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The Bondage Experience

Sarah
and I had spent nearly a decade together and were involved in a
faithful, loving and devoted relationship that had proven to be
quite fruitful for both of us. We loved each other dearly and our
union was one of mutual respect and admiration – she was an
experienced spinal surgeon and I was a professional architect,
making us by far the smartest and most successful pairing of all
our friends. We never rubbed it in their face, though. Well, not
often anyway. I had always been rather surprised by just how
willing our circle of friends was to accept us, since we were the
only lesbian couple we knew. That said, we had known the girls
since high school and it wasn’t difficult to see why the men
accepted us as well. Even at the ripe old age of 36 and 38
respectively, she and I had retained every drop of our youthful
good looks and whenever we got dressed up in our finest clothes and
makeup, we could give any 21 year old a run for their money.
Sarah’s pixie cut auburn hair showed off her slender neck and drew
attention to her ample, but not overly large bust.

She was so pretty I sometimes had to pinch myself to make sure
she hadn’t manifested from my dreams. The mere sight of her
slightly pouting lips was enough to turn my spine to jelly and
every day when she came home – which was usually later than me due
to her shift pattern – we could easily spend half an hour simply
kissing in the doorway before she’d even had the chance to take off
her coat. She loved my curvy build and blonde hair and would often
spend over an hour playing with my perfectly round breasts and
sucking on my delicious pink nipples in bed. We never once allowed
our sex life to grow stale; constantly experimenting with various
kinks and fetishes. However, everything we had ever tried paled in
comparison to what lay ahead for us when Sarah picked up a copy
of The Mistress from the local bookstore. I hadn’t heard of it before,
choosing to read slightly classier fare instead, but all of her
friends at work seemed to be raving over its supposedly saucy
storyline. Since we were no longer teenagers we didn’t have sex
every night, usually choosing instead to lie in bed with our lamps
turned on, wrapped up in out pyjamas with a book in our hands
before going to sleep.

Sarah had been poring through the pages of her saucy novel for
a few nights and had already reached almost half way
through. She must have been reading it
during her lunch breaks as well, I chuckled
to myself, the dirty bitch!
I’ll admit that I was slightly curious as to what
it might contain, since she was so deathly quiet lying next to me
with the pages clutched in her hands. I almost wanted to stealthily
lean over and read a snippet to see what all the fuss was about,
but she had it held so close to her face that any spying was
impossible. I’d made it quite clear that I had no interest in
reading such trash and she’s avoided all conversation about it ever
since. Then, one evening as she reached roughly two thirds of the
way through the novel, she started to turn to me before burying her
nose back between the pages. Something was obviously on her mind
but I couldn’t tell what. After the third or fourth nervous glance,
she peered over at me as I tried to contain my amusement, biting
the inside of my lip to stop myself from giggling or even smiling.
I was sure that she had come across some depraved slang word that
she didn’t recognise and was about to ask me what it meant, but the
reality of her request was very different indeed.


“Sarah...” she said softly, clenching her bottom lip cutely
between her teeth.

“What’s
the matter?” I replied, glancing up from my juicy political
thriller with a smile breaking at the side of my lips.

“Um...”
she hummed, unsure how to ask the question that was burning inside
her. I chuckled and waved my hand in a circle, coaxing it out of
her mouth.

“Come
on, spit it out!” I said, getting a little impatient with her
stalling. We had shared so many secret fantasies with each other
and even acted out most of them, so the longer she held back the
more frustrated I became. My curiosity had turned into something
much stronger and I was practically foaming at the mouth to
discover what lurid detail she had found in the book. I was just
about to dismiss her and go back to my own book when she finally
blurted it out.

“Will you spank me?” she asked in a whimpering voice, almost
like I was her master. Suddenly it all made sense. It was
that kind of book and
instantly I knew that our sex lives were about to take something of
a drastic turn. When Sarah had a bee in her bonnet there was
nothing anyone could do to convince her to ignore it and let it
pass. She had to try everything no matter how much it could hurt
her.

“What?”
I chuckled, shaking my head in disbelief.

“Tell me
I’m naughty!” she continued, “Tell me I’m a bad girl!”

“Are you
serious?” I asked. Even though we had tried all sorts of kinky shit
in the past, one thing we’d always stayed away from was role play.
There was something weird about the theatricality of it that turned
us off, but then again I doubted it was so much the fantasy element
that interested her. The glint in her eyes suggested she wanted to
experience something truly new that would shake her to her core.
She simply nodded and when she saw that I wasn’t entirely
apprehensive about the prospects of it, she closed her book and set
it aside on the bedside cabinet next to the lamp. I shrugged and
followed suit, placing my own book to one side while she pushed the
duvet down from my waist to my knees to make room for her. All of a
sudden she had become filled with the jittery pre-Christmas
excitement of a little girl and couldn’t wait to launch herself
playfully over my lap. She lay on top of my thighs with her breasts
squashed against the bed on one side and her knees digging in on
the other. She wiggled her ass from side to side in front of me, so
I raised my hand and began to caress the firm, juicy cheeks for a
moment through the soft fabric of her pyjama bottoms.

“Come
on!” she begged, reaching back to show me what she wanted. She
gently slapped her cheek and smiled at me, urging me to
proceed.


“Patience!” I replied with a slightly stern tone. She loved
it, folding her arms under her chest and facing down over the edge
of the bed as she waited for me to continue. I squeezed her cheeks
for a little while longer, making her wait for her treat as she
anticipated the first strike. The mere sight and feel of her ass in
my hand was enough to get my juices flowing and as I raised my hand
up and prepared to spank her, I could feel my clitoris firming
slightly beneath her body. With a single hard swipe I landed the
full palm of my hand down over her ass, making her jolt slightly on
my lap. She let out a brief gasp and waited for another strike, so
I spanked her again. The material of her pyjamas danced momentarily
atop the smooth mountain of her ass as I pulled my hand away,
feeling the dull tingle slowly vanishing from my fingers. I stuck a
couple more times, each one harder than the last. Sadly, it wasn’t
living up to her expectations. She let out a dejected sigh and
leaned back to face me again, shrivelling up her nose to signal her
dissatisfaction. Never one to be beaten by a challenge, I gripped
the waist band of her pyjamas and pulled them down over her ass to
reveal the light pink hand prints that had formed around her
cheeks.

“It’s
okay, you don’t have to...” she said, almost ready to give in to
her disappointment. I could see that she wanted more, though, and
with my sternest and most commanding expression I stared back at
her and commanded her to remain bent over my lap.

“I’m not
finished!” I barked, instantly making her smile as she prepared for
another round. I pulled her pyjama bottoms down around her thighs,
allowing me free reign over her ass. With her cheeks fully exposed,
I squeezed them again, pressing my fingers against the delicate
patches of sore flesh. She winced and let out a brief moan as I
fondled them, trembling slightly as she prepared herself for
another flurry of ass slaps. I flicked the sore spots a few times
with the back of my nails, teasing her and dragging it out even
longer as she waited patiently before me. Then, when I could no
longer hold in the urge any longer, I raised my hand up high in the
air and planted it down once again over her ass. With the barrier
of her pyjamas gone, the strike instantly filled the room with the
sound of skin crashing together. Her ass cheeks jiggled chaotically
beneath my palm as she inhaled through clenched teeth, measuring
the intense stinging sensation as best she could. Still, despite
her initial shock as the power of my spank, I could tell just from
the shuddering, satisfied moan that she gave off moments later that
she liked it. With her pyjamas stripped down, the feeling of my
hand striking her ass was much more potent and as I spanked her
again she started to groan rather noisily on my lap.

“You
naughty little bitch!” I sneered as a huge grin stretched across my
lips. I could see that she was loving every second of it and the
knowledge that she liked it was turning me on even more. She
shivered with delight after every strike and even though her ass
was rapidly turning a vivid shade of red from the repeated
slapping, she didn’t once turn back to stop me. She was my little
slut and as I spanked her harder and faster, I found myself falling
effortlessly into my new dominant role. We had always treated each
other as equals, but in that room on that night, we become
something else entirely. I was her master she was taking every bit
of punishment that I could give her. I was shocked by just how
arousing the sight of her distressed, reddened flesh really was and
after a short while I started to wonder what else I could do to
her. She had become completely obedient to my will and remained in
place no matter how hard I spanked her. In fact, as I slid my hand
down between her warm, clammy thighs I could feel just how excited
she was. Her pussy was dripping wet and as I stroked my middle
finger between her moist labia and worked it around the opening of
her vagina, she responded to every slight movement with a long,
exaggerated moan. She was hornier than I’d ever seen her and I
wasn’t about to let the opportunity go to waste.

I pulled
her pyjamas all the way off and then rolled her sideways so I could
get up and strip the duvet off the bed. For what I had in mind I
would need all space I could get. She knelt on the bed, rubbing her
sore ass and watching with great interest as I fished around in the
top drawer of my bedside cabinet. I pulled out my sleeping mask,
which for all intents and purposes was a blindfold. As soon as she
saw it she giggled nervously and reached out to grab it from me,
but instead I slapped her hands away and held it back, once again
showing my dominance over her. She slipped back into her submissive
demeanour and waited on the bed as I climbed on behind her. I
couldn’t tell if her trembling body was due to her incessant
giggling or if she was really worried about what might happen, but
I knew that she trusted me implicitly. Still, the fact that we had
never tried anything so kinky was cause for concern. We had no idea
what our boundaries were and so the idea of us engaging in
something that could prove dangerous if it got out of hand was
amplifying her state of arousal, and mine too. I held the blindfold
up over her head and slipped it down over her eyes, snapping the
elastic tightly against the back of her hair.

With her
eyes concealed I was free to use her body however I chose. I
enclosed my arms around her chest and began to clutch her breasts
in my hands, groping at them through the soft fabric of her
buttoned up pyjama top. Even after more than a decade, the way her
perfect, juicy mounds of flesh squashed beneath the pressure of my
fingers still sent a chill up my spine and the scent of her perfume
wafting into my nose as I kissed and gently bit her neck was making
the excitement even more potent. Her nipples were so firm they
poked through the material easily and she quivered as I stroked my
thumbs over, circling around repeatedly as her breath wavered and
grew deeper. I moved my hands up to her neck and started to
unbutton her top, popping each one open to slowly reveal her
breasts. I watched in the mirror on the wall as I pulled the sides
apart to expose them fully, slipping the top down over her
shoulders and tossing it off the side of the bed. She was
completely naked and shaking with anticipation and it was only as I
stared at the reflection of her wonderful breasts that I decided
what to do next. As I fondled her tits, I positioned my fingers and
thumbs around her erect nipples and started to pinch them gently,
adding more and more pressure with each squeeze. She gasped and
moved her right hand down between her thighs to play with herself
as she enjoyed the twinges of sharp pain spreading through her
nipples, and without even thinking I grabbed her by the wrists and
held them up in the air in front of her.

“No!” I
growled into her ear, “These belong to me!”

With
that, I pinned them behind her back and held them in place,
pressing my own crotch up against her fingers so she could fiddle
with my pussy instead. She got to work immediately and began to
claw at my crotch, rubbing my pussy lips while her fore-fingers
scratched at the material over my clit. I felt fantastic and
spurred me on to pinch her nipples even harder. She loved it and
the more I flicked and squeezed her dark red teats the more
frantically she played with my pussy. I paused for a moment and
pushed her hands inside my pyjama bottoms, forcing the waist band
to remain open with the angle of her arms while she played with my
bare pussy instead. The expert pressure of her fingers rapidly sent
me into a state of sexual frenzy and merely toying with her breasts
was no longer enough to entertain me, or her for that matter. We
were both crying out for something a little more extreme but I was
scrambling to think of something we could try. I hadn’t read the
book, but as it turned out my own imagination was just as sordid as
the tantalising words she had been reading all week.

“Don’t
move a muscle!” I ordered, climbing off the bed and darting out of
the door to find a few household items. If she liked having her
nipples pinched, she was sure to love what I had in store for her.
I ran to the kitchen and grabbed the tub of clothes pegs from the
utility drawer, a ball of string, a candle, a lighter and a roll of
duct tape. Then, I returned to the bedroom to find her still
kneeling obediently in the same position, completely naked with the
blindfold around her eyes. She had even kept her arms behind her
back as I had commanded while I was away. Part of me simply wanted
to launch myself on her and make love like always did, and it took
a considerable amount of effort to quash those basic instincts and
follow through with my plan. I snuck up to the side of the bed and
simply watched her for a moment, gaining a strange, perverted
thrill from the fact that she hadn’t heard my footsteps. I felt
almost like an invisible person infiltrating a stranger’s bedroom
and that thought sent another gush of juices to my pussy. A damp
patch was forming between my legs, so I quietly slipped them down
to my ankles and unbuttoned my top, similarly discarding with it
while she knelt on the bed in front of me.

“Are you
there?” she whispered, listening carefully for any traces of my
presence. I remained deathly quiet and grinned as I observed her
nervous expression. It was such a turn on, but I knew I couldn’t
stay there all night. So, I reached forward and with a single hard
push I slammed her back down onto the bed. She crashed to the
mattress on her back with her arms at her sides, yelping briefly in
shock as I climbed on top of her and straddled her slender waist. I
grabbed her wrists and held them up against the pillows above her
head, allowing me to wind the string around them and tie them to
the bed posts. With her arms restrained, I turned to her feet and
proceeded to tie them to the bottom posts as well, drawing her body
out in every direction as if I was about to quarter her. She tried
to kick me away, but it was so limp that I could tell it was all
just part of the role play. She wanted to be forced against her
will, so I made sure to tie the string tightly around her wrists
and ankles to make sure she couldn’t move an inch. Then, I
straddled her body again and picked out a handful of wooden clothes
pegs from the tub, which I had placed by her side. I squeezed her
right breast in my hand and worked my fingers around her firm
nipples, making them hard enough to grip and stretch away from her
tit so I could snap one of the pegs on to it.

She
winced in agony and let out a piercing squeal as the peg clamped on
to her teat. Her breast jiggled back into its supple, round form
with the wooden peg sticking out from her chest, wiggling from side
to side as she tried to wriggle free of its grasp. She gasped
repeatedly, most likely having not been prepared for such an
onslaught of pain. Still, she didn’t beg me to take it off so I
continued, attaching a second peg to her other breast and flicking
the two of them with the back of my fingers. She shuddered as the
overwhelming stinging sensation flooded her body. She still didn’t
complain, but her screams were becoming persistent and rather
noisy. So, I grabbed the duct tape and ripped off a half-foot
length piece to slap down over her mouth. I planted it firmly onto
her lips and pressed it down to make sure the adhesive stuck
properly, silencing her screams so I could proceed uninterrupted. I
grabbed a few more pegs and started to clip them onto her skin
along the underside of her arms. I almost felt bad for hurting the
delicate, soft flesh, but her pathetic whimpering was having the
opposite effect, making my clitoris throb harder with every little
noise she made.

With a
long row of pegs gripping her arms tightly between their spring
loaded wooden teeth, I reached over to my bedside cabinet and
pulled open the drawer to retrieve one of our favourite sex toys.
It was a chunky pink double-ended dildo that flopped over the sides
of my hand as I pulled it over and held onto it. I moved down and
knelt between Sarah’s widely parted thighs and started to rub one
of the bulbous ends of the dildo over her clit, making her squirm
in place as her sore ass cheeks rubbed against the bed. No matter
what she did, she couldn’t escape the burning pain surging through
her body, nor the relentless itch of her clitoris as I rubbed my
thumb around the throbbing pink nub. She moaned endlessly as I
played with her clit, slowly parting her soaking wet labia as I
inched the shaft of the dildo between them into her pussy. I
plunged it as deep inside her as I could and then pulled it back
out, fucking her with it and giving her one final taste of pure
pleasure before I resumed her punishment. With half of the dildo
lodged deep in her pussy, I curved the shaft up into the air almost
at a right angle and positioned myself above it, crouching down as
I lowered my pussy around the other end.

As soon
as I felt it pushing against the walls of my vagina, I began to
grind my hips back and forth to plunge it all the way inside me. I
couldn’t believe we’d never tried that position before, having
always scissored each other or slapped our ass together facing
opposite directions with the dildo between us penetrating both of
our pussies. Every thrust of my hips elicited a harmonic groan from
our lips as I rode on top of her, although with the angle of the
dildo I’m sure the way it was pressing against her clitoris was
making it almost unbearably pleasurable. I knew how to balance that
out, though, grabbing the candle from the tub and lighting it as
quietly as the flint in the lighter would allow. She was far too
absorbed in her own realm of orgasmic pleasure to notice the sound
of the flame being lit and she writhed beneath me completely
oblivious to the pool of wax slowly melting above her exposed
stomach. I could feel the murmur of my heart growing stronger the
longer I waited, itching for the moment to arrive when I could
finally unleash my final torrent of pain onto her chest. It took a
few minutes for the wax to melt, by which time she was almost on
the verge of a powerful climax.


Trembling with anticipation, I tilted the candle and watched
as a huge load of wax spilled over the side and splashed down onto
her stomach. Her whole body jolted suddenly as the intense pain
swarmed her flesh, arching her back in the air and lifting me up
off the bed for a moment before crashing back down. She was like a
bucking bronco and as I unleashed a second round of molten wax onto
her chest, she tried to shake me free once again. Some of the pegs
on her arms snapped themselves free and the two sticking up from
her nipples flew off onto the bed by her side as she tried to shake
away the pain from the wax that had just hit her breasts. It was
useless, though. I continued to splash even more wax onto her
chest, almost completely covering her skin with it. As much as she
screamed, it was doing much more for her than causing her pain and
as I lashed more and more wax onto her body, she let out an
ear-splitting cry of orgasmic fury and began to thrash her hips
violently before me. Her climactic convulsions was way more potent
than anything I’d seen from her in the past and the thunderous
shaking of her hips caused the dildo to work its way around our
pussies with such vigour that I, too, fell into a mesmerising state
of sexual bliss.

I fell
forward, pressing the whole weight of my body against hers and
forcing her to experience another wave of pain as I ground my hips
against her. Our flesh had grown sticky with sweat and the set wax
began to peel away from her body between us as we shuddered and
moaned together on the bed. Just as she reached the peak of her
climax, I ripped away the duct tape from her lips and stuck my
tongue in her mouth for a long, passionate embrace as we came
together. It was a powerful night for both of us and set into
motion a whole slew of increasingly naughty sexual endeavours that
would put our first night to shame. As we lay there on the bed
clutching each other’s limp, exhausted bodies, neither of us had
any idea of how much simultaneous pleasure and pain we would
experience over the coming months and even years. Still, as first
time go, it was a sensational one!

THE
END






Thank
you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you enjoyed it.
Please will you do me a favor and review “The Bondage Experience”
so I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
appreciated, thank you.
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