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	The Hidden Bondage Room

	 

	It was a glorious July afternoon and the sun was scorching the earth around my home with nary a cloud in the sky. I would have given anything to don one of my skimpiest bikinis and lounge around in the back garden by the pool with a glass of wine in my hand, but I had far more pressing issues to tend to. You see, I was frantically tidying the house in preparation for the arrival of Adriana, an estate agent who was popping round to perform a valuation. I had inherited the house from my grandmother and it was far too big for my purposes. I had decided to move to an apartment in the city, which would be much closer to work than my current residence far out amongst the grassy lawns and oak-strewn streets of the suburbs. Thankfully, she was a little late for the appointment, which gave me enough time to clear away all the clutter and make the house at presentable as possible. I even had time to change out of my sweat pants into a pair dark skinny jeans and a smart gold-tinted hi-lo top. With my blonde locks flowing down over my shoulders and the sparkle of my pristine white smile, I was sure to make a good impression. I had only spoken to Adriana on the phone so I had no idea what she looked like, and shortly after getting changed I sat by the bedroom window, staring out onto the road outside to watch as she arrived.

	A short while later, a luxury white sedan pulled up to the curb and out stepped a woman whose body could only be described as sensational. In fact, I even let out a brief gasp as I stared down through the net curtains at her impressive bust and hourglass figure. As she walked around onto the pavement and made her way up towards the front door, I could barely take my eyes of the wonderful jiggling cleavage spilling out over the front of her top and her sensuous black hair was as dark as a raven’s wing. Even a straight woman would have felt a little tingle down below as they looked at her and suddenly I became quite anxious about meeting her. I had a tendency to spout utter rubbish when I was nervous and I could feel my body beginning to tremble at the prospects of making a fool of myself. Still, the doorbell rang out through the house and I had no choice but to make my way downstairs and let her in. I opened the door to see her standing with a clipboard under one arm, pressing gently against the side of her left breast as she held out her hand to greet me.

	“Hi, I’m Adriana...” she said, “We spoke on the phone?”

	“Yes, please come in!” I said, briefly shaking her hand and then waving her into the living room. The touch of her fingers slipping away from my grasp sent a shiver down my spine and the light scent of her perfume lingering on the air behind her made me shudder as a wave of goose pimples spread across my back. It was almost impossible to draw my eyes away from her ass as I watched it wiggled cheekily behind her. She oozed sex appeal and even her slightly husky voice sounded incredibly naughty.

	“What a lovely home!” she said, scanning every corner of the living room before proceeding into the kitchen.

	“Can I offer you a drink?” I asked, opening the fridge while she carefully walked around and made some notes on her clipboard. 

	“Coffee?” she asked, staring at the empty machine on the worktop. I set about filling it with ground beans and water while she wandered out into the garden. The smell of roasted coffee wafted into the air and filled the kitchen, hitting her as soon as she returned from looking at the pool.

	“Mmm!” she hummed with a wide-eyed smile, almost like the smell had triggered her arousal. Such a noise wouldn’t seem out of place in the bedroom in the dead of night. She continued, “Shall we look at the upstairs while it’s boiling?”

	“Sure!” I said, leading her towards the stairs. I wished that I could walk behind her as she ascended the stairs, as another look at that incredible ass would have been very much appreciated. However, as she trailed behind me I turned back to make some small talk, only to realise that she was staring at my own slender curves. Cheeky cow, I thought; only lightly aware of my own hypocrisy. She averted her eyes immediately and smiled at me, as if she wasn’t remotely embarrassed by what she had done. I suddenly came over with a flush of warmth that consumed my flesh, no doubt turning my cheeks bright red as I led her towards the back bedroom. I kept my face turned away long enough to fan some cool air over my skin, finally waving her inside to peruse the room. She took a long look and made a quick note before moving on to the bathroom and then the second guest bedroom. Like I say, such a huge house for someone living alone was just needless and the size and stillness of the house often creeped me out a little at night. We moved on to the last room – my bedroom at the front of the house. As soon as she walked inside, she noticed something was amiss.

	“That’s strange...” she said, stepping back outside to peer over the banister as if she was trying to recall the shape and size of the living room below.

	“Uh, what is?” I asked, cringing with far greater embarrassment as I realised she was about to reveal my secret. She stepped back into the bedroom and walked over to the right-hand wall, where she stood for a extended moment, scanning the large draped I had hung across it. She moved a little closer, instantly setting me on the defence.

	“What’s the matter?” I asked, darting in front of her before she could proceed any further. She could tell instantly that I was hiding something and grinned at me, noticing also the proximity of her cleavage to my chest as I stood before her. I ever-so-briefly looked down at her breasts, sending a light tingle to my pussy and another shiver around my body before forcing myself to look away.

	“What’s the secret?” she asked, grinning gleefully as I firmed my stance, “What are you hiding in there?”

	“I don’t know what you mean.” I replied, gulping nervously as she tried to step around me.

	“There should be another room here...” she said, pointing at the drapes behind me.

	“Nope.” I said bluntly, but she wasn’t having any of it. She stepped quickly to my right side, but then as I moved to block her she darted to my left instead, fooling me and easily circumventing my blockade. I grabbed her by the hips, but it was too late and she reached out to grab at the drapes, pulling them away from the wall as I pushed her back. They fell away, revealing the door that was hiding behind.

	“Nothing?” she chucked, pushed me back onto the bed with surprising force as she made her way over to the door. She turned the handle only to find that it was locked, preventing her from entering. I had hoped that I could get away with masking over my dark room, but she had found it within seconds of entering. No amount of drapes would have fooled her keen eye and as I rose to my feet again I knew that if I wanted the valuation to be completed, she would need to see inside.

	“I’m afraid I need to see every room.” she insisted, joggling the handle again, urging me to open it, “Come on, what is it? Dead husband or something?”

	If only, I thought to myself, giving off a sober laugh. Then, I pulled the necklace around my neck up over my head, pulling out a long silver skeleton key from between my breasts. I held it in my hand with the chain dangling from the side of my fist, debating with myself whether or not to show her inside. I could just get another estate agent, I thought. None would have been as hot as Adriana, though, and as mortified as I was about the idea of showing her inside, part of me wanted to expose that side of my character; a side that very few people were aware existed. I stepped closer, catching another waft of her perfume as I lowered the key and slid it into the slot below the handle, twisting it to release the lock with a soft clunk. Then, I turned the handle and slowly allowed the door to drift open, revealing a small converted closet with a mess of harnesses hanging from the ceiling and an array of shelves and hooks on the walls holding a variety of sadistic looking implements. Her eyes balked as soon as she saw its contents, but I could tell from her ever expanding smile that she was more intrigued than shocked by my silent revelation.

	“Ah, I see!” she giggled, tossing her clipboard on the bed before proceeding inside, “Aren’t you the kinky one!”

	She began to peruse the shelves, running her fingers across a couple of whips and crops that were hanging from the hooks on the wall before gripping the shaft of a a strap-on dildo that lay ready for use on one of the shelves. Watching her touching all of my kinky sex toys was quickly enraging my sexuality and I could feel the juices gushing to my pussy with every item she inspected. 

	“You don’t need to put this on your valuation form, right?” I asked, but her reply surprised me.

	“That depends...” she said, staring back over at me with a sultry, almost cruel smile.

	“On what?” I asked, sensing exactly what was coming and yet enjoying the electrifying mystery of waiting for her to say it.

	“How much you can please me.” she said, lifting a rider’s crop off its hook. I stared back at her, trembling even more as she snapped the end of the crop against the curled up palm of her hand. She looked down at the floor, as if she was psychically commanding me to bow before her. It was so strange as I’d always much preferred the dominant role in my relationships, but as she silently sneered at me, I couldn’t help but feel sexually intimidated by her stern presence. I kicked the door gently shut behind me and knelt down on the cold wooden floorboards. She pointed the tip of the crop at the floor in front of her, commanding me to crawl over and bow to her will. I did as she wanted, slowly creeping over to her with my head skulking low like a dog that had been caught doing something naughty. As I reached her feet, she slipped her right foot out of her sandal and raised it up to my mouth, pressing it to my lips for force me to open up. My jaws wilted open and I took her big toe in my mouth, slithering my tongue around it as she let out a light, satisfied moan. I wrapped my lips around it, pushing her other toes to the side as my mouth surrounded and sucked on it like a teat. She took it out and gently tapped the side of my cheek with her foot before placing it back down on the floor.

	I peered up along her thighs, admiring the triangle of her trousers tucking between her legs before continuing up to her mountainous bust and then her domineering smile as she looked down at me. She moved her hand around the back of my head and pulled me closer, forcing my face towards her crotch. I tried to resist, but it was only for show. In reality, the idea of smelling the sweet scent of her pussy was unbelievably arousing and as I inched closer I could smell the fabric softener she used wafting up on the heat from her body. My clitoris began to firm up and my panties grew damp as they absorbed the moisture accumulating between my pussy lips. With one final push, she foisted her pussy onto my face and as I pretended to wriggle in protest before her, I could tell that the movement of my mouth over her crotch was pleasing her. I sniffed and kissed at her cunt through the fabric, basking in the warmth and the enjoying the smell of her pussy for as long as I could. However, she soon gripped hold of my blonde hair and tugged my head back, forcing me to stare up at her as she spat directly onto my cheek.

	“You like being abused?” she barked, raising her other hand to slap me across the face. The spit smeared over my cheek as she struck me, holding my head firmly in place so I couldn’t even recoil as her hand print formed on my skin. I gasped in horror, and even though it stung like nothing I’d ever felt, I loved it. I had never realised just how good submitting to another person could feel. I nodded as a small tear welled up in my eye and spilled down over my cheek, but she could tell from my nervous smile that I wanted more. Her eyes wandered up to the straps dangling from the centre of the ceiling and she smiled with a long hum of approval, nodding to herself as she silently concocted a plan.

	“Remove this.” she said, tapping the end of the crop into the gap between my breasts, ordering me to remove my top. I gripped the sides and pulled it off over my head, making a mess of my hair as my locks brushed against the material. I knelt before her wearing only my bra, supporting the juicy mounds of my breasts. They were beautifully round and perfectly firm, although they paled in comparison with her enormous rack. She tapped the strap and I slowly reached behind me to release the clasp, obeying her every will as I pulled the cups away from my breasts and exposed them to her. She took the bra and pressed the inside of one of the cups to her mouth, smelling the scent of my perfume and feeling the warmth of my body through the padding. Then, after tossing it aside she began to graze the crop over my erect, pokey nipples, striking them gently at first but quickly gaining in strength until finally she unleashed a barrage of intense blows all over my chest and back. She stepped around me, grabbing my arms and holding them in the air with one hand while she whipped my body numb with the crop in the other. The pain spread throughout my body like I was being swarmed with bee stings and no amount of wriggling and screaming could stop her, and that just turned me on even more. Giving up every bit of control was such a powerful and terrifying feeling, and yet the more she used my body she harder my clit throbbed inside my knickers.

	“Now the rest!” she bellowed, moving the point of impact down to my ass. She cracked the whip over the back of my jeans, but the denim provided too much of a barrier. So, instead she watched as I unbuttoned them and peeled them down over my thighs, discarding them to one side before pulling my skimpy black thong down as well. Naked on the floor and bent over like a human footstool, she walked around as if inspecting something at the market, deciding whether or not to buy me. She raised crop into the air and lashed it down over my bare ass, causing me to jolt forward as the pain splintered throughout the delicate flesh, turning red as she struck me again and again. I could feel the juices dripping down the inside of my thigh as she beat me, even spitting onto the floorboards beneath me as she struck one final time between my legs. I yelped out in agony, feeling the intense agony of it as if she’d injected a round of pure pain directly into my clit. I loved it, though, and as she began to stare up at the harnesses I could feel the unbearable tension boiling inside me. I wanted her to use them on me, as well as every other toy in my arsenal that I’d used to devastating effect on so many other girls in the past. 

	She grabbed a blindfold from one of the hooks on the wall and slipped it down over my eyes, blocking my view of whatever she was doing. Then, moments later I felt the cold hard plastic of a ball gag pressing against my lips. I opened wide so she could jam it between my jaws, strapping it tightly around the back of my head to prevent any further screaming. I didn’t know how I would be able to handle whatever she had in store for me if my agonising shrieks were muffled, but once again I found that the idea of bowing to her will was just as arousing as having someone else bow to mine. Even though it was a roasting hot day in the middle of summer, I sat on the floor in that shaded room, shivering as a cold, nervous sweat formed all over my skin. I moved my hand down between my thighs and started to touch myself, circling the tips of my fingers around my clit while my palm stroked the bristles of pubic hair just above. I moved my fingers further down to stroke my tingling labia, splitting them apart with the intention of playing with my pussy hole, but she had something else in mind for me. 

	She grabbed my arms again and pulled them behind my back, binding them with the rope from a cabinet she had found on the wall. I waited patiently as she jerked my body around on the floor, feeling the thump of my heartbeat growing stronger and faster by the second. With my hands firmly tied behind me, she pushed me over onto my side and rolled me onto my back with my arms pinned beneath my body. Then, she pulled my ankles up into the air and enclosed two of the dangling shackles around them. As soon as I realised what she was doing, I began to wriggle and scream to free myself, genuinely afraid of being lifted into the air. I was dreading it deep down and as she began to wind the handle to retract the harness up into the air, the feeling of helplessness made me shudder like I was about to cum. It was such a foreign feeling to me, but I couldn’t deny that as my head finally left the floor and my hair trailed behind underneath me, I was more turned on than ever. 

	She hoisted my whole body into the air in the centre of the room, suspended from the extra-strong harnesses above and secured only by the padded shackles around my ankles. With my arms bound behind me and the gag in my mouth, I was utterly defenceless and any chance for me to escape had long since passed. I couldn’t even see what she was doing thanks to the blindfold obscuring my view, but I could definitely hear her soft bare footsteps treading around the floorboards. She stopped just to my right and I began to wonder which of my toys had caught her eye. My skin was still reeling from the incessant whipping I’d received, but that was nothing compared to the searing agony that shot through my body as she pressed the tip of my electrocution wand to my stomach. I shook violently in the air, wriggling in every direction and banging my legs wildly against some of the other straps up near the ceiling. I had to fight the urge to swing too abruptly, as I was certain that I might plummet and break my neck. Deep down I was fully aware of how strong the restraints were, though. I knew that no matter how much she tortured me and how violently I reacted, I was stuck there for as long as she pleased. 

	She zapped me again, ceasing up every muscle in my body as the juices from my pussy began to trickle down through my bristles of pubic hair and then over my stomach. She giggled as she caught sight of my aroused state, cruelly tapping my pussy lips with the wand for a moment to taunt me. Then, she pressed the tip of it onto my clitoris, drilling it with a charge of strong electrical current that made me bite down hard on the gag as a piercing scream belted out around the red plastic ball. I could hardly assemble a single thought in my mind as I dangled there, twitching endlessly as she shuffled around, giggling to herself. I had no idea what she was doing, but it took a minute or two before she touched me again. This time, however, it was a much more tender and loving embrace. She stood directly in front of me and placed her head between my legs, leaning in close to lash her tongue over my aching clitoris. Every single one of her taste buds felt like a needle digging into the little pink bean and as she worked her fingers around the opening of my pussy I braced myself with what little strength I could muster. She slid her two middle fingers inside me and began to stroke them over my g-spot, eliciting a series of satisfied moans from my lips. It felt so good and in complete contrast to the suffering I had just experienced. I could feel her breasts pressing against my stomach and could tell that she had taken her clothes off ready for some really naughty fun.

	Moments later, she leaned down to remove the ball gag from my mouth, and then stood before me with her pussy just an inch from my lips. I could smell the faint scent of stale urine and sweat from her pubic hair wafting up my nose, turning me on so much that even the slightest touch to my clit would have sent me over the edge. She clasped tight hold of my ass cheeks and held me close, landing her tongue back in between my labia as she began to eat my pussy in a strange vertical sixty-nine position. I leaned in and lashed my tongue over whatever I could find, but I’d eaten enough pussy to know that I had easily found her clitoris. I latched my lips around it and began to suck on it as vigorously as I could manage in my flustered, upturned state. The blood had rushed to my head, leaving the rest of my body covered in pins and needles and subject to shuddering reactions every time she touched me. It was especially tough as she insisted on spanking my ass and thighs every few second while we ate each other out, filling the room with the sound of flesh slapping together and tongues hungrily slurping at the juices seeping from our pussies. I was amazed that I managed to stay conscious for so long, but then as she started to rub one of my chunky black plastic butt plugs against the rim of my ass hole, I certainly became a lot more alert.

	She had thankfully already applied a little lube to the shaft, allowing it squeeze easily through the insanely narrow gap of my puckering anus. I gasped as it slid inside me, pushing out the walls of my rectum and expanding my ass hole to a perfect circle before popping shut around it. She didn’t leave it lodged in my ass, though. To finish me off, she began to pull gently on the plug, forcing my ass hole to remain wide open as it passed in and out of my colon. I kept my mouth pinned to her clit, licking as hard and as fast as I could to please her while she gave in to temptation and snacked on my pussy as well. The momentum of the plug plunging in and out of my ass rapidly caused me to spiral out of control and as I dangled there in front of her, held in place only by her free hand, my whole body began to convulse with violent orgasmic spasms. I groaned at the top of my voice but kept my mouth clamped down tight around her clit, licking her as she, too, started to show signs of climactic arousal. I only wished that I could reach out and grab her ass, and maybe slide a few fingers inside her as we both came, but she was the one in control of the penetration. She didn’t stop for a second, even as she fell into a series of blistering orgasmic contractions of her own. 

	Together we shuddered and cried out, no doubt alerting my neighbours to our filthy deeds. Neither of us cared, though, and despite my numbed senses I could feel every surge of pleasure rushing through my veins as I twitched my way to the final furlong of rampant arousal. She fell backwards and rested against the nearby wall behind her, breathing heavily as she tried to regain control of her senses. I knew what I was doing and my expertly skilled tongue had claimed another victim. There was no way she could say I hadn’t pleased her, but part of me hoped that she wouldn’t be entirely pleased. I wanted more pain and punishment, but I wasn’t entirely sure if my body could take it. She lowered me down to lie on the floor and then rested next to me, curling her arm over my stomach to cradle my sore flesh. 

	“So, any chance of that coffee?” she asked.

	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 Hidden Bondage Room” so I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much appreciated, thank you.
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	Kelly Sanders is an angelic office worker by day and a devilish writer of erotica by night. She wrote short stories purely for her own pleasure for years before deciding to share them with the other horny people in the world.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


cover.jpeg
LESBIAN BDSM EROTICA

)

THE HIDDEN
BONMAGE ROOM

e a8

—&—KELLY SANDERS —#«





