and threw
them back over to Emma. “Thanks” she shouted.

The couple walked down on the beach and
Emma quickly unlocked her crotch chain and Kate’s neck from the
rack.

“That was easy” Kate
giggled.

“Maybe next time we’ll wait until
no-one’s in sight”

“Cool” Kate purred.

The couple cycled off and Emma relocked
her crotch chain and Emma’s neck to the bar and again threw the
keys out of reach.

“What if no-one comes?” Emma
immediately asked.

“I know” Kate purred, “We’d stay
incarcerated all night.”

“And I love the way we can see the keys
but can’t get them.”

They waited and talked some more about
how some cute guy would rescue them, but it was two hours before
someone actually approached and it was a woman with dark hair,
wearing denim shorts and top. Emma again asked for the keys, but
this time the woman was listening to her Ipod. When she turned it
off they realized that she was Italian didn’t speak any
English.

Emma tried to mimic using a key and
pointing to where the keys were lying. Finally the Italian woman
got the idea, or so they thought. She picked up the keys and put
them in her pocket.

“I think she thinks we were saying that
someone must have lost the keys and so she’d taking them back to
the village” Emma giggled.

She called over to the woman, “No we
need them over here! Over here!”

But to her horror she saw that the
Italian had turned on her Ipod and couldn’t hear them.

“Shit” Emma shouted as she beckoned
madly to the woman.

Kate pulled away the towel and pulled
up Emma’s dress and they both watched the woman cycle away with the
keys in her pocket.

“Don’t worry, they’ll be someone along
shortly” Emma said.

“Yes but no keys to unlock us” Kate
replied.

They slid the lock along the bar until
they could both lie down on their towels.

“Isn’t this what we wanted anyway” Emma
purred as she watched the sun set over the sea.

“It is quite sexy” Kate purred as she
ran her tongue up the inside of Emma’s thigh.

“Umm, I hope you’re going to do that
all night” Emma breathed.

“Looks like I’m your personal crotch
slave tonight” Kate whispered.

“Umm, you’re not going anywhere” Emma
moaned already feeling very turned on.

Emma’s thighs felt unbelievably strong
as they tighten around her head.

“I have no choice but to do whatever
you want.”

Once they had both had their fun, Kate
rested her head on Emma’s inner thigh.

“Closer,” Emma smiled as she eased Kate
head further into her crotch until her nose was resting between her
butt cheeks. She then lowered her top thigh to lock Kate’s head in
place.

“Perfect” the blonde woman purred, as
she closed her eyes and went to sleep.
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Marika’s Adventure




A random, rambling lesbian
bondage fest....by a girl with too vivid an imagination

 


Marika looked around. She was in a
windowless room with purple silk sheets and hanging from the walls
and ceiling. The floor was covered in thick silk cushions in red,
purple and pink. There was one heavy looking door that was closed.
She couldn’t remember much about the night before. She had been out
with this woman, Sarah, to a club, back to her place and then
everything went blank.

Still half asleep she tried to move but
couldn’t. As she awoke she found that her hands were cuffed behind
her back and chained to her waist. Her feet were also cuffed with
only a few inched between them. All her restraints were shiny
silver. Her nose also ached but she didn’t know why.

Sarah walked in with another woman. The
other woman was tall and slim like Sarah but had a silk bag
padlocked over her head and her hands were handcuffed behind her
back. She wore a purple flowery summer skirt and crop
top.

Sarah led Maria over to where Marika
was lying and pulled up her skirt. Underneath she was wearing red
knickers, which were made out of a shiny material, and were
fastened around her waist by a small padlock and chain. “As you can
see” Sarah explained, “Maria is padlocked into her panties and very
soon you’ll be locked to them as well”.

She helped Maria lie down on the
cushions next to Marika and again lifted her skirt. She grabbed
Marika and pulled her towards her. “Do you like your new nose
ring?” she asked. “You’ve pierced by nose!” she asked with
astonishment. “Yes, and soldered a silver ring in place” Sarah
purred.

She followed her as best she could to
minimize the pain in her nose. Before she knew what was happening,
her head was between Maria’s thighs with her face resting against
her arse.

“Now with the help of this small
padlock” Sarah smiled, “You’ll both be locked together by Maria’s
panties. Marika could see a small ring sewn into the crotch of
Maria’s knickers and could only watch as Sarah looped the padlock
through her nose ring and then through Maria’s crotch ring and
snapped it closed. “Now you two are inseparable,” Sarah
laughed.

Marika tried to pull away but soon
realized that she couldn’t move by even an inch. She was
permanently connected to this unknown girl’s knickers. Sarah pulled
Maria’s skirt back down enclosing Marika’s head inside. “I’ll leave
you two to play” she smiled as she left the room.

“Hello?” Marika asked from inside her
skirt.

“Hi” Maria replied, “are you OK down
there?”

“Fine” she replied.

Marika looked around her. Whoever this
Maria was, she certainly had a great figure. She had long tanned
legs and a very attractive bum, although she had no idea what her
face was like.

Maria was lying on her side with
Marika’s head resting on the inside of her lower thigh and her
other lifted in the air. “I’m sorry I can’t keep this leg up for
much longer” she explained as she lowered it down on to her head.
Marika’s head was now almost totally enclosed. “You OK?” Maria
asked. There was no reply. She asked again. Still no
reply.

A little annoyed she then thrust her
hips forward. Marika cried out in pain and she lifted her leg with
the intention of dropping it heavily back down on her head. “What
was that for?” she asked. “Ignoring Me,” Maria replied. “I’m not
ignoring you, I just can’t hear anything with my head pinned
between your thighs.” She lowered her leg back down
gently.

Sarah came back into the room wearing a
cotton miniskirt and top. “You two getting along?” she asked. “Now
I have to go away for the evening, I’ll be back tomorrow morning.
You two will be fine here, although I will unlock your handcuffs”.
She crouched down above each of them in turn and unlocked their
handcuffs.

“I’ll leave your feet shackled” Sarah
purred as she pulled up Maria’s skirt and kissed Marika on the
cheek, “even though I’m not expecting you to escape Maria’s
crotch”. She stopped for a moment to study her predicament. “That
tiny space in the depth of Maria’s crotch is going to be your home
for the next 12 hours at least” Sarah smiled as she pulled Maria’s
skirt back over her face.

“Please can you unlock this bag from
over my head?” Maria asked as Sarah was standing up to leave. Sarah
smiled, “OK, not that Marika will be able to see you from where she
is”. She took out a key and unlocked the small padlock and removed
the bag. “Have fun” she smiled as she left and closed the door
behind her. The two captives listened as she turned a number of
deadlocks from the outside.

With her hands finally free, Marika
quickly pulled Maria’s skirt back up. Sliding her fingertips in
between her face and Maria’s knickers, she explored her nose ring,
Maria’s crotch ring and the padlock connecting them together. “Don’
bother there is no way out of this” Maria said as she reached down
and pulled her skirt back down. “Hey I need some air!” Marika said.
“Too bad I prefer it down” Maria snapped back.

As Marika went to pull it back up Maria
farted into her face. “Leave it” she warned, “we both may be in a
compromised position here, but your position is definitely worse!”
Marika lay there inside her skirt now with the lingering smell of
her fart filling the air.

From the light that came through her
skirt she could see Maria’s red knickers disappearing up towards
her back and down between her legs. She could see where the tanned
soft skin of her inner thigh met her tight red knickers. She just
lay there now a permanent fixture in her skirt. The temperature
rose when the heating clicked on and reduced slightly when the
thermostat turned off.

Although Maria’s top thigh was just
resting on her head, the fact that her head was so far into her
crotch, the leverage effect of her long toned legs meant that her
head was tightly squeezed between her inner thighs. In this
position, she couldn’t hear anything. However, at least in this
position when she moved her hips her head was automatically taken
with them and not towed painfully into position by her
nose.

She drifted in and out of sleep each
time waking to the same sight and smell. She wanted to try and
escape, but to do that she needed Maria’s help and for the time
being at least Maria was keen for her to stay in place. She drifted
off again.

Maria lay there looking across towards
the locked door, she had no idea what time it was with no windows
to tell her whether it was day or night. These games with Sarah
were always fun but Sarah didn’t usually keep her locked up all
night. Maria had been keen to experience the feeling of having
someone chained to her crotch and it was every bit as good as she
thought it would be. Marika’s nose rubbed across her bringing her
to very slow but very strong orgasms. Although she didn’t know how
long she could take it for.

But there was certainly no way out.
Sarah had padlocked her so tightly into her panties and her poor
companion was padlocked to panties so tightly that they were joined
until Sarah decided otherwise. The material used for the panties
was also un-tearable and indeed almost un-cutable.

But not only was she turning her on,
she liked the idea of having someone between her thighs and inside
her skirt. Maybe it was her cruel streak but she liked thinking of
how she must be suffering inside. She too fell asleep.

Marika woke when Maria moved her hips
and her head followed suit. “How you doing?” she asked. “Its really
hot, can you pull up your skirt and open your legs for just a
moment?” she asked. She smiled to herself, she could feel that the
heat, and other things, were making things tacky between her legs.
“No” she replied, “my thighs are staying locked in
place”.

Marika woke again as she felt the
weight on her head increase. Although she hadn’t heard anything,
Sarah had returned and been laughing with Maria. Sarah had then sat
down straddling Maria’s thighs and Marika’s head. “I can’t believe
you kept your skirt pulled down” Sarah smiled, “it must be
unbearable in there. You’re even more cruel that me!” Sarah
increased her weight and gripped more tightly with her thighs.
“Chained to a woman’s panties and now with four thighs wrapped
around her head” Sarah purred.

Sarah finally released her grip and
climbed off. “I’m sorry but I have to recuff you both before I
unconnect you” she smiled to Maria. Maria dutifully put both wrists
behind her back and waited for her friend to chain them together.
Marika’s wrists were also chained but this time each cuffed
separately to her waist chain.

She then pulled up Maria’s skirt and
both women smiled as they saw Marika with her face still buried
into Maria. Sarah then took out a key and unlocked the padlock
securing Maria’s knickers around her waist. Maria then wriggled out
leaving her underwear still chained to Marika’s nose.

Marika struggled to her knees with the
women laughing at her with the knickers still dangling from her
face. She then led Maria over to one side of the room where one end
of a chain was attached to the wall. She took the other end and
padlocked it around Maria’s neck. Once she had been chained in
place, Maria smiled at and kissed her captress on the
lips.

 


*

 


Marika then noticed that there was a
third woman in the room. She was kneeling back on her feet wearing
a long purple ball dress. Her hands were cuffed behind her back and
her neck locked in a chain that as hanging from the ceiling. She
was also wearing a ball gag. She was slightly heavier built than
her two friends but was still very attractive. She had red hair and
pale skin and was looking at the floor clearly resigned to her
imprisonment.

Marika turned her attention back to
Maria and Sarah who were still kissing. “On your knees!” Sarah then
ordered as she took hold of the panties and pulled her over towards
the redhead. “Stand up” Sarah said to the redhead as she pulled
Marika down on to the cushions again by the nose. Sarah then took a
chain and padlocked one end around Marika’s neck and locked the
other end around her knees so that her knees were drawn up on to
her chest. She then took another chain and locked her feet cuffs to
the chain locked around her waist.

Marika’s legs were now chained securely
to her body. Sarah looked down at her increasingly manacled body,
“Now if you think that that’s bad …” she left the sentence
unfinished. “OK, pin her in place” Sarah smiled as the redhead
lowered herself to her knees. She then sat back so that she was
sitting on Marika’s neck with one thigh either side of her head.
She wriggled a little until she was happy with her position and
then resumed her motionless position.

Sarah lifted the redhead’s skirt to see
Marika’s face half hidden in her crotch. “Now just need to padlock
you to her panties” she smiled as she threaded another padlock
around the crotch of the redhead’s knickers. “Just snuggle up a
little closer” she smiled as the redhead moved forward a little
further until Sarah was able to thread the same padlock through
Marika’s nose ring. “One snap and you and her knickers will be
intimately connected” she smiled as she locked the padlock in
place.

Sarah then pulled the redhead’s dress
down until it enclosed Marika’s head. She then pulled the back out
until her whole body was hidden underneath. “Now she’s totally
contained,” Sarah said as she watched the redhead settle finally
into place. “Out of sight, out of mind”. She knew from experience
that Marika was well and truly trapped and so returned her
attentions to Maria. “My human cage” she purred to Maria, “now we
won’t be disturbed”.

Although Marika was in complete
darkness under the thick ball dress she had seen the red head’s
arse lower down on to her and had seen the size of her thighs
before they locked in place around her head. She tried to move
although it felt almost as though her head had been set in concrete
then was no way out.

With her legs chained in place she
could get no leverage to try and wriggle free. Her hands were
chained to her sides and her head, well that was completely
immobilized. She knew that she was totally hidden underneath this
unknown girl’s dress. Sarah could leave her here forever

Sarah released Maria’s wrists and the
two of them started to make out on the cushions. Maria was still
helpless chained to the wall as the two stripped off.

Marika didn’t know how many hours later
it was when Sarah returned and pulled back the redhead’s skirt.
“OK, I think you’ve served your time Marika” she said as she
reached into Marika’s crotch and unlocked the padlock connecting
them together. Following instructions, Marika stood up and Sarah
unlocked the chains holding Marika’s legs into her chest and
unlocked the padlocks to remove both Maria’s and the redhead’s
knickers from her nose. She left her hands chained to her sides and
the feet cuffs locked closely around her ankles.

She led her slowly out of the room,
across a hallway and into a small stone cell. She kissed her on the
lips before closing the solid metal door behind her and turning the
key in the lock.
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She sat there on the small bed. At
least she was no longer underneath the redhead, it had been hot
under there and her thighs gripping her head had made her feel very
enclosed and very helpless. she hadn’t been able to see or hear or
smell (anything other than her knickers that is) or barely move a
muscle. She had no idea how long he’d been under her, although
judging by the light outside she had been under there for most of
the day.

At least now she could see daylight
through the small barred window high up in her cell. The window
looked out at ground level on to an enclosed courtyard with a
swimming pool. Looking back inside, the small cell was empty apart
from the small bed. Sarah had locked the solid steel door and
although she had left the key in the lock, there was absolutely to
way that she could free herself. She was now no more that one of
her possessions.

She stood up and put her face up to the
window. There were two women lying on sun loungers by the pool. One
of them, a slim, tanned blonde in a blue bikini saw her and came
over. “Good evening” she smiled kneeling down in front of the
barred window. Good evening? She’d obviously been trapped under the
redhead for longer than she’d imagined.

“What have you done to get yourself
locked in there?” she continued, “I was locked in there the other
day and there really is no way out”.

“There is if you want to help me”
Marika replied, “I think the key’s still in the lock”.

She giggled, “Why should I let you out?
Why shouldn’t I just let you rot in the dungeon like I
did?”

While she was considering the question,
she jumped up and ran off. A minute later she returned with a key
in her hand. “Its not in the lock anymore”, she smiled tucking the
key into the back of her bikini bottoms and sitting back down on
her haunches. “Now how are you going to get out” she giggled, her
knees only inches from the bars. As she sat back down on the bed
the blonde noticed her other restraints, she smiled, “Oh dear,
she’s even chained you up as well”. She rattled her chained hands
as if to demonstrate the point.

An hour later she heard a key being
turned in the door to her cell and the blonde in the blue bikini
entered. However she was now wearing short denim shorts and a
t-shirt. She came over and sat stride her on the bed. “You’re free
to go” she purred as she ran her fingers over her semi-naked body.
She looked down at her thighs that were pinning her very
effectively in place. “Oh” she smiled as she released her grip and
let her climb to her feet.

She shuffled towards the door.
“Oh one thing” she smiled, can you lock me in the dungeon as you leave”.
Marika smiled at her as she pushed the door closed behind her.
Marika was just able to reach the lock and turned the key twice and
then took the key out of the keyhole. She knew that there would be
no spare key and smiled to herself as she imagined the look on her
face when she found out that the key had gone.

She shuffled along the stone corridor
and edged up the stairs as best she could with her chained feet and
came out on to the courtyard. She looked back in through the small
barred window at the woman inside. She was sitting on the bed, her
knees drawn up in front of her. She smiled as she thought how
helpless she was locked inside the small cell. She slowly shuffled
across the courtyard, past the pool to the large wooden gates at
the far side. She tried the gates but they were locked and locked
in her chains, there was no way she could climb over.

She was sitting on the ground dejected
when Sarah walked over, still wearing her bikini. “I hoped you
would stay for dinner,” she said. She looked at the gate and her
chains and replied, “Do I have any choice?”
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She slowly led her back inside. “If you
unlock these feet cuff I could walk much faster,” she asked
hopefully. “Yes” she smiled, “I know”. She led her inside and into
her en suite bathroom. She turned on the shower and started to wash
her all over. “Being chained up has its advantages” she purred, “it
means someone else can wash your body”. After she had washed her,
she washed herself in front of her.

She finished showering and toweled them
both dry. She led Marika who was still only wearing her knickers
and top over to a chair. Sarah pulled on a pair of black silk
knickers and bra and came over and sat astride Marika on the chair,
wrapping her legs around her. “Annoying having your hands chained
to your waist isn’t it?” she purred as she ran her fingers through
Marika’s long hair.

She climbed off and sat down on the
bed. She stretched out her long tanned legs and slowly eased on a
pair of fishnet stockings. She then took a small bunch of keys and
threaded the key ring through the fishnets high up on the inside of
her left thigh. “That’s what I love about fishnets” she smiled,
“perfect for attaching things to”. Sarah finished dressing by
pulling on a short skirt and top.

“How can we have dinner while you have
me chained up like this” Marika asked, realising that she was now
somewhat underdressed. Sarah consider the situation, “I’ll release
you only if you promise to let me relock you after we have
eaten”.

Sarah pulled up her skirt and unhooked
the keys. “You’ve been in these for almost 12 hours” she smiled
leaning down to unlock her ankles and then her wrists. “I’ll leave
all the restraints unlocked and put the keys back in place for
later” she purred. Marika started to dress for dinner. “I still
have the key to the dungeon” she said. “That’s OK”, she’ll just
have to stay in there then” Sarah smiled as she took the key and
tucked it into Marika’s knickers.

The two friends walked back into the
courtyard to where a table was set up right above the barred
window. The blonde was still inside with her face pushed up to the
bars. “Please” she said to Marika as she sat down.

Sarah brought out a shiny metal device
that had four pieces of metal all hinged together at the base,
which could be locked together at the top by a padlock. “Why don’t
you use these on your prisoner, they’re just her size” Sarah purred
handing over the device. Marika crouched down under the table and
took the blondes hands that were already sticking through the bars
and crossed them over one another. She positioned the device around
both of her wrists. As Sarah had said, they fitted perfectly. She
bought the four ends together and slipped the padlock through them.
She watched the blonde’s eyes as she clicked the padlock
closed.

Sarah and Marika finished their meal,
while all the time the blonde was watching them from beneath the
table. “Can you let me into the dungeon?” Sarah asked. The two
walked inside and Marika retrieved the key and unlocked the door.
Sarah walked up behind the blonde, who was now chained to the bars
in the standing position, and started to run her hands over her
body. She crouched down and started kissing her legs, working her
way further and further up the blonde’s thighs. She then undid the
blonde’s denim shorts and pulled them down. She continued her
kissing up to her crotch. Sarah then took hold of her around the
waist and started to bury her face into the blonde’s white
knickers. “Oh what a beautiful arse” she breathed as she stood up
and kissed the blond on the lips.

While Sarah was otherwise distracted
with her face pushed into the blonde’s arse, Marika slipped out of
the dungeon, locking the door as she went. She walked back outside
and knelt down by the barred window. With her finger to her lips,
she unlocked the blonde’s wrists and watched as the fun
ensued.

The blonde seeing her chance to get
even, turned and pushed Sarah to the floor. She sat down on her
back and pulled her hands behind her and held them there with her
thighs. Sarah could do no more than wriggle helplessly as the
blonde took the device and padlocked it around Sarah’s wrists. She
then stood up and walked back over to the window. “She’s all yours”
the blonde smiled.

Marika unlocked the door and walked
into the dungeon. She inspected the restraint that Sarah was now
wearing. “A perfect fit” she said as she led her outside. “You in
or out” she asked the blonde. “In” she smiled holding up a bunch of
chains. The blonde then lay down as Marika chained her spread-eagle
to the small metal bed. Once the last padlock had been locked, she
wriggled around tying to get free. “Perfect” she smiled, “these
should hold me until morning”. Marika sat down on the bed right
next to her head and purred, “These will hold you forever and I
have the only keys”.

Marika left the dungeon and locked the
door. Sarah was already getting frustrated with her wrists locked
together. She knew very well that she couldn’t escape from the
restraint without the key. Marika led her back up to the bedroom
and the two of them lay down on the bed. “Please unlock me” Sarah
begged kicking her legs on the bed. After a few more minutes of
teasing, Marika finally released her.

Sarah smiled as she picked up the high
security chains and padlocks, “And now back to your promise”. As
instructed, Marika lay down on the floor. Sarah wrapped a high
security chain tightly around Marika’s ankles and slipped a padlock
through two of the links. She placed one painted fingernail at
either end of the padlock and squeezed. “You’ll not be doing much
walking now” Sarah smiled. Sarah then took another chain and
padlocked it around her neck. She pulled Marika’s knees up to her
chest and locked the other end of the chain around both of her
knees so that they were pinned to her chest. She then reached under
her and locked a chain around Marika’s waist and led the spare end
up her backside and padlocked it to the chain around her ankles.
She then pulled her wrists around the outside of her legs and
handcuffed them together by her arse. She then finished by
padlocking the handcuffs to the chain around her ankles.

“Now get out of that” Sarah purred
standing up to admire her work. Marika struggled for a moment but
soon realized that it was pointless. Sarah stood above her one foot
either side of her head. “You can probably see the keys from down
there” she smiled. Marika looked longingly at the small ring of
keys attached deep in Sarah crotch knowingly that there was no way
she was going to get her hands on them.

Sarah sat on the bed, crossed her legs
and watched Marika continued to struggle in her chains. Five
minutes later Marika was hot and breathing more deeply but still in
exactly the same bound position as Sarah had left her. “I don’t
think I can get out” Marika said looking up at her captive.
“Neither do I” Sarah replied. “Please let me out,” Marika begged.
Sarah smiled, “So just how stuck are you?” Marika knew Sarah was
enjoying this. “Total stuck and totally at your mercy” she replied.
Sarah didn’t reply. Marika continued, “Completely chained up with
no chance of getting out without your keys, the ones between your
legs”.

Finally Sarah took pity on her captive,
retrieved the keys and unchained her. The two women lay on the bed
and made out. A couple of hours later, Sarah directed Marika’s head
down between her legs. Marika had noticed that Sarah had a ring
pierced through her crotch that seemed to only add to her pleasure.
However this time once her head was in place, Sarah slipped a small
padlock through her crotch ring and Marika’s nose ring and within
seconds they were locked together.

By the time Marika had realized what
was happening, it was too late. She couldn’t move away at all, her
face just stayed buried into her naked crotch. Sarah wrapped her
thighs around her head and squeezed. “That’s where you’ll be
spending the night” Sarah purred with pleasure. She moved slightly,
“Oh no, just there!”

The night passed slowly for Marika,
with her face being used to provide more pleasure for what seemed
like hours on end. Sarah finally opened her legs slightly, “You’ve
been in there for six hours” Sarah boasted, “but now I must do a
pee so I guess I’ll have to let you out”. She unlocked the padlock
that connected them and ran off to the bathroom.

Marika struggled to her feet and went
over to shower. She slipped on short denim shorts and a top and
came back to find Sarah dressed in a skirt suit putting up her long
dark hair. Marika walked down to the courtyard and peering through
the barred window saw the blonde still chained to the bed. She went
inside, unlocked the dungeon and walked in. “How was your night?”
Marika asked. “Nice” the blonde replied. Marika was starting to
enjoy the situation, “Well in that case, you can stay there while I
find you some breakfast”.

 


*

 


Marika walked out into the kitchen
where Sarah was already preparing some food. “I have an appointment
in town this morning, but I’ll be back in a couple of hours” Sarah
said, “I think you should stay around”.

At one end of the kitchen was a metal
coffin shaped cage raised slightly off the ground. The hinged top
was red and padded at one end, with a hole cut out of the padding.
“Why don’t you try this” Sarah smiled opening the lid for her
friend. Marika slowly climbed in and lay down. Her neck was held in
place by a piece of shaped metal inside the cage and her head was
directly below the padded end. Sarah closed the lid and locked it
with a padlock.

Marika realized that her face was now
protruding slightly through the hole in the red padding and that
because the hole was exactly the same size as her face, her face
was now held rigidly in place. It was only then that she realized
what the device was for. “This is for sitting on people’s faces
isn’t it?” she asked. Sarah smiled, “Not people’s, yours”. She then
pulled the table over to the cage, hitched up her skirt and sat
down slowly on Marika’s face. She adjusted herself until Marika’s
nose was right between her cheeks and then increased her weight
until her arse had completely sealed the hole in the red
seat.

The design of the seat meant that only
part of Sarah’s weight was sitting on Marika’s face, the rest being
taken by the seat. Underneath, Marika couldn’t see anything and
could only breath when Sarah lifted herself slightly off the seat.
Sarah sat there and ate her breakfast and read the paper, almost
oblivious to the woman underneath her.

When she had finished, she stood up and
cleared the dishes as usual. “That was so nice, I think I’ll leave
you here for my friends” she purred as she bent down and kissed
Marika’s face before leaving.

A few minutes later Maria walked in,
her long dark hair still wet from the pool. She was wearing a pale
knee-length cotton skirt and top. “Good morning” she smiled seeing
Marika locked in the box. She poured some coffee and came over and
sat on a chair right next to the Marika’s head. Maria moved her
chair over a little until it butted up against the cage and at just
the same height. She stood up and pulled her skirt up and spread it
out so that it covered Marika’s face. From underneath, Marika could
see Maria’s panty-clad arse about an inch away from her
face.

Maria continued to drink her coffee as
she moved over slightly so that the bottom of her right thigh was
resting on top of Maria’s right cheek. Laura came in and sat down
at the table. Laura smiled, “Are you on top of her?” Maria shook
her head, “Not yet”. Maria edged a little further across so that
the outside of her arse was touching Marika’s nose. Then after a
short pause, she lifted herself slightly, moved further across and
sat down squarely on Marika’s face. She increased her weight
sealing the hole in the padded lid with her arse. “Now I am,” she
purred to Laura, “I’ve got her face just where I want
it”.

 


 


***

 


 


The Beach House




Kate and Nicole’s bondage
game goes wrong...

and then a strange
arrives...

 


Nicole sat in her open top sports car
hooting the horn outside her friend’s house. She looked stunning in
sunglasses, long blonde hair and tight shorts and top. Kate came
running down the path with a bag in hand. She was equally stunning
but with dark brown hair and a tight red summery dress. They sped
off down the road and an hour drive to Nicole’s beach
house.

The house was small but set in a
fantastic location in a small bay. However the reason Nicole had
bought it was that it was over 5 miles from the nearest neighbor
and over 1 mile from the nearest road.

As soon as they arrived, Kate changed
into her bikini and ran down across the sand to the sea. After her
swim she lay on the beach thinking of an earlier conversation with
Nicole about trust and who really trusted whom. She was awoken from
her thoughts by Nicole standing above her holding a chain and
padlock. “So how much do you trust me?” Nicole smiled as she then
led Kate across the sand and down the short boat ramp to the
water’s edge.

Fixed into the concrete ramp was a
heavy metal ring used for mooring boats. “Lie down here” Nicole
purred as she ran the chain through her hands. A little nervously
the brunette lay down on the cool concrete. Nicole crouched about
her, her short white cotton shorts standing out against her
sun-tanned skin.

Nicole positioned her friend until her
neck was against the metal ring. She wrapped the chain around the
ring and Kate’s neck and secured it with a single padlock. The
blonde smiled down, “You are now securely chained to that ring. In
less than an hour the tide will come in on top of you, a few
minutes after that you will be dead. Nicole held up a small silver
key. “This is the only key that can save your life. Even if we
called for help it would never arrive in time to save
you”.

Nicole stood up and using just two
fingers managed to slide the key into the tight front pocket of her
shorts. Kate looked up at her. Her long legs, tight hips and arse
contained in those shorts, white top and tanned face with that long
hair hanging down around it. Kate was already partly submerged,
with sand running through her dark hair. “No-one would hear your
desperate screams” Nicole smiled as she blew Kate a kiss, turned
and walked away.

Nicole walked twenty yards away and sat
down on the seawall. She took the key out of her pocket and played
with it in her hands. No one would ever know, she thought to
herself as she ran the key up the inside of her thigh and tucked it
into the crotch of her knickers. It felt nice. It would feel nice
in there as she listened to Kate’s last desperate
screams.

Kate’s cries awakened her from her
thoughts. “Please Nic, it’s getting higher!” The blonde walked over
and watched the brunette squirming in the water. “Do you promise to
be my slave for the rest of the weekend?” she asked. Kate soon
agreed. Nicole reached in and removed the key. She slipped it into
the lock and ‘click’. Kate climbed to her knees, brushed her long
wet hair out of her eyes and smiled at her friend. This was going
to be a fun weekend.

Kate came out of the shower room
wearing only her panties and bra. Nicole was lying on her front on
the bed still in her white shorts. She had looped a heavy chain
around the timber beam above the bed and back through itself so
that the long free end hung down and finished in a small silver
pile on the bed. “Perfect attire” Nicole purred as she beckoned
Kate towards her. Kate obeyed and knelt down on the bed.

“This chain will adorn your neck for
the rest of the weekend,” Nicole whispered as she took the free end
and padlocked it in place. “There” she smiled, “that should let you
breath but not much else”. Nicole sauntered out on the balcony and
sat down at the table. “Come and join me” she purred, “your chain
should reach”.

As Kate walked out on to the balcony
the chain slid to the far end of the roof beam giving her just
enough freedom to place her panty-clad arse down on the second
wooden slatted chair. “Champagne?” Nicole asked as she poured the
two flutes. “Where’s the key to this?” Kate asked as she pulled on
the padlock. “Back in my flat half an hours drive away” Nicole
replied sipping the champagne.

That evening passed with the women
falling asleep on the bed drunk. Kate woke in the night to find
that they were lying in the ‘69’ position. She visited the
bathroom, which she could just reach while chained to the wooden
beam and then lay back on the bed in the same position. Nicole
however had turned over and Kate found herself with the blonde’s
arse right in her face.

She pushed the blonde back over without
waking her. Nicole’s face was now pushing against the front of
Kate’s thighs. She raised her top leg and eased the blonde’s head
on to her lower thigh and once there dropped her leg clamping the
long blonde hair in place. Her thighs may not have been as secure
as the chain, but she would enjoy watching Nicole trying to get out
of there in the morning. When the morning came, Nicole managed to
escape her neck restraint, Kate did not.

The next day and night and day passed
in much the same way. They drunk, they slept and played all the
time without Kate moving more than 10 foot from the bed. In the
morning of the following day, Kate woke to see Nicole pulling on
her jeans, “I have to go to work this morning, though first I’ll
fetch the key,” she purred. An hour later her car returned and she
ran up the stairs to the bedroom. “As much as I hate to release
you, here’s the key” she smiled.

Kate was to stay in the house for the
week to continue her artwork and Nicole would return the following
weekend. After Nicole had left, Kate rolled around on the bed with
the key in her hand and the chain still locked around her neck. She
finally and reluctantly unlocked the padlock and for the first time
in two days was free. She changed to go for a swim. Before she
left, she playfully wrapped the chain back around her neck. She
slipped the key into her bikini and pretended she was once again
detained. She finally left the room and walked down to the
sea.

When she returned to the house she
dried herself and went back up to the bedroom. She wrapped the
chain around her neck and locked it in place with the padlock. She
looked for her phone to call Nicole, but it was out of reach. She
ran her hands over her own arse to retrieve the key to the padlock.
When she couldn’t find it, she slipped her hands inside. Shit she
though, it wasn’t there. She searched the floor around the bed but
soon realized that it must have fallen out while she was on the
beach. She started to panic, she had now locked herself up with no
way of getting. She had no phone and there was no one in shouting
distance. She could reach food and water but without help she would
stay locked up until Nicole returned in five days time.

For the rest of the day she sat on the
balcony hoping that someone would come along the beach, but no one
did. That night she slept in just her bra and panties still held
captive at her own hand. She thought how she had chained and
handcuffed Nicole many time, but now she had done it to herself –
she was her own captive.

The next day she saw a figure in the
distance at the far side of the beach. The figure with blonde hair
was running along the water’s edge. As it got nearer she could see
that it was a woman in running shorts and t-shirt. “Help” she
shouted. The stranger finally heard her and made her way up to the
house. Following Kate’s instructions she came through the open
front door and up to the bedroom.

“Thank you for coming” Kate smiled, “I
need some help. I’m chained to this beam and I dropped the only key
down on the beach. The stranger was younger than Kate in her early
twenties and had an attractive figure, slightly fuller than Kate’s.
She spoke with a Swedish accent, “Why did you lock yourself in
here” she asked. Kate knew there would be explanations required,
“For a thrill” she replied slightly embarrassed.

The Swedish woman went back down to the
beach and soon found the key. Without Kate seeing her, she
discretely picked it up and pocketed it in her shorts. Ten minutes
later she returned to the bedroom, “I can’t find your key” she said
apologetically, “Also it is dark so I will look in the morning. If
you like I can come this evening with some food, I am staying in
the next bay”. The Swedish woman left with the key and with it
Kate’s freedom.

An hour later she climbed in to her car
wearing stockings, shout skirt and blouse. She sat there, pulled up
her skirt and tucked the key into the top of her stockings. She
smoothed her skirt back down concealing it inside. She pictured
Kate still chained up helplessly waiting her return.

She drove along the unmade path to the
house and found Kate sitting cross-legged on the bed wearing only
shorts and a bra. “My name is Anna” the Swedish woman said as they
ate the pizza and wine. Anna then said, “Oh I found a nice little
thing on the beach this afternoon” as she took the key out of her
stockings and held it up”. “Oh great!” Kate smiled as she held up
her hands to catch. However Anna put it back in to her
stocking.

“Hey what’s the game” Kate smiled. “I
found it, its mine” Anna replied. Kate wasn’t sure how to react.
“Do you want some more wine?” Anna asked. They continued drinking.
“Aren’t you going to give me that key?” Kate asked again. “No, its
mine” Anna replied. “Yes but I need it for just one second or else
I’ll be chained up here for the rest of the week”. Anna smiled at
her, “sorry”. Kate made a move for her but Anna was too quick and
moved out of reach.

“Please, I’ll give you anything” Kate
begged. “What about locking me up for the night?” Anna asked. Kate
smiled at her, “You want me to keep you locked up? Sure I’ll
happily do that” she replied. Anna removed the key walked over and
unlocked Kate from her shackles.

“How would you like me to restrain
you?” Kate smiled as she removed the chain from the beam. “So that
I can’t escape,” Anna replied. Anna stripped to her bra and panties
and lay down on the bed. Kate took a pair of high security leg
irons and locked Anna’s ankles together. She then took one end of
the long chain and wrapped it around Anna’s ankles and padlocked it
in place. “I guarantee you’ll not be getting out of that,” Kate
purred.

She took the chain up to just below
Anna’s knees, wrapped the chain around both calves and back on to
itself. She took the chain just above her knees and again wrapped
it around both thighs and back on to itself. “Try and open your
legs now” Kate smiled. Kate pushed her hand between Anna’s thighs,
“Nice thighs” she purred and “If we had more people we could have
put someone’s head between your thighs before we locked them
together I know from experience that there would be no way
out”.

Kate bought the chain up to Anna’s
waist where again she wrapped it around her waist and back on to
itself. She then took a pair of handcuffs and locked her wrists
together in front of her. She then padlocked the cuffs to the waist
chain. She continued to work her way up the Swedish woman’s body
wrapping the chain around her chest and twice around both elbows
before again locking it back on to itself. She finished off by
wrapping the chain around Anna’s neck and securing it in place with
yet another padlock.

Kate took a ball gag and pushed it into
her mouth. She tightened the strap around her head and then
padlocked the buckle closed. “How does that feel?” Kate asked. The
look on Anna’s face answered the question. Kate climbed on top of
her and sat astride her face. “Do you want me to continue?” she
asked. Anna nodded.

Kate took a full leather hood and put
it around Anna’s head. The hood fitted her features tightly with
only one hole by the nose through which to breath. She zipped the
hood in place closing it very tightly around the woman’s head. She
took a padlock and securely locked the zipper in place. Kate smiled
as she held up this particular key.

“This key is the only way out of that
hood,” she purred really to herself. While she had put all the
other keys on to a large key ring, this key she attached to a very
small ring all on its own. She pulled down her knickers and
attached the key to her knickers on the inside of the crotch. She
pulled her knickers back up and felt the key buried just where she
wanted it. “My insurance policy” she smiled, “Even with all these
other keys, you will still be locked in that hood
forever.

Kate helped Anna off the bed and across
the room to a heavy cage. She laid her on her front and then ran
the chain down her back and padlocked it to the back of the waist
chain. She then ran the chain between Anna’s legs and padlocked it
on to the front of the waist chain, being careful to get the
tension just right. Once happy with that, she pulled Anna’s bare
feet up to her arse and padlocked the chain to the foot cuffs to
keep them in position. She then eased her across and it to the cage
where she closed the door and padlocked it firmly shut. She sat
down on the cage and looked down at the tangle of chains below her,
“Now get out of that honey” she purred.

After an hour of lying on her bed
reading a magazine and watching Anna struggling pathetically in the
bottom of her cage, Kate changed into her tight blue jeans and
t-shirt. “Still haven’t escaped?” she smiled at her captive. There
was no intelligible response. As promised, Kate unlocked the cage
and proceeded to unlock the padlocks and cuffs that had held the
Swedish woman so effectively in place.

By the time she had finished Anna was
free of everything apart from the leather hood. Anna felt for the
zip and tried in vain to open it. “Sorry babe its padlocked” Kate
smiled as she took Anna by the hand and led her down the stairs and
out on to the beach. Still in just her bra and panties, Anna
continued to struggle to undo the hood. “You’ll never get out of
that without the key” Kate smiled as she felt between her legs to
check that the key was still safe and sound.

“And just to let you know, the key is
in my panties” Kate smiled as she came from behind and tickled her.
Anna swung around but Kate had gone. “Shame about that hood” Kate
teased, “you can’t see, can smell, can’t talk, can barely hear all
because of that little padlock”. Anna moved in the direction of the
voice but fell on to the sand. Kate ran over and dropped down on
top of her so that her legs were pinning Kat’s arms to her
sides.

After more teasing Kate led Anna to the
bedroom. She pushed the blonde on to the bed and sat down on top of
her. She ran her fingers up Anna’s long legs, “You really have very
nice and very strong legs” Kate noted, “all that running I guess”.
Kate lay down on the bed next to her head to toe to take a closer
look at this woman’s legs.

Anna rolled on to her side and lifted
her top leg allowing Kate to run her fingers along the inside of
her thighs. Kate ventures closer and kissed the inside of Anna’s
thigh. That was the chance the Swedish woman had been waiting for,
she thrust her hips forward so that Kate’s head was between her
thighs and then locked them tightly together.

The more Kate struggled, the more
Anna’s tightened her grip around the brunette’s neck. Kate knew
this was not going to work, every time Anna thighs tightened she
seemed to be pulled further into the blondes crotch. Meanwhile,
Anna felt for Kate’s jeans and started to unbuckle her thick
leather belt. “What are you doing?” Kate asked. “Just retrieving
the key,” Anna replied as she started to ease Kate’s jeans down
over her hips. Kate tried to stop her but one squeeze of Anna’s
thighs sent her hands back up to her neck in a vain hope to ease
the pressure.

Anna stripped Kate down to her knickers
and then felt between her legs. “It really was well buried” she
smiled as she reached inside Kate’s underwear and unhooked the
small key from its hiding place. With Kate’s still held in her
thighs’ vice like grip, Anna unlocked the padlock and unzipped and
removed the hood. “Wow” Anna cried out as her eyes became
accustomed to the light, “you have no idea how restrictive it is
with that thing on your head”.

Anna then reached for the chain and
padlocks that were lying on the bed next to them. “What are you
doing?” Kate asked nervously. Anna wrapped the chain around her own
thighs, just above the knees and padlocked her legs tightly
together. “No, don’t lock me in here” Kate cried helplessly. Anna
then ran the long chain up to her waist, wrapped it around her
waist and back on to itself. She then ran the chain back down and
padlocked it on to the other side of the chain around her thighs.
And just to make sure, Anna buckled Kate’s thick leather belt
around her thighs and locked it in place with a small padlock.
“That should make a nice harness to keep you just where you are”
Anna smiled, as she threw the keys to the far side of the
room.

Anna released her grip around Kate’s
neck and smiled as she saw how even without any force from her, the
brunette could still not get her head out from between her thighs.
Kate knew how trapped she was and just lay there with the dejected
look of someone behind bars. “What’s it like inside there?” Anna
giggled as she saw how quickly Kate had given up. “Please let me
out,” Kate begged. “Kiss my panties”, Anna replied. Kate did as she
was told and buried her face into the blonde’s underwear. “Umm that
was nice do it again” Anna smiled knowing that the strategically
placed brunette would do whatever she said.

 


 


***

 


 


Secured in Heaven




Why do you need a prison
cell, when you have a woman’s skirt?

 


The four friends, all in their
mid-twenties, were sitting around on cushions on the lounge floor,
playing cards. Brad was playing with three women, Kate, Anna and
Alison. The three women had been colluding with each other to
ensure Brad didn’t win any hands. After an hour of not winning, he
twigged what was going on and started to protest.

Although outnumbered, he argued
vociferously his point. The women, not pleased that he had rumbled
their plan, took action. They jumped on top of him and forced him
onto the floor. Brad fought back and an increasingly desperate
struggle ensued until they finally got him face down on the floor.
Alison, a stunning long-legged brunette, sat on his head, one thigh
either side of his shoulders.

“That’s got him”, Anna smiled, “all
that time in the gym has paid off, Alison, he can’t get out from
underneath your butt”.

Alison smiled, she was a keen gym goer
and proud of her toned body. She squeezed her thighs tighter around
his body. Kate then took the laces that she had taken from her
shoes and used them to tie Brad’s hands together behind his back.
Brad, still trapped underneath Alison was unable to put up much
resistance.

“That should shut you up” Kate smiled
at Brad who had finally been released from between Alison’s
thighs.

Of course it didn’t. Although now with
his hands tied behind him he continued to complain about the way
he’d been tricked at cards and demanded the women return the money
that they’d won from him.

Alison just sat there thinking of how
sitting on top of Brad’s head, pinning him to the ground had
actually turned her on. She imagined her legs either side of his
head holding him in place.

Alison stood up and said to her
friends, “I know what will shut him up for good”. She walked
towards him, her shapely 6-foot figure towering above where he sat
on the floor. She looked across at the other two women to indicate
what she had in mind.

The women came up, one either side of
Brad and each grabbed one of his arms. Brad looked concerned, but
with his hands tied behind his back and held securely by the two
women, could put up little resistance.

Alison lifted up her long denim skirt
to reveal her long shapely tanned legs. From where Brad was
sitting, they seemed to go on forever. She lifted her skirt right
up until he could see her black silk knickers. Alison turned away
from him and soon his eyes were transfixed upon her pert arse that
towered above him. She then stepped backwards until his head was
between her thighs and squeezed them together holding his head
firmly in place.

Then, with the help of her friends,
Alison pulled her long denim skirt down, engulfing his head inside.
For Brad, everything had gone very dark. He could barely move a
muscle, with his hands tied behind his back and his head trapped
inside Alison’s skirt.

However Alison then bent her legs,
thereby lowering herself a few inches. This had the desired effect.
Brad’s head was forced upwards and became wedged with his face
pushed tightly into the bottom part of her butt, the black silk of
her knickers engulfing his features. Alison then lay down on the
cushion on the floor. If he had thought he had been trapped before,
this time was ten times worst. His face was wedged up against her
arse, which was now weighing down on top of him.

Alison smiled at her two friends; “well
I don’t hear any smart comments now”.

Kate looked concerned, “can he breathe
in there, I mean with his face squeezed against your
arse?”

Inside her skirt, Brad could just about
breathe, but nothing else. He wriggled around, but the more he did
so, the more he seemed to be engulfed. Alison tensed her backside,
her buttocks gripping his nose and making breathing even more
difficult.

The women continued playing, this time
without any interruptions. They almost forgot about Brad, with his
head trapped inside Alison’s skirt.

After half an hour inside her skirt,
Brad decided it was time to escape. Using just his legs, he tried
to wriggle out of where he was being held. His struggling moved him
nowhere, but did trigger a reaction.

“You’ll not get out”, Alison snapped as
she tensed her legs to make doubly sure he didn’t move. “It fact I
think I’ll make you very sorry you tried”. And with that she let
out a small fart.

Although small and barely audible to
Kate and Anna, it was certainly noticed in the confines of her
skirt. Brad bucked vigorously to try and escape the smell, which
was directed straight at his face but to no avail. The smell
gradually faded, but the silk of her knickers still clung
relentlessly to her face.

Kate left the room and came back with
two padlocks.

“What are they for?” Alison
asked.

“Just to make sure he doesn’t escape”
Kate smiled, as she knelt down beside Alison.

Kate took the first padlock and hooked
it through two of the belt hoops on Alison’s skirt, so that the
skirt was effectively locked around her waist. She clicked the
padlock shut.

At the bottom of Alison’s skirt there
were more belt hoops, this time only for decoration, however, Kate
used them to good effect by locking her second padlock through two
hoops, thus securing the skirt closed at the bottom end. Kate then
sat back and smiled at her work “now watch him try and escape from
that” she purred.

The girls carried on play cards. Alison
was a little concerned that Kate had taken it upon herself to
padlock her skirt. Now she couldn’t let Brad go even if she wanted
to. Indeed, she herself was now effectively under Kate’s lock and
key, she couldn’t very well move with Brad’s head locked where it
was. At least her predicament was not as bad as that facing Brad;
she didn’t have her face squashed into someone’s arse.

After a while Alison asked, “Kate, can
I have the keys to these padlocks?”

“Why? I thought you wanted to get your
revenge on him”

“I do”, she replied, “but I think we’ve
probably made him suffer enough now”.

“Oh I don’t know, he’s probably
enjoying it between your thighs, and let’s face it, he’s always
looking at your arse, now he can look at it all he
wants!”

From inside her skirt, Brad could just
about hear the women’s conversation. It was getting warmer inside
as his face became wedged closer and closer into Alison’s backside.
Everything was black and almost silent. All he could do was to lie
there and think of the beautiful women, he was so securely locked
to.

Outside, the debate continued. Both
Kate and Anna were adamant that Brad should stay where he was, much
to Alison’s growing annoyance. She started to realise that this
trick was now being played on both Brad and her. Anna took the
padlock keys out of her jeans pocket and held them up.

“Are these what you are after?” she
smiled, before squeezing them deliberately back into her tight
pocket.

“OK”, Alison pleaded, what do you want
me to do?”

“Exactly what you’re doing” Anna
smiled. “We wanted to get our revenge on Brad and then the next
thing we see is you incarcerating him between your legs. What
could’ve been easier?”

“Oh, and just in case you try to
release him before the morning” Kate said as she produced a pair of
handcuffs, “we think it’s best if we chain you up as
well.

Despite Alison’s best efforts, Kate and
Anna managed to handcuff Alison’s hands behind her back. Anna
tucked the handcuff key into her back pocket and looked down at the
two friends, so securely tied together.

Kate and Anna turned out the lights and
went up stairs to bed. Alison lay on the floor trying to escape
from the cuffs. There was no chance. She called to Brad.

“Can you hear me in there”

“Is there anyway you can let me out,”
he asked as he desperately tried to move his lips away from his
friend’s arse. She could feel his lips move, tickling her
bum.

The two friends tried to move in
opposite directions to pull apart. It was to no avail; the padlock
securing the bottom of her skirt prevented Alison from opening her
legs and therefore prevented anything escaping from within the
garment. They tried to rip the skirt, but the denim would not
budge. Alison finally admitted defeat.

“There’s no way you’re getting out, I’m
afraid. I hadn’t realised how effective this skirt was at confining
someone,” she said, as she involuntarily broke wind.

“I’m sorry,” she continued, “I’ll try
not to do that again.

As talking was not really at option for
Brad, the two friends started to dose off.

The next morning, Kate and Anna walked
into the room and saw the two of them lying exactly where they had
been the night before. Kate tapped Alison on the shoulder with her
boot to wake her up. Alison looked up at her friends who were both
freshly showered and changed.

“Is he still alive in there” Anna asked
as she kicked Brad’s legs. The subsequent movement suggested that
he was. Anna sat down astride of Alison and started to unlock the
cuffs, which had by now made cuts into her friend’s
wrists.

Kate then prodded Brad with her boot,
“What’s it worth for me to release you?” she asked, “what do you
think your chances are of lasting another day in Alison’s crotch?
Must be getting a bit smelly in there by now” she
laughed.

Kate walked out into the kitchen to
make some coffee. Once they had left, Alison tried to pull her
skirt down over her hips, however her shapely figure and the
tightly locked padlock conspired against her. She felt Brad’s nose
right between her cheeks and she again couldn’t stop herself
farting into his face.

Kate came back into the room and
started to drink her coffee.

“Please give me those keys,” Alison
pleaded, “the poor guy is half dead”. With that Alison farted
again. Kate smiled cruelly.

“What a way that would be to go” Kate
said as she finally took the keys from her pocket and threw them
over to Alison. Alison quickly unlocked the bottom padlock and
pulled up her skirt. When it was almost at the top, Brad finally
managed to pull out his head. Alison then untied his hands from
behind his back.

Brad looked in a bad way as he
staggered to his feet and left the room. Kate looked at Alison,
“Serves you right for having such a cute arse. But if you do want
to take revenge on me, you know one way you could do
it...”

 


 


***

 


 


One Friday Night




Anything can happen on the
way home from work...

 


It was late one Friday night and Brad's
tube train was emptying out as the train crawled closer to the end
of the line. It had been a long week and he had worked into the
early hours on most days. The two beers he had had after leaving
the office had gone to his head and he started to doze.

Sitting opposite him, and now the only
other person in the carriage, was a blonde woman in her
mid-twenties. Brad had discretely glanced at her on several
occasions, mainly because she was attractive and was wearing black
leather shorts. Not tight, not loose, but perfectly fitting. She
also wore a white blouse and a fitted pale blue jacket and had long
dark hair which hung down past her shoulders. She had smiled at
Brad as she sat down, but even this hasn't been enough to keep his
attention.

Brad woke as he felt someone grab his
wrist and saw the woman in the leather shorts standing right in
front of him, with her knee pressing down on his forearm. He tried
to lift his arm, but her knee held it in place. A few seconds later
she release her grip, but as he tried to raise his arm he heard a
metal clatter. He soon realised that she had handcuffed his wrist
to the metal armrest. He looked up just in time to see the woman
grab his bag from the seat next to him. She then calmly walked away
and sat down on the seat at the far end of the row.

"What are you doing?" Brad shouted as
he stood up and tried in vain to reach her.

The woman cross her legs slowly and
started to empty his bag, finding his wallet, phone and
keys.

"Give that back now!"

She smiled a very cute little smile and
spoke in an educated, slightly husky voice as the train slowed for
the next station. "It's a pity we don't have longer together, but
this is my stop."

"Give that back!" Brad shouted as he
pulled as hard as he could against her cuffs."

"It's just not your day," the woman
purred as she stood up.

Brad had to think fast. "OK, take the
bag, but please unlock me."

"No."

"OK, then leave me with the key to the
cuffs."

"What this one?" she smiled she fished
inside the pocket of her shorts.

"Yes."

The woman just laughed.

"But what am I going to do? How can I
get out of here otherwise?" Brad was starting to get
desperate.

"Without my key? You can't," she
smiled.

"Don't leave me here,
please."

The woman smiled, pocketed the key and
flicked her hair back over her shoulders as she left the train. He
shouted after her but she ignored him and there was no-one else
around to hear. He watched as the sexy shorts disappeared out of
sight.

Brad kicked the armrest repeatedly but
it wouldn't give, and from where he was he couldn't reach the
alarm. His wrist was already bruised from the cuff which she had
locked slightly too tightly. Brad sat back down and shouted in
frustration. He had just been robbed by a chick and there was
nothing he could do to stop her getting away. He was now travelling
away from his flat and towards the end of the line.

The train reached the last station and
the lights went out. It then moved to the depot where after ten
minutes of calling Brad was finally able to raise the alarm. Once
they had stopped laughing at his story, the maintenance crew had
managed to free him by unbolting the armrest. He then reported the
incident to the depot supervisor who had laughed, but said he would
pass the details on to the police.

Fed up with jokes about him being
'robbed by a girly' and being 'kinky', Brad had turned down the
offer of a ride home and instead walked the three miles back to his
flat.

The woman's cuffs were still dangling
from his wrist. Unlike cuffs he'd seen before, these had a heavy
lock which could only be unlocked with a unique key, a key that as
far as he knew was still in her pocket. The guys in the depot had
been unable to remove the cuffs and Brad had the feeling that
getting out of her cuffs would be a major problem. Although, given
the hour, it was a problem that could wait until morning. It was
gone midnight by the time Brad arrived home. The blonde had also
taken his front door key, but he was too tired to wait around for a
locksmith and so decided to try and force the door. But as he
climbed the stairs to his 3rd floor flat he found the door ajar,
the lights on and music coming from inside.

He slowly opened the door and walked
inside to find the woman with the leather shorts sitting on his
breakfast bar holding a glass of wine, with her jacket off and a
few of the buttons of her blouse undone revealing a sexy black
bra.

"What the f*** are you doing here?"
Brad cried.

"I'm sorry about my behaviour on the
train, it was inexcusable." she purred with eyes that conveyed
complete confidence of the situation.

"What?"

"I've brought back your bag and have
opened a nice bottle of wine."

"What? You rob me, and then return
everything?"

She smiled her cute smile.

Brad grabbed her arm, pulled her over
to the wall and pinned her there with one hand on her shoulder. She
smelt nice and she really was cute. Crazy, but cute. She had a
presence that could not be explained by her stunning looks
alone.

"It took me an hour to get free from
the train."

"You should have asked me, I've got the
key," the woman smiled.

"I did, you just left me
there."

"You looked cute all chained
up."

"Cute?"

"Would you like me to unlock you
now?"

The woman pulled a key from her pocket
and let it drop on the floor. As Brad crouched down to retrieve it,
the woman reached for the spare end of the cuff and quickly locked
it around her own ankle.

"What are you doing, you crazy bitch,"
Brad said as he tried in vain to stand back up again. Brad knelt on
the floor in front of her and tried the key in the lock. "This
isn't the key!"

The woman giggled and pushed herself
against Brad's head. Her scent, a mix of perfume and leather, was
beautiful and Brad couldn't help but let his head rest for a few
seconds against her thighs.

When he regained composure, he picked
her up with one arm around her back and one arm under her legs and
carried her into the lounge.

"I don't know what you're trying to do
to me, but I want the key now."

Lying on the sofa, and with Brad
kneeling in front of her, the woman deftly unbuttoned her shorts
and slid them down to her ankles to reveal cute black silk panties
which barely covering her perfect figure. Brad had no choice but to
stop and stare. She then guided Brad's hand on to the front of her
panties.

"The key's tucked in here," she purred
as she rubbed herself against his hand.

Brad was completely aroused as he
slipped his fingers underneath the silk and retrieved the warm key.
He unlocked the cuff from his wrist and walked back into the
kitchen and drunk the wine that she'd poured for him in one gulp
and then refilled his glass. She was one hell of a sexy woman, but
she was also scarily unpredictable. She'd already caused him a lot
of grief and could no doubt cause him a lot more.

By the time he'd returned to the
lounge, the woman had unlocked the cuff from her ankle and locked
both cuffs tightly around her own wrists. She walked over to Brad
and slipped the key into the front pocket of his suit trousers,
leaving her hand inside for a little longer than
necessary.

"I've had you chained up for most of
the evening, it your turn now," she whispered as she threw her
cuffed hands around his body and walked backwards, pulling him
towards the bedroom.

The wine, the tiredness and the sexy
woman were all too much and Brad started to strip off his shirt and
trousers. Within minutes he was making out with the beautiful,
crazy, unknown woman. Shit, he didn't even know her
name.

When Brad woke the next morning, the
woman was lying by his side, once again dressed in her leather
shorts and top. A few seconds later he realised that the cuffs were
once again locked on his wrists and this time both hands were
cuffed together around his wrought iron headrest. He also realised
that his feet were cuffed to the foot of the bed. She kissed him on
the lips and smiled.

"Good morning, sweetheart."

"Good morning," he replied, "you really
like these little bondage games."

She sat up, reached for Brad's laptop
and then sat down heavily on Brad's chest. Brad cried out in
pain.

"Let's see, what's your internet
banking password?"

Brad couldn't believe it, the woman had
already gone from crazy bitch to cute blonde and was now back to
crazy bitch. He pulled at the cuffs, which confirmed to him that he
was completely screwed.

"I'm not telling you
anything."

"Oh yes you will, they always do," she
said as she lifted herself up slightly and dropped her butt heavily
back down on to his chest.

"You bitch!"

The woman laughed. "You knew that last
night and yet one look at my naked body made you
forget."

Her leather shorts had looked so cute
on the train yesterday, and now only inches from his face and
resting painfully on his chest they looked anything but.

"The longer I sit here, the more it
will hurt," the woman said with complete authority as she clicked
on the internet and started to browse. "And if breaking a few ribs
doesn't work then I'll sit on your face and use my butt to break
your nose as well, maybe a cheek bone as well if sit down a little
too hard.

"No way!" Brad muttered as he wriggled
desperately beneath her.

"Do you want to put money on that?" she
replied as she slid up his body and sat down squarely on his face.
The leather smelt nice, but any pleasure was short lived as she
positioned herself as she wanted, rested all her weight on him and
sealed off his air.

Brad struggled but the woman's thighs
tightened and held him in place. He was running out of air and
struggling more desperately. When she finally lifted up, Brad's
face was red and his chest was heaving. He looked up and saw real
delight in her eyes, she was one seriously f***ed up girl. Things
then became even worse as she pulled a heavy chastity cage from her
handbag.

The thought of her controlling his dick
was terrifying, but there was nothing he could do as she quickly
and expertly fitted it around his cock. Brad couldn't see what she
was doing, but could feel the steel closing in tightly around
him.

The woman slid back on to his chest.
"If you think the cuffs are secure, you wait until you see this
chastity cage," she smiled once again with her captivating
presence, "getting out of this isn't an option."

Brad looked for compassion in her
beautiful dark eyes, but saw none. He had no idea what she was
thinking or what she was after, but he knew that any begging or
reasoning on his part was pointless.

He heard the chastity padlock click
shut. "OK, I'll tell you," he moaned. She almost looked
disappointed as she quickly transferred the daily limit from his
account into hers. She then took some pictures of him locked in the
chastity cage, which he assumed were to make sure that he wasn't
foolish enough to take this up with the police.

"It really has been fun," the woman
said as she slipped her jacket on and picked up her bag.

"You can't leave me here." Brad said
desperately.

"Yes I can."

"Please.... sorry I don't even know
your name."

"No you don't," she smiled.

She sat down next to his head and
inspected the cuffs. "You really are fucked," she said as she took
the key from her pocket and ran it seductively between her
lips.

Knowing that he had to try something,
he moved his head and ran his lips over the inside of her
thigh.

"Umm, that's nice," she purred as she
stood up and removed her shorts. She knelt on the bed, with one
knee either side of his head, and seductively swung her hips from
side to side. She then slowly lowered herself on to his mouth and
pulled the crotch of her silk panties to one side.

She was back to being sexy and
seductive and giving her oral sex was really turning him on, even
though he felt sure that she would leave him chained up in his own
flat. She barely lifted up during the next hour and by the time she
did, both his tongue and his cock ached like hell.

He had to wait a further half an hour
while she showered. When she finally returned to his bedroom she
once again looked impeccable. He looked up into her dark eyes,
desperately hoping to see a smile, or at least some
compassion.

She sat down on the bed next to his
head and threaded the cuff keys on to a key ring, which she then
proceeded to run up and down the inside of her thighs. Should he
say something, if so what?

She finally spoke. "That was so nice
that I won't take these keys with me."

"Thank you," he blurted out.

"Instead I will leave them with the
girl in the flat opposite. Judging by look she gave me when I let
myself in last night, I think she might find that fun."

"Laura? No!"

The woman smiled her sexy smile. She
then took some paper and pen.

"What are you writing?" Brad
asked.

"You'll find out when Laura
arrives."

The woman then took a ball gag from her
bag.

"No way are you putting that in my
mouth." Brad said.

"You're cute, but a slow learner," she
smiled, "do you know how many things I could do to you right
now?"

It only took one look into her
beautiful eyes for Brad to open his mouth and let her mute him. She
then stood up, checked herself in the mirror and pulled a single
key from the pocket of her shorts. Brad knew that this was the key
to the chastity cage.

"Laura doesn't get this one," she
purred as she tucked it back in place, "I'll keep this until next
time."

 


 


***

 


 


Top Secret




Some jobs are just so
secret that bondage is unavoidable...

 


The job advertising had been honest
enough in some ways, it had stated that the work was boring, but
then James had his final university exams in just over a month and
what he really needed was both the money and the time to
study.

The top secret research center was very
remote, over three hours drive from the nearest town and the work
it was carrying out highly important. His job for the next two
weeks would be to constantly monitor the experiment and be ready to
take certain actions in the unlikely event that anything should go
wrong; he would need to be at his post for ten hours a day,
effectively doing nothing.

The car dropped James at the site and
he walked up to the heavy steel door and rang the intercom. A
smartly dress woman in her mid thirties opened the door. She was
attractive with long dark hair, green eyes and wore a thigh length
skirt and blouse.

“Welcome, you must be James” she smiled
with a soft Irish lilt.

“Hello” James replied.

“I’m Kate, and for the next two weeks
its just you and me” she smiled as she closed the door behind
him.

The woman showed James to his desk
which had a view down on to the experiment as well as a number of
monitors showing close ups of important parts of the plant. For the
next thirty minutes she explained all he would need to know for the
next two weeks.

“I think they told you about the high
level of security at the interview?” Kate checked.

“Yes” he replied vaguely remembering
what they had said.

“And the fact that the operator has to
be secured to the station while on duty to make sure its always
manned?” she asked slightly embarrassed.

“Fine” he replied.

The woman then took a heavy pair of
handcuffed, locked one end to a metal bar on the desk and the other
to James left wrist. These weren’t standard cuffs, but high
security ones that she had to lock with a complicated round
key.

“I’m sorry about that” Kate smiled as
she walked away.

James managed to wait until his lunch
break before calling Kate on the intercom.

“I need to take a break,” he asked
feeling somewhat foolish.

“I be down in a few minutes” came the
Irish lilt.

Kate walked in the room, put one foot
up on a stool and pulled up her skirt to reveal a pair of
suspenders with the key tucked inside.

“I have no pockets in this outfit” she
explained as she unlocked the handcuff attached to the metal
bar.

James walked off with the cuffs still
hanging from his wrists.

When he returned Kate was watching the
monitors.

“All’s quiet” she smiled as she
relocked the cuff to the metal bar and returned the key to its
home.

Brad’s study was going well, if the
truth was told, being handcuffed to his desk was one of the few
ways of getting him to work, no more wandering off the fridge every
fifteen minutes. Although there were some drawbacks, as he found
out when he accidentally knocked his pen off the desk and it slid
across the floor. Try as he might, there was no way he could reach
it. He briefly thought about picking the lock, but soon gave that
up as a pointless idea.

The day passed reasonably quickly and
at 6pm the machines were shut down for the night.

“Just one more job” Kate instructed as
she lifted a glass floor panel under which there were a few steps
that led down to a other machine in an under floor compartment. As
instructed, James climbed down and started to read the dials on the
machine.

“I’ll just close the hatch for health
and safety reasons,” Kate said as she lowered the glass panel
enclosing James and the machine inside. As she walked off James
smiled to himself as by looking up he could see right up her skirt.
And then every few minutes she walked back across the glass hatch
giving him another view, something that slowed his work down
considerably.

Finally he’d read the dials, climbed
the couple of steps and pushed on the underside of the glass hatch,
but realized that there was a catch that could only be opened from
the outside. He knocked on the hatch and Kate soon walked over. She
stood for a few seconds right above his head, before crouching down
and finally lifting the hatch. James didn’t know what to make of
her, she kept a totally professional face but she certainly seemed
to be teasing him, although he needed the money from this job and
so certainly wouldn’t take a risk by trying it on with
her.

That night, James followed Kate to the
accommodation quarters, which he was disappointed to find was
nothing more than a steel transport container with a bed and basic
furniture inside.

“Sorry, the accommodation section is
yet to be built” Kate explained.

“It is a little basic,” he
observed.

“Yes and unfortunately the same
security issues apply here as you don’t have full security
clearance” Kate apologized.

“You mean you have to lock me
in?”

“Yes” she replied.

“Are we going to eat first?” he
asked.

“Unfortunately I have to drive back
into town this evening, I’ll be back very late.”

“But what can I eat?” James
asked.

“I’ve left some food and drink for you
by your bed,” Kate explained.

It was obvious he was disappointed.
“We’ll eat together tomorrow night,” she offered as she pulled shut
the thick steel door and bolted it from the outside. James listened
to her keys jangle as she locked it with a padlock. Shit, this
place made Tuesday nights in his local town seem positively
exciting.

There were a few old books on a small
shelf and James looked through them in hope of finding something
more exciting than his study material. However instead he found a
pile of photos that appeared to be mainly of Kate and her
girlfriends. There were pictures of Kate on the beach in a bikini
(she had a very nice butt), Kate on her bike, Kate sitting astride
some guy. Some of the photos were bordering on the erotic, what was
this woman trying to do to him?

He pushed the door, but of course it
wouldn’t open. There were no windows, just thick steel all around.
He started to feel very helpless. He returned to the photos for
another look.

The next day was much the same and
James spent it studying, handcuffed to his desk. Kate then
announced that later that day there would be a highly classified
delivery and that he would need to drive into town and return that
evening.

“Oh Kate, that’s ridiculous” James
complained, “that’ll take a whole day out of my study. If this
delivery will only take half an hour I’ll just stay out of the
way.”

“Procedures, I’m afraid, no
unclassified people can be on site at the time.”

“Well lock me in my so called bedroom”
James suggested, “There’s not chance of me getting out of there and
taking a peep at whatever’s happening.”

Kate thought for a minute. “I guess you
can stay if you are in a secure place,” she concluded.

“Fine I’ll take a lie down” James
smiled.

“Your quarters are not classified as
secure” she smiled.

“They seem pretty secure to
me”

“Procedures” she smiled as if that
explained everything.

“OK where can I go?”

“It will have to be in the safe,” she
purred.

James was starting to have his doubts
about Kate’s motives, but really didn’t have much
choice.

“Just for half an hour” he
checked.

“About that” she smiled.

Kate unlocked the cuffs from around the
steel bar and led James over to the safe that was about five foot
high and three foot square. The spare end of the cuffs banged on
the side of the safe as James approached.

“Oh let’s get that out of the way,”
Kate said as she locked the spare end of the cuffs on to his free
wrist, so that he was now handcuffed.

“You could have just unlocked the other
hand,” James offered.

“I could have done” Kate replied with a
slight smiled in her eye.

Brad climbed into the safe and made
himself as comfortable as he could do on the two cushions that Kate
had given him. James noticed that she was breathing slightly
quicker than usual as she closed the safe door, engaged the bolt
and turned the key.

Inside was pitch dark. She had assured
him that there was ventilation but it certainly wasn’t obvious. He
sat in the dark thinking about his colleague come
captor.

Outside Kate ran back to her room and
lay down on her bed panting. She ran the tip of the safe key up and
down her legs and then tucked it into the crotch of her panties.
She started to stimulate herself, she knew she only had half an
hour.

When she had started the job, she had
been surprised by how much handcuffing someone to the desk had
turned her on. As the weeks went by she had dreamed up other games.
This was the first time she’d ever locked anyone in the safe and
the thought of James locked inside was really turning her on and
making her head spin. She found him very attractive, he was big,
strong and good looking and ‘she’ had him totally trapped. Nobody
in the world could get to him or let him out other than her. And
best of all, he didn’t seem to suspect her motives behind these so
called security procedures.

“Delivery all done” she smiled as she
finally pulled open the heavy safe door.

“How long was I in there?” he
asked.

“About an hour” she replied. Due to the
excitement she had also taken a shower before releasing
him.

He held up his cuffed wrists, “Can you
unlock these?” he asked reasonably.

She pulled up her skirt deliberately
slowly to reveal her suspenders but there was no handcuff key. She
slowly patted her butt, waist and breasts in an attempt to locate
the keys.

“It must have fallen out,” Kate
concluded.

“What?”

“At least the key to safe stayed in my
suspenders” Kate smiled.

They met at the small cafeteria an hour
later, Kate now wearing short denim shorts and flowery top. They
heated up some food and also drunk a bottle of red wine.

“Any idea where we should look for the
key?” James asked after they had cleared up and Kate had just
opened the second bottle.

“Oh yeah, I found the key,” Kate
replied in her Irish lilt.

“Why didn’t you unlock them then, I’ve
just had to eat dinner handcuffed.”

“Totally slipped my mind,” she
smiled.

“Well can you unlock me
now?”

“Sure,” she smiled pulling the keys out
of the back pocket of her shorts.

She reluctantly unlocked the cuffs
before handing him another glass of wine.

They talked for two more hours before
returning to James ‘bedroom’. Kate followed him inside and then
threw her arms around his neck and started to kiss him on the lips.
They kissed for a few moments before Kate pulled away.

“Goodnight then,” she
purred.

“What, umm, don’t you want to stay for
another drink?” he asked desperately thinking of some way to
prolong the evening. He was now very turned on, and in this light
and after a few drinks she looked even more fantastic.

“No, its late,” she smiled as she
pulled the heavy steel bar closed.

“No, wait, umm” was all she heard
before the door banged shut.

James listened as this amazingly
attractive woman bolted and the padlocked him inside the steel
box.

“Fuck he mouthed as he lay down on his
bed, this woman was really starting to mess with his
mind.

The next day was much as before, with
James studying while handcuffed to the desk, the experiment was as
quiet as before. He returned from one break to find Kate sitting on
the desk, with her feet on his chair. She moved over slightly as he
sat down.

“I might watch the next stage of the
experiment with you” Kate said as she took the free end of the
cuffs that were hanging from James’ wrist and this time locked it
on to her ankle.

“Why are you locking them there?” he
asked.

“Oh, it doesn’t really matter what I
secure you to” she smiled as she flicked through the records that
he’d been keeping.

“You’re sitting on my revision notes”
James remarked.

“Yes” the brunette smiled as she slid
across so that one foot rested on either side of his chair, with
her legs open slightly.

James’ pulse increased as he glanced up
her skirt at her thighs and white panties. Kate then took a second
pair of cuffs and locked his wrist to her other ankle. She then
slid off the desk and on to his lap so that she was straddling him.
James tried to lift his arms but couldn’t as they were attached to
her ankles.

She edged closer and wrapped her arms
around his neck and started to kiss him. He didn’t
resist.

“Take me to your room” she
purred.

He stood up and carried her back to the
container and they both fell down on the bed. They both kissed
until Kate straightened her legs, pulling his wrists further down
the bed until his face was resting on her thighs.

“Just where I want you,” she purred as
she positioned his head inside her skirt. She had no intention of
letting out of her skirt until she was satisfied.

They stayed that way for at least
thirty minutes. She then unlocked the cuffs from her ankles and
locked them to the metal bed frame. She sat astride his waist
smiling.

“Wow, you’re good,” she purred as she
stood up and straightened her skirt.

“Don’t leave me here” he replied as he
shook his manacles hands.

“Have the afternoon off,” she giggled
as she walked towards the door.

“No please, Kate,” he begged as she
closed the metal door. She then flicked a switch plunging the
container into darkness.

James spent the next three hours in
darkness, chained to the bed, completely turned on but unable to do
anything about it. Kate spent the afternoon dressed only in t-shirt
and panties lying on her bed playing with the keys.

“I’m sorry,” Kate said as she finally
unlocked the door and sat down on the bed, her jeans almost
touching the side of his head.

“You are one f***** up sadistic bitch”
he replied.

“Careful, I still have the keys” she
purred dangling them above him, before kissing him
again.

“I didn’t say that I didn’t like
sadistic bitches” he smiled.

“Good,” she purred as she unlocked his
cuffs.

They ate dinner, drank wine and then
returned to James’ room. Like many other couples they made love.
Unlike many other couples Kate then stood up, redressed herself and
padlocked her lover helplessly inside a steel cell before returning
to her own room.

James paced up and down for a few
minutes, flicked through the photographs for yet another time and
then lay down and fell asleep, thinking only about what the next
day would bring.
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