
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
The
Instructress

 


By Andrea
Jordan

 


Copyright 2022
Andrea Jordan

 


Smashwords
Edition

 


Thank you for
downloading this free ebook. Although this is a free book, it
remains the copyrighted property of the author, and may not be
reproduced, copied and distributed for commercial or non-commercial
purposes. If you enjoyed this book, please encourage your friends
to download their own copy at Smashwords.com, where they can also
discover other works by this author. Thank you for your
support.

 


Index





	
Sam Joins Donna’s Martial Arts Class



	
Donna gets
Addicted to Sam’s Intimate Touch



	
Donna puts
Sam in a Wrestling Hold for the Night



	
Control the Head,
Control the Body



	
Sam wants to
get Inside Donna’s Blue Jeans



	
Bondage
Wrestling with Donna





 


*

 


Sam Joins Donna’s Martial Arts Class




“Hi,” Sam called as he strode confidently into the hall, “Is
the teacher here yet?”

Donna looked
up irritably and tightened the black belt that wrapped around her
white martial arts kimono. She flicked her long blonde hair over
her shoulder and slipped on a hair elastic, “She is,” she
snapped.

Donna was
almost six-foot-tall and almost seventy-five kilograms. Now in her
mid-twenties, she loved anything that used her natural strength and
agility; immersing herself in everything from yoga to martial
arts.

Her glare
softened slightly as the guy smiled and lined up in front of her.
Tall, slim and attractive, he had the look of a model with a gym
toned body, and the relaxed confidence that she had never had.

“Okay, let’s go,” he smiled.

She felt a
pickle run up her spine. She was the instructor; this was her
class.

The
overconfident man followed her warmup routine, but when his first
press up didn’t touch the mat, Donna placed a bare foot on his
shoulder and pressed down.

“Hey, that’s not fair,” Sam grinned from the mat.

“Well, neither is this…” her words drifted away as she sat on
his back and pulled his arms up behind his back and trapped them
between her thighs.

“Okay,” Sam panted, the weight of the woman heavy on his back
and his arms completely jammed.

“Okay? The only way out of a lotus lock is to part my legs with
your twisted arms. Think you can do that?”

“Sure.”

Donna rolled
her big blue eyes, enjoying the satisfying moans from below as she
easily squeezed her legs together with Sam’s arms still wedged
between.

As a kid she
had always had a temper and standing out as being taller and
stronger had made it worse. Cute boys at school, and now cute men
like Sam, had always found her too intense and intimidating. Opps.
She had known Sam for less than ten minutes and already he was
moaning in pain beneath her. She composed herself, gently released
her hold and placed his arms back on the mat.
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The following
week Sam arrived to find Donna stretching on the mats wearing only
short red gym shorts and a white tee-shirt. She looked around in
surprise, “Oh, I didn’t think you were coming,” she said springing
back to her feet and into an instinctive fighting pose “I’m not
dressed…”

“It looks cool.”

“Yes, its but not appropriate for some hold,” she tugged
self-consciously at the shorts that barely covered her bottom.
Despite her athletic physique, she had long since convinced herself
that men did not find her attractive.

“Presumptuous of you. This week I may win.

Donna smiled,
annoyed with herself for liking this guy.

As before, the
warmup left Sam exhausted and he was breathing hard as they started
to spar. Despite the newly leant evasion techniques, Donna quickly
caught his wrist and twisted until she had Sam on his knees. She
stepped over his shoulder so that his arm was caught between her
legs and his head was bowed down level with her calf.

“You must watch for the wrist,” Donna coached, “otherwise
you’ll be a whole world of pain.”

She caught
herself smiling again at the prostrate man moaning beneath her.
This was fun. She knew the next move was cruel and would completely
incapacitate him, but she couldn’t help herself as she slowly
dropped to one knee.

With Sam’s
shoulder at the end of its range of movement and with Donna’s
weight on his shoulder he was helpless to stop her taking him to
the mat. She controlled him carefully until he was now lying with
his arm held awkwardly above him and his head resting in the fold
between her thigh and her calf.

His panting
breath against her leg was making her tingle. It had been too long
since she had been this close to a man, and his moans of pain
seemed strangely erotic.

“So, let’s talk through the evasion techniques again,” Donna
breathed calmly, in no hurry to return his freedom.

“While I’m like this?” Sam panted.

“Yes,” Donna breathed, “or next time, your opponent might do
this.” Controlling her breath, she slowly sat back on her haunches,
her butt crushing down on to Sam’s head.

Her shorts
were sitting on the side of his head and while Donna’s hold didn’t
hurt, it was totally immobilising and humiliating. With the
intransigent woman refusing to release him, Sam had no choice but
to try to remember what she had taught him, his words muffled by
the back of her leg.

“And what else?” she asked, looking down to check that her
victim had not succumbed to the crushing force of her thigh. Sam
continued.

“Good,” she smiled, impressed that Sam had listened to her,
“and now you also know why it’s so important,” she allowed herself
to smile again, “cos it’s not easy to get out once I slip you into
this.”

“It’s impossible,” Sam moaned, breathing hard under her
unyielding pressure.

“Mmm… and if I wasn’t a nice girl, I could snap your arm or
crush you… or even fart in your face.”

Sam didn’t
dare move. The woman’s hold gave him only one position that wasn’t
excruciatingly painful and that position was bowing prostrate on
the floor beneath her.

“Give up?” Donna breathed.

“No…”

Donna was
tingling with arousal, her captive man trapped down between her
legs. She sat back on his head with more weight until her red
shorts moulded around his head, his gorgeous features now contorted
down in the nether regions of her lusting body. She studied their
joined reflection in the mirror and from her angle, it looked as
though her body had devoured his head. She felt like a goddess who
had conquered her nemesis and she freed her blonde hair from its
elastic to complete the look.

Neither spoke
as Donna held Sam beneath her, a certain sexual tension in the
silent hall. Donna sighed, the temptation to thrust down thymically
on to his head was becoming uncontrollably, and so she reluctantly
released her student’s arm and stood up leaving the cute but
crumpled man to climb to his knees.

“Again?” Sam panted, still on all fours.

Donna found
herself grinning back, “Really? Next time I might keep you…”

Intrigued by
what she meant by this, Sam climbed to his feet, ready to start
again.

He started
well but less than a minute later found himself on his back and
seconds after that, Donna’s legs appeared behind him. She forced
his neck into the V of her crotch and slipped on a figure 4
headlock. Her thighs closed around his neck, her left leg tucked
tightly under her right thigh and pulled into her side to lock her
lower body in place.

“You don’t want to get caught between my thunder thighs,” Donna
puffed, reliving a painful insult that others had used on
her.

“Your thighs…” Sam tried to reply but was cut off in mid-gasp
as Donna, too shy to hear his response, gave him a sudden squeeze.
That always worked and Sam stopped wriggling and lay obediently on
the mat looking up at her from between her thighs.

“You show me the holds, but never how to escape from them,” Sam
croaked.

“A properly locked figure 4 is impossible to escape from,”
Donna’s voice was becoming increasingly breathy, “Once your
opponent slips you in, you’re hers until she decides to
release.”

“At least it doesn’t hurt.”

“Oh, it could,” she replied, fighting to hold back blonde hair,
“Your head is joined to my hips. If I thrust, you would be in
agony.”

Sam
instinctively reached for her legs but stopped unsure whether he
could touch her.

Donna could
see his predicament, “Yes, I really shouldn’t have worn these
shorts!”

“You have amazing legs,” he croaked under their
pressure.

“Thank you,” Donna muttered shyly, easing the pressure around
her student’s neck. She really was starting to like this guy. The
touch of his skin against her bare legs felt nice, and unlike most
people she fought, he wasn’t desperately trying to escape her
body.

“Even nicer now,” Sam smiled.

Donna was
embarrassed by the unexpected compliments and, despite his chat up
lines being completely inappropriate, she didn’t want to let
go.

“It’s okay, you can try to get out.”

Sam wrapped
his hands around Donna’s thighs and pulled, but the woman’s body
tightened further, her legs starting to close in on his breathing.
Donna moaned quietly as her student’s hands now caressed her
thighs, sliding higher until his fingers slipped inside her shorts.
“Oh yes,” she mouthed as she watched the bulge from his
erection.

“Keep going… I’m not going to let you out.”

Sam’s gorgeous
hands were gently tickling her and pushing further inside her
shorts. She swallowed nervously. Such intimate and uninvited touch
from a stranger would normally have resulted in her breaking his
arm or even his neck, a single flick of her hips and he would be
dead, but Sam was different. His touch was in danger of
overwhelming her body and her cheeks were reddening.

“Let me show you an arm bar,” she trembled.

Donna lay on
her back and nestled her shorts up against the side of Sam’s head.
She placed one leg over his neck and the other over his chest and
pulled down on the arm that ran up between her thighs.

Her student
was again completely immobilised, pinned beneath her legs with his
shoulder at the very limit of its movement. Sam was breathing
heavily, but instead of tapping out, he turned and kissed the back
of her thigh. Excitement throbbed through her body and she gripped
more tightly around his wrist.

“I’m sorry,” he cried out in pain, tapping the mat with his
free hand.

Goose bumps
were forming on Donna’s legs. His kiss felt so intimate and loving
that she desperately wanted him to kiss her again.

Sam tapped
again.

“You’ve lost that privilege,” Donna panted.

His body
fought hopelessly against hers, “Then how do I get out?”

“Kiss me again,” Donna stuttered, her face reddened.

Sam’s lips
touched her again, this time at the hem line of her short shorts
and then on the red fabric between her legs, “Fuck…” she mouthed,
her body unable to take the stimulation.

Donna swung
her legs over and released his arm, “Please don’t tell anyone about
this,” she begged, desperately self-conscious of her behaviour and
her tiny shorts.

“I won’t… if you have dinner with me tonight.”

“Dinner?” Donna exclaimed, edging closer on her
knees.

“You can wear those shorts if you like.”

“Maybe not,” Donna giggled.

Now focusing
intently on each other’s eyes, Donna edged closer on her knees and
caught Sam’s arm.

“Fuck,” he smiled.

“Fuck?”

Donna slowly
turned his wrist to force him on to his front. She spun around
above him and sat back on her haunches with her shorts nestled into
the back of his neck. Facing down his prone body, her hips and
thigh seemed all engulfing as she pulled her feet in around his
face.

“How do I get out of this one?” Sam mumbled incoherently; his
mouth deformed by Donna’s weight.

“With seventy-five kilograms of way too short shorts on your
head? You don’t!” Donna giggled, “And the loser has to kiss my
feet.”

“I could kiss so much more…”

Donna sunk
further on to his head and rubbed her bare soles against her
student’s red face. Her body tingled as the gorgeous man kissed her
feet. She shook from the power rush as Sam obeyed her, his lips
tickling her feet. His strong hands were blindly exploring her hips
and trying to reach further.

“Still want to take me for dinner?” Donna breathed, bouncing
her shorts gently on her prey.
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They met at
the bar, then moved to the restaurant and then booked a room at the
nearby hotel. Sam opened the door and led Donna inside; her blue
sequin dress matching her high blue heels, that made her as tall as
her date. She rarely wore something so revealing as it exposed too
much of her body, but tonight she wanted to be herself. Her blonde
hair hung down over her shoulders with a curl, above her partly
exposed breasts.

Sam followed
her in, his tan chinos and white shirt showing his own slim, gym
toned physique which he knew was no match for Donna’s body.

“How could such a beautiful body cause so much pain?” Sam
asked.

“Mmm… do you dare spend the night with me?” Donna was becoming
gigglier with champagne.

“I can look after myself.”

“Really?” she replied with a grin and raised
eyebrows.

She was still
giggling as she took his wrist, twisted it, and dropped Sam to his
knees, “Still sure?”

The giggling
assassin then stepped over his shoulder and increased the pressure
on his arm.

“So, if you weren’t a nice girl, what would you do
now?”

“I am a nice girl!”

“Really?”

Trapped on his
knees in an inescapable hold, Sam lifted the hem of Donna’s dress
and touched his lips against her delicate blue flower-patterned
underwear that pulled tautly around her athletic body. Donna cried
out in complete surprise, suddenly conscious of her damp underwear.
A moment later, though, and her panties were the least of her
concerns as Sam pulled them to the side and kissed her vagina.

With her wet
underwear now by knees, she continued to hold her date in an
inescapable arm lock as she leaned against the wall trembling.
Sam’s tongue brushed across her, “Slowly,” she pleaded but it was
too late as the thrill built and she orgasmed.

She felt
wonderful as the hormones pulsed through her body and it was only
when her mind refocussed that she realised she still had Sam
captive in her armlock, “Oh wow,” she panted, releasing him to
reveal his flushed, orgasm covered face.

“At least I know how to escape from that hold,” Sam
smiled.

Donna could
feel her red cheeks as she modestly pulled her underwear back into
place and let Sam lead her to the bed.

Sam unzipped
her dress and watched the fabric slide over her curves as lay down.
He started with her lips, moved to her breasts and then to her
legs. Kissing her damp underwear made her moan out loud and she
spread her legs so that his kisses could delve deeper between her
legs.

“Careful of my thunder thighs,” Donna moaned, “I can’t
guarantee you’ll ever come out…”

“They’re beautiful…”

“Really?”

Sam’s lips
were pressing against her underwear, her clit stimulated like
crazy, when her core muscles engaged, flipped her legs over and
catching his neck between her thighs. She jerked his face closer,
his nose now between her butt cheeks before, closing him up in a
tight figure of four.

“I warned you,” Donna giggled on an aroused and inebriated
high.

Sam’s crushed
lips tried to kiss the fold between her naked bottom and her
thighs, his loving touch rewarded by a slight loosening of her
grip.

“Naked bodies are so much harder to escape from,” Donna
breathed, her arousal building, “I can tuck you in even deeper and,
of course, I never want you to leave.”

Sam turned his
head to kiss her other cheek, but the impulsive blonde mistook it
for a bid for freedom and she tensed up, her thighs clasping and
locking together to form an inescapable collar.

“Just… kiss…” he gasped.

“Oh, sorry.” Donna loosened her thighs.

Sam paused to
catch his breath; his head enveloped by her wrestler thighs, his
mouth crushed and his nose poking between her bare cheeks. His cock
was hard, and he wanted to make love before he climaxed, but there
was no way out of Donna’s claustrophobia inducing head
scissors.

“Make love?” he mumbled.

Donna thighs
stayed locked, but he could feel her lips around his cock, “Oh,
fuck…”. His efforts to escape only hastened his orgasm, leaving him
panting and muttering sweet nothings into her bottom.

Donna’s lips
were still toying with his penis, “Remember you’re only ever five
seconds from passing out,” Donna whispered, “but be good and I’ll
release you in the morning.”

“Morning?”

Sam felt a
wave of claustrophobic panic roll over him, as he lay on his side
locked in Donna’s head scissors. His nose was pushing her underwear
between her cheeks and, with his mouth all but blocked, his only
air was filtered through the warm blue lacy fabric.

“Breath control is a wonderful way to control your opponent,”
Donna voice was raspy, the anal sensation tingling her entire body,
“You have no air to fight back with…”

Sam’s fingers
sketched around her body, looking for a way out. All night? How
could he sleep? He relaxed and let his face sink deeper into the
woman’s body. She smelt wonderful and her hold was wonderfully
intimate. His cock was erect and bouncing and he could feel Donna’s
breath.

“May I?” she called.

Sam moaned
loudly, pleasure coursing through him as Donna’s lips engulfed his
cock, which was again helpless to do anything but slide slowly back
into her waiting mouth. Her lips sealed up around it, just like her
thighs had sealed his head.

Donna smiled,
it reminded her of her dildo that she would suck to quench her
desire for oral sex. This was better. Warm and real and constantly
hard. Sam was wonderful. Women opponents would leave her leg
scissors feeling humiliated, even disgusted, yet for Sam, the same
punishment created a permanent erection. It made her feel beautiful
and wanted, and horny as hell.

Donna rolled
on to her back, crushing Sam’s head between the bed and butt. She
could feel his features compress into her strong glutes and guessed
from the silence that she had sealed him completely. Martial arts
holds had always given her an amazing feeling of strength and
power, a feeling multiplied by Sam’s intimate touch. She was still
trembling and pulsing her bottom on Sam face as he climaxed and
exploded into her mouth.

Donna rolled
back on to her side and listened to the grateful hot breath pant
between her cheeks. She gave her date one last squeeze before
opening her legs.

She giggled,
“You thought I was really going to keep you there all night!”

Sam still
hadn’t moved his head from her inner thigh, “Maybe I wanted you
to,” he grinned, kissing Donna’s thigh that hovered menacing above
his head.

“Oh!” she exclaimed, she hadn’t thought of that, “Well I still
might!”

Sam climbed
slowly to his knees and clambered, almost punch drunk, to his feet,
“Champagne?” he asked as he fetched the bottle that room service
had just delivered.

“Do you want me more drunk?” Donna giggled, pulling the sheet
back over her and shaking her blonde hair forward to give her a
look of innocence, “I might no longer be a nice girl…”
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Donna gets
Addicted to Sam’s Intimate Touch




“Thank you,” Donna giggled sweetly as Sam handed her the
champagne.

Spending the
night in the hotel with Sam was so much fun. He was gorgeous and
funny and seemingly infatuated with her and her natural tendency to
dominate. He had started the evening trying to enforce some sort of
male authority, that was cute, but the more she imposed her body
the dreamier he became.

She pulled
back the hotel sheet to reveal her strong lingerie clad body, with
one athletic

leg drawn up
to create a triangular opening between her thighs. Her blue lace
panties were still in place for now, damp from arousal and pulled
taut between her cheeks.

“Can you put people to sleep like that?” Sam asked, tactically
sculling his glass.

Donna
nodded.

“Are you going to do that to me?”

She thought
about it for a moment and then slipped off her underwear. Her
crotch was shaved and glistening from arousal, her legs stretching
wider as fantasies played around her intoxicated mind.

“Easier for you to earn your keep… and maybe stay
conscious.”

“Fuck, Donna!” Sam whispered, his erect bouncing cock giving
away his emotions.

“Are you going in voluntarily or do I have to catch
you?”

Sam climbed
astride her waist and pinned her hands to the bed as he kissed her,
“Are you always like this, Donna?”

‘No’ was the answer, but things were different with Sam. She
was trembling as his erect penis touched her. Her eyes were wide
and questioning and a little fearful. Sam sensed it and pressed his
lips against her one more time before sliding down to voluntarily
surrender himself to her waiting legs, and her tight front head
scissors.

“Thank you,” she quivered, focusing on her growing arousal. She
squeezed and he cried out; okay she may have squeezed a little too
lovingly, but it worked as his tongue was now lapping her vagina.
She gripped his head and ground him gently against her.

Blonde hair
covered her face, but her eyes were already closed. Her powerful
hips thrust, unwittingly craning Sam’s neck with each aroused
fuelled lunge. Every core muscle was taut and intent on keeping
Sam’s neck imprisoned in its inescapable collar.

She orgasmed
with tears glistening in her blue eyes. Sam looked spent, his
tousled hair testament to the punishment she had imposed between
her legs. She knew she should show mercy, but her legs seemed to be
taking orders from her clit and were refusing to open.

“Please don’t leave,” Donna whispered, playing with his
hair.

“I don’t think either of us want that…”

She grinned as
she propped herself up on one arm to gulp champagne through a
tangle of blonde hair. She loved to be in full control and the
captive head in her lap was certainly under her control, it
couldn’t move and was already lapping her labia.

“Easy,” she panted, “or with all this champagne, I might pee on
you!”

“You really want to stop me?” Sam panted.

The female
thighs around his neck tightened as they had done to opponents many
times before. He knew that women’s hipbones were a different shape,
rounder with a huge crushing force. Sam stopped, looked up and
smiled.

“Do you really want me to put you to sleep?” Donna threatened,
champagne glass still in her hand.

Sam’s hands
caressed the hips that he was powerless to stop, the snug grip of
her thighs still driving an insane erection.

“Can you feel me cutting your blood supply?” Donna asked, “…and
this is not a way out! You’ll be in exactly the same position when
you awake.”

Sam defiantly
kissed her vagina again.

Donna moaned,
loosening her thighs to allow blood flow, “Okay…” she trembled as
she wiped her wet crotch across his lips.

“Fuck!” she cried as she climaxed, “I can’t stop
shaking.”

She knew she
was abusing this guy for our own insatiable pleasure, yet somehow
it felt right. He had told her about a hundred times that she had a
beautiful body and had even unintentionally gasped that he loved
her. He brought out both her rampant sexual desires and her
instinct to protect.

“Turn around,” she panted, releasing her grip, flipping around
quickly to lock Sam in a reverse head scissors.

Sam was
already on the edge of orgasm as Donna’s warm mouth engulfed his
cock. Donna’s pulsing thighs had thrust Sam’s head even more snugly
into her body with her tensing butt cheeks now pinning his
nostrils.

“You butt is beautiful,” he panted.

Donna giggled;
he really couldn’t help himself. With a flick of her hips, the
blonde rolled over on to her back to allow her naked butt to sink
deeper on to his face. When she looked down, there really wasn’t
much of him left. There was complete silence from beneath her
strong glutes, with the very real possibility that his nose had
entered her butt.

Sam climaxed
almost instantly, and Donna rolled back on to her side, moments
before asphyxiation.

“Wow!” Sam cried, tears in his eyes as he tried to sit
up.

His cock
slipped out of her mouth, “You gave me three orgasms,” she panted,
“So I’m gonna keep you down there until you catch.”

“Two more?” Sam’s whole body was alight, his cock pushing
forward in search of Donna’s lips; her tongue toying with him for
several minutes before allowing him to slip inside.

Donna
stretched out her legs, her cheeks compressing Sam’s nose. The
stretch felt wonderful, but with her ankles still interlocked, her
abductor muscles clasped even more strictly around her prey.

She focused on
her breathe as she exhaled; this was the perfect hold to make any
opponent tap out, terrified by the crushing force of her thighs
around their vulnerable neck. However, Sam didn’t have that option;
there was no way out for him. Donna pulsed her thighs, Sam’s
ragdoll head forced to follow. She thrusted faster and faster,
sucking until he climaxed for number two.

With his cock
still in her mouth, Donna stopped and listened to the moans of
pleasure from the ragdoll between her legs. She had always enjoyed
the moans of a helpless opponent and Sam cried were even better,
cries of both ecstasy and frustration.

“You wanted to know what I would do if I wasn’t a nice
girl?”

Sam gasped,
trying again to sit up.

“Not yet, Sam… and it would be such a pity if I had to put you
to sleep…”

Her seemingly
huge thighs eased for a second, one leg bending and tucking under
the other and tightening to force Sam deeper between her
cheeks.

“That was your chance,” Donna smiled, again the instructress,
“Now I’ve slipped you into a figure four there is no
escape.”

Sam moaned, he
enjoyed learning about his fate as much as Donna enjoyed telling
him and he started to kiss her bottom again. His kisses went deep
between her cheeks, where previously unused nerves signalled new
sensations.

Donna was
blown away by the sensation and sucked absentmindedly on his cock
as she immersed herself in the thrill of Sam’s touch.

“Oh fuck… just there,” Donna trembled, focusing on the anal
sensation, “Oh wow…” She couldn’t stop trembling and barely noticed
as Sam climaxed yet again. Fuck, why had she insisted on just the
three orgasms, now she would have to release him, and she wanted to
feel more of his lips between her cheeks.

Sam had a
dreamy smile on his lips as the vice opened up and he rolled clear,
“Amazing,” he panted, rolling back and falling on to the floor.
Donna laughed hysterically as she reached out a hand to help him
back to his feet. She then wrapped the sheet back around her and
smiled shyly.
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The next day,
Sam strode into the hall to find two new students in the class. Two
women, obviously friends standing at the back of the room.

Donna was
again tying back her wild blonde hair and stopped and looked up as
he entered, “You came!” she beamed.

“Many times.”

Donna smiled
bashfully.

The lesson
started with the new students whispered between themselves and
glancing across at Sam, impressed by his physique and tight
designer gym wear. But with the lesson almost over, Donna had an
idea.

Picking Sam as
a partner to demonstrate the move, she quickly brought Sam to the
mat and sat on his back with his arms caught between her
thighs.

“A lotus lock is an example of how correct technique can give
you complete control over anyone…”

The other
students watched intently as Donna pulled the black belt from her
kimono and used it to tightly tie Sam’s elbows together behind his
back. With Sam securely trussed, she simply stood up and bowed to
finish the class.

The other
students were now giggling as they watched Sam writhe around on the
floor, comically trying to stand up.

“He didn’t pay for last week’s lesson,” Donna smiled as she led
them to the door.

Donna walked
to the back room to change, her kimono and trousers giving way to a
knee length blue dress. She then walked slowly back to Sam and
crouched down next to the man who had by now exhausted himself
trying to escape.

“This was just to make me look stupid, wasn’t it,” he panted
with a smile.

“Yes…”

She eased
forward so let Sam kiss her leg. She was already trembling in
anticipation.

“What you did to me last night?” she whispered.

“Did you like it?”

She nodded
shyly.

“Is that why I’m tied up again?”

She
nodded.

“Then can I buy you a drink?”

Donna
giggled.

“Going to untie me?” Sam asked.

Donna edged
closer, brushing against him, stimulating herself with his face,
“Just getting ready for my date.”

Sam’s tongue
was already lapping her as she dropped down on to her knees,
pinning his twisted body beneath her. It was beautifully gentle as
she climaxed, moaning softly across the empty hall.

Donna sat
motionless on Sam’s head, composing herself as her mind finally
drifted to Sam’s predicament and the martial arts belt that had
pulled even more snugly around Sam’s upper arms.

“The secret with this knot is ‘don’t pull’… or it locks up on
you,” Donna breathed dreamily.

“I see,” Sam mumbled, his mouth distorted by the blonde who had
decided to use his head as her seat.

With very
little urgency, Donna slowly unravelled the belt from Sam’s red
forearms and even more slowly stood up to release him from the
steamy confines of her dress. Sam climbed to his feet, brushed back
his dark hair and looked around the hall.

“They’ve gone,” Donna whispered.
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Donna and Sam
walked to the bar where they drank a couple of beers followed by a
quick meal and by 8pm they were back at the hotel.

Donna engaged
the security chain and then slipped a combination padlock through
two of the links so that the chain was now too short to unhook it
from the door. She was breathing deeply from beneath jostled blonde
hair as she turned the five dials.

“Do you know the code?” Sam asked.

Donna
shrugged, “Maybe we’re just two wild animals locked in a cage.”

Sam grabbed
her waist and kissed the crazy woman who had just locked them in
their hotel room. He had a feeling the woman had many sexual
fantasies that he would have to fulfil before she would let him
leave the room.

Donna was
impatient and slipped his hands up inside her dress and placed them
on her butt, “Yesterday, you…”

“Yes?”

Donna bit her
lip and looked shyly away.

Sam dropped to
his knees, taking Donna’s white panties down with him. He carefully
unbuckled her leather heels which he removed, together with her
damp underwear.

He led her to
the bed, lay down on his back and waited for the trepidatious woman
to straddle his head and then sink back on her haunches so that her
naked butt became one with his face.

“Is this a hold?” he mumbled as Donna pulled her dress back
down, hiding him inside.

“Try to escape and you’ll find out…”

As before, Sam
pushed his lips between her strong taut butt cheeks and kissed.
Donna was making jittery high-pitched moans and the trembles from
her body were conducting into his face. Sam was in a surreal
underworld and barely noticed as his abductor unbuttoned his jeans
to free his erect cock.

Donna lifted
up slightly for him to gulp in another breathe before settling back
into place. Sam pushed out his tongue, running it up and down her
crease and was rewarded with a gentle bouncing of her booty on his
face. By the time his tongue circled and gently pushed in against
her hole, Donna was crying out and trembling, forcing her to lift
back up to her knees to stop Sam’s touch from overwhelming her.

“I’ll stop,” Sam panted, as he pulled the woman’s hips back
down on to his face.

Donna composed
herself and pivoted her supple yoga body forward until his erect
cock slid into her pouting lips. Sam climaxed almost instantly, but
his cries of pleasure were reduced to nothing more than deep
vibrations propagating through her body.

Sam tried to
sit up, but that only impelled Donna to use her full weight on him,
sinking down heavily on to his face.

“Yes, it is a hold,” she breathed, easily riding his escape
attempts.

Sam’s moans
were so intense that Donna lifted up to look underneath.

“I feel like your pants…” he gasped inanely.

“No… you’re my thong.”

Donna watched
his gorgeous eyes as she twisted his wrist against its joint and
pressed the tips of her fingers into Sam’s upper arm.

“Fuck!” he cried in response to the pain.

“Pressure point…” Donna seemed turned on by Sam’s
response.

She sat back
down on his face and pressed again, this time her body soaking up
the muffled vibrations emanating from beneath her. Sam’s cock was
already erect and bounced excitedly as she pressed again.

“You like that?” Donna purred dreamily; her body doubled
forward so she could suck on his cock.

Sam could no
longer distinguish between pleasure and pain as Donna brought him
to climax and left him moaning in post-coital pleasure.

“Wanna come out of your deep dark prison?” Donna
whispered.

The response
was intelligible and anyway irrelevant, as Donna reached her arms
up to start her yoga routine. She somehow knew that Sam would be
better off in his cell as he slowly came down from his high. It was
a wonderful stretch. She could feel every part of her trembling
body and focused on how her hips and tailbone rested on Sam’s
features.

“Oh, fuck!” she suddenly cried.

The feeling
was back, and she lifted slightly and parted her cheeks to allow
Sam’s lips to go deeper. Her whole body lit up and she cried louder
as he tried to push inside. She was shaking and bouncing as Sam
explored deeper. She wanted more, but the new sensation was
overpowering.

She sprung up
to her knees, arched her back, pivoted and rolled back on the bed
next to him with her legs spread, “Oh fuck!” Sam’s warm breath was
now blowing against her sensitive inner thighs and she reached down
to hold his hair as he started to kiss. She was becoming
dangerously addicted to this man.

She orgasmed
and lay panting on the bed. Sam didn’t move, allowing his head to
get trapped as she slowly closed her thighs. Donna was delirious,
Sam must want her, he didn’t even try to resist his incarceration.
Maybe it now felt natural to be trapped by her body.
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Donna puts Sam in
a Wrestling Hold for the
Night




Donna’s naked
body swept up from the bed and over to the hotel door, her flushed
breasts bouncing playfully. With her tangled blonde hair
deliberately covered the combination padlock, she unlocked the
security chain and brought in the bottle of champagne. She closed
the door again with a solid thud and slipped her padlock back on to
the chain just as Sam arrived.

She giggled
happily as Sam buried his face in her hair and kissed her neck.
With Donna distracted, he surreptitiously reached up and tugged at
the locked combination padlock.

“It doesn’t seem fair that only you can open the door,” he
breathed, working his lips against the nape of her neck.

“It’s not…”

“Am I your prisoner?”

“Lover,” Donna corrected, turning around and squeezing his
erect cock, “I’ll let you out when its time…”

Sam’s spare
hand continued to turn the dials in an attempt to break Donna’s
code.

“It would take you days to find the code,” Donna purred,
squeezing his cock tighter.

“Is this another hold?”

“Mmm…” she breathed, “The only way out is to go
soft.”

“With your naked body just there?”

Donna glowed
at the compliment and proudly led the way back to bed with one
manicured hand around the bottle, the other around Sam’s cock.

“Champagne?” Sam asked, having prised open only one of Donna’s
hands.

“Mmm…!”

Sam tried to
reach for a second glass, but Donna refused to let go of his penis.
The fingers of her other hand now curling tightly around his balls,
“We’ll share one glass,” she whispered.

“Why do I always end up in an inescapable hold?” he asked,
trying to pull away.

“Because you want to?”

Donna gently
used Sam’s penis to pull him down on to the white sheets and
positioned his head between her waiting thighs.

“Maybe I do, Sam smiled as Donna’s thighs gracefully closed in
around him, squeezing together to trap him in a reverse head
scissors.

Sam was now
lying on his back with Donna’s body pinning him into the thick
memory foam mattress. His eyes peered over the top of her round
cheeks, watching her sip champagne as his puckered lips tried to
form words between her bare cheeks.

“It’s okay, you can have some,” Donna called, teasing him with
her patronising tone.

Propping
herself up on her arms, she twisted around and poured a drop of
champagne between her cheeks. The bubbles felt cold and tickly as
the sparkling liquid rolled down her valley towards Sam’s mouth.
Sam forced his lips forward and used his tongue to flick the liquid
into his mouth.

“Fuck!” Donna mouthed. The feeling was incredible, and she
closed her trembling eyes as Sam’s tongue soaked up the last of the
moisture, “Lick me dry!” Donna panted as she looked at the full
bottle.

Sam’s tongue
slid up between her cheeks and pushed in against her hole. The
tingling sensation was getting out of control, and she tipped in
some more champagne to distract his tongue.

Donna took a
long sip from her glass and held the bubbly champagne in her mouth.
She then slipped her mouth around Sam’s penis, sealing her lips so
that his cock marinated in the effervescent liquid.

“Oh yeah,” Sam croaked, Donna’s legs expressing just a little
too much love.

Donna listened
to him cry out as he climaxed. He was like a musical instrument,
his voice changing as she tensed and released her body. When she
squeezed, there was nothing but a low moaning vibration as her
cheeks sealed him completely.

She swallowed
the cocktail of champagne and cum and then pulled free.

“Another drink Sammy?”

Donna
channelled more champagne between her cheeks and watched in delight
as Sam thirstily lapped it up. Even when she stopped, his lips
continued to lick and explore her butt, leaving her mind struggling
to process the new sensation.
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“Let’s try this,” Donna exclaimed, already feeling the effects
of the champagne.

She released
her hold on her prey and bounced excitedly to her bare feet.
Pulling the white sheet from the queen size bed, she laid it
carefully on top of the large rug.

“Can you ‘kiss’ me while we’re wrapped up?” Donna asked, her
naked body rolling and giggling on the sheet.

“I’ll kiss you anywhere,” Sam replied huskily, straddling her
naked body and kissing her shiny red lips. Her blue eyes and dark
lashes seemed larger and almost cartoon like with
excitement

“Down there… please?”

Sam looked
down to where her restless hips were rolling and her legs spread,
“It’s dangerous down there,” he smiled.

“You mean it’s fun down there…”

“Fun?”

“I promise I’ll keep you safe…” Donna’s legs were getting
dangerous impatient.

Aroused as
hell, Sam’s lips moved to Donna’s breasts, popping and playing with
her erect nipples, before moving down to her warm and waiting
vagina.

“Get in the right position,” Donna quivered, pulling him closer
and wrapping him up in her flushed thighs, “If this works, your
position will be permanent.”

“I assume this is right?” Sam teased, flicking his tongue
across her clit.

Donna was
visibly shaking.

With Sam in a
tight front head scissors, she pulled the white sheet over them and
tucked it in snuggly. She then started to roll, her hips bringing
Sam with her until everything from her breasts down was tightly
wrapped up in the taut sheet.

“Okay in there?” she called down to the mound of entwined
bodies tied up in the fabric.

She was
rewarded with another flick of his tongue as she next pulled the
rug over her and rolled back the other way to encase them both in a
solid carpet roll.

It had worked
perfectly. Sam’s head was pressed deeply against her, not kissing
her was no longer an option, and her legs were so tightly bound
together that there was no way that they could part.

“Can you breathe in there?” The cartoon eyes were dangerously
aroused.

Sam hedonistic
moans vibrated inside the rug.

“One kiss for ‘no’ and a thousand kisses for ‘yes’!” Donna
called.

Sam’s lips
were going crazy, sending Donna into all out ecstasy as he
relentlessly worshiped her. She tried to thrust and push, but
nothing moved inside the rigid, tightly rolled rug.

“Fuck, yeah!” she cried, tears in her eyes.

She felt like
a mermaid, wild blonde hair and pouting red lips, toned shoulders
and pert breasts and then just a tightly coiled carpet. Magic was
happening inside there that nobody would ever see. A private love
cave encaging a beautiful captive man.

“I wish someone could tie up this rug,” Donna quivered, “never
to be unwrapped…”

She could feel
his every move, slow and loving despite his own cruel imprisonment.
He was totally trapped, engulfed by a woman’s body with less
freedom than probably anyone on the planet. Wild fantasies drifted
through her mind as she climaxed with high pitched cries echoing
around the room. She was a trembling mess with long blonde hair
sticking to her glossed lips that were shaped in a permanent inane
grin.

Sam lay
waiting in the pitch black as Donna’s body ran through its wild
emotions. He was helplessly mummified, his arms trapped by his
sides and his body one with Donna’s legs. He couldn’t move at all
and calling out only sent vibrations into Donna’s pussy. He was
breathing deeply, gasping in her scented, oxygen deprived air.

He gave her a
single, long and loving flick of his tongue.

“Oh yeah,” Donna called.

‘Fuck… remember the code girl…’

He waited and
gave her another single lick. Fuck, her body was waking up and
thrusting against him once more. He loved the thought that this
woman wanted to keep him there forever, but while he loved his
incarceration, he needed to breathe. He flicked his tongue
again.

Fortunately,
the mermaid remembered, “Oh god!” she called.

Sam let
himself be led by her powerful hips as she rolled them both over
three times to unwrap the rug, and then back against to free them
from the sheet.

She quickly
opened her eyes, “You okay,” Donna asked, all wide eyes and tangled
hair.

Sam lay flat
on his back, a permanent smile on his lips, as Donna’s attention
returned to his cock. Her mouth felt so nice, so playful, so
seemingly fascinated by him. He climaxed into her mouth; her big
Disney eyes craned upwards to watch him.

Sam stood up
and held out a hand to help the grinning blonde to her feet.

“I hope I didn’t break you?” she smiled.

Donna saw the
mischievous look in Sam’s eyes, but not in time to stop him
twisting her wrist, making her turn around and then bow down as he
raised her arm. It was now her turn to struggle beneath him. The
tangle of blonde hair was breathing fast as he stepped over her
shoulder to double lock her in place.

Donna had
always hated being trapped, but this time she was aroused and
dangerously infatuated. Her mind was confused, she knew she should
escape and impose her revenge, but she was strangely happy to let
him hold her. She moaned, flicking away her hair so she could kiss
his cock.

“How does it feel?” Sam asked triumphantly.

“I’m trapped,” Donna seemed surprised.

Her mouth
engulfed his cock once more. Sam loosened his hold on the beautiful
woman and closed his eyes as he focused on her mouth.

Donna suddenly
twisted, clasped Sam’s wrist and reversed the hold. Sam was now
being forced down with Donna’s leg swinging dangerously over his
shoulder forcing him to the floor.

“How did you….” Sam gasped.

“Now you’re trapped,” Donna cried endorphins flooding her
body.

She dropped to
her knee and started to crush Sam’s head between her thigh and her
calf. He was kissing her like crazy, peppering the back of her
thigh and the fold behind her knee.

“Opponents don’t usually do that…”

“They should, your body is even more beautiful from down
here.”

“Oh, stop!” she cried, “Or I’ll never be able to let you
go.”

With renewed
permission to be mean, Donna held the arm lock and dropped down
more heavily on to Sam’s head, his face distorting beneath her
naked bottom. The more she crushed, the more his cock swelled
until

“Can you keep me in a hold until morning?” he mumbled into the
fold of her knee.

“Til morning?”

Donna released
his arm, stepped over his crumpled body, and jumped on the bed, “Do
you think we can?”

Sam shrugged
nonchalantly, although his raging erection gave him away.

Donna rolled
from side to side as she imagined her most inescapable hold, “Mmm…
I wonder if my legs would hold you while I’m asleep?”

“I doubt it,” Sam teased as he kissed her lips.

“Want to put your head where your mouth is?”

“Sure,” Sam smiled confidently, as he lay down next to her,
head to toe in a reverse head scissors, with his head nestled in
snuggly between her open legs.

“Do you really give me permission to hold you all
night?”

“If you can…”

She propped
herself up on her arm, her back arching up from her tensed buttocks
as she tightened her legs. Sam gurgled from Donna’s overexcited
thighs.

They were both
exhausted and inebriated as Donna poured the remainder of the
champagne between her cheeks, each drop being rewarded with a
gorgeous anal sensation as Sam kissed and licked.

Donna’s
eyelids were threatening to close, “If you wake me up…” Donna
whispered dreamily, “…my thighs will put you straight back to
sleep. I mean it!” She didn’t want to lose the bet.

Sam fitted so
perfectly between her legs; his nose seemingly designed to fit
between Donna’s strong bare cheeks. He could feel the quivers and
shakes as Donna drifted into sleep. Her legs clinched together with
her ankles crossed, as her breathing changed, slower and deeper, as
she started to dream.

Donna had
positioned Sam deep between her thighs, his features more engulfed
and his air more rationed. Her legs quivered as she slept but
somehow, they still maintained their grip.

However, Sam
was ready to try. Donna’s head was resting on his thigh and he had
to rolled her over a little before attempting to wriggle his head
free. Her legs seemed to weigh a tonne, and he struggled to lift
her upper thigh as he pulled. Nothing. His hot breath beat against
her buttocks as he tried to break the tacky seal that had formed
between them. Nothing again, he would have to force her legs
apart.

Suddenly,
Donna’s breathing changed as she shuddered in her sleep. She moaned
the cutest moan as her legs tensed again. His nose was back where
it started, surrounded on all sides by toned and tensed female
muscle.

“Okay, darling,” Sam panted, kissing her bottom in
conciliation.

Donna didn’t
reply. How could he be trapped by a sleeping woman? She rolled back
a little, her hips turning to rest more heavily on his chest, and
one leg crossing over the other to put him in a figure of four.
There wasn’t much of Sam showing anymore.

“Relax, please,” he mumbled, now lightheaded from lack of
air.

Slowly her
cheeks loosened, resting back down on to his cheekbones, and he
gratefully breathed in her scented air. He was trapped, unable to
talk and barely able to breathe, yet it felt wonderful as he
reached down to bring himself to orgasm. He didn’t need to keep
quiet; he was well muffled already. He wiped himself clean and
pulled the white sheet over them both.
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“Good morning!” Donna smiled as her sleepy eyes flickered
open.

She hugged
Sam’s thighs and squeezed her own together, contented and excited
at having spent another night together. She felt close to Sam, both
mentally and quite literally, and hugged him again.

“Morning…” Sam croaked, overwhelmed by her loving
grip.

“Oh sorry!”

Her strong
legs loosened but stayed resolutely locked together around his
head. A little daylight streamed in between the curtains, the beams
of sun glistening on the tiny hairs on Donna’s thighs.

“And I thought I might need a harness to keep you there,” Donna
breathed, enjoying the warm and tacky feel between her
legs.

“I certainly couldn’t get out,” Sam panted, “…not without
waking you.”

Donna’s smile
widened as Sam continued to describe his night time escapades with
her body. She loved waking up slowly, rolling and stretching under
the warm sheets, and having Sam so close and intimate made it a
thousand times better.

“But you can let me out now…”

Donna’s
mischievous smiled returned, as she loosened just enough to let
Sam’s head slip further between her legs. This time when her thighs
tightened, Sam’s entire face was buried in her thighs and
crotch.

“Opps, you seem to have disappeared...”

Donna loved
this position. It wasn’t the most secure way to hold an opponent,
but it was beautifully humiliating. Sam’s window on the world was
now completely blocked and locked. His eyes, nose and mouth were
all enclosed somewhere inside the most intimate part of her
body.

“I love you being mine,” she whispered, her fingers interlaced
around his head and working him deeper, “…breath me in.”

Sam’s raging
erection was only engorged by Donna’s touch. He thrusted forward
until Donna’s lips finally consumed him. Fuck, he was quick,
something magic must be happening between her legs. He was now
still, breathing deeply and moaning contentedly.

Sam seemed to
be enthralled by his sensory deprivation and Donna was only too
pleased to keep him there. She reached for her phone and checked
her messages. Sam seemed exhausted but content in his dark
underworld and so she covered him with the sheet and started to
text.

“You look tired Sammy,” Donna whispered, “… want me to put you
to sleep?”

She had taken
away his words but somehow, they understood each other through
aroused moans.

“I think you want me to,” Donna whispered, releasing him from
sensory deprivation and wrapping her toned thighs securely around
the narrowest part of his neck.

Sam felt the
force of the woman’s body constrict around his neck. Soft thighs
became solid and unyielding. He quickly became lightheaded and
sleepy and looked up with big questioning eyes.

“It’s okay,” Donna whispered.

He pulled at
her legs, but Donna just shook her head, “Trust me…”

Sam lips
curled into a smile as his eyelids closed and he lost
consciousness. Donna loosened her grip and gazed lovingly at the
man asleep between her legs. The feeling of power was amazing, she
had put a man to sleep. Another minute of loving squeeze and her
thighs could take his life. She never would, but the trust in his
eyes had made her tingle.
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Sam woke a few
minutes later to see Donna sitting cross-legged on the bed next to
him. He tried to move and soon realised that Donna had used his
belt to tie his wrists together behind his back.

“After you knock out your assailant, you have to immobilise
him,” Donna smiled, leaning over to kiss Sam’s lips.

There was a
knock on the door and Donna skipped up to her feet and wrapped a
robe tightly around her waist as she brought in the room service
breakfast. She placed it on the bed next to Sam and took a piece of
toast.

“Do I get my coffee in the same way as champagne?” Sam asked
with a cheeky smile.

“Coffee might be too hot,” Donna blushed,

Wow, had she
really forced him to lick her butt. She smiled shyly and walked
over to the bathroom.

“Donna, my wrists!” Sam called.

With the
bathroom door locked and the shower pouring, Sam walked over to the
mirror to decipher how Donna had tied him up. His arms were crossed
behind his back with his wrists locked together in a tight figure
of eight with the belt buckle complete inaccessible.

He looked at
the breakfast that she had ordered for them but chose the minibar
instead. He managed to pick up a small bottle of whiskey with his
mouth and hold it between his knees to unscrew the cap. He drank
half, but then dropped the bottle and was on his knees trying to
retrieve it when Donna returned.

“Is that your breakfast?” Donna questioned, now showered and
back in her short blue lace dress.

Sam had given
up on the bottle and was struggling to prop his head up against the
wall. He looked like an exhausted action hero, glistening muscles,
unshaven with ruffled hair. His cock ached from use, proudly erect
as ever.

“I like you with your hands tied,” Donna mused as she stepped
nearer so that he could see inside her dress and then sat down
astride his waist, “so helpless...”

Sam grateful
sipped from the whiskey bottle that Donna held to his lips and then
sat watching as she sat on his lap and started to brush her hair.
Her weight was crushing his penis and stray blonde hair was
tickling his face until she finally martialled it all into a hair
elastic.

“I have to go and give my class,” Donna sighed.

“And I have to sleep,” Sam nodded towards his wallet, “Can you
book me another night as you pass reception?”

Donna hugged
him as she untied his wrists.

“I hope you realise how nice I am,” she breathed between
kisses.

Donna strode
to the door and spun the dials on the combination lock. Sam stole
one last kiss as Donna slipped through the opening.

“Lock the chain again,” Donna whispered, blonde ponytail
flicking wildly as she checked the corridor.

“How will I get out?”

“I promise I’ll come back and tell you the code…”

Sam closed the
door, engaged the security chain and shortened it with Donna’s
lock. He checked to make sure that the chain couldn’t be unhooked
before opening the door the tiny crack that the chain allowed.

“Okay, I’m locked in,” Sam called as he looked through to slit
to see Donna sliding down and stepping out of her blue panties and
pushing them through the tiny crack in the door. Her wide lips were
parted and breathing heavily with excitement.

“Present to keep you company until tonight…”

“Tonight? Your class is only an hour!”

“Plenty of time to try to guess my code!” she giggled as she
hung the ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign on the door. She turned, her naked
butt swinging beneath the sheer dress as she walked
away.
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Control the Head, Control the Body




Donna smiled
like a lovestruck teenager as Sam arrived for the next lesson. She
hadn’t stopped thinking about their night together and beneath her
kimono she wore the same blue underwear that she had used to tease
him at the hotel.

“Yesterday was fun,” Sam smiled, discretely kissing her
cheek.

“I didn’t scare you off?”

“No… but I still can’t escape your scent.”

“Good,” she whispered excitedly, “Now line up!”

The other two
students were there again. They were giggling, and evidently hadn’t
forgotten how the instructress had made a fool of Sam at the last
lesson by tying his elbows together so that he couldn’t stand
up.

“Today some techniques for controlling an opponent’s head,”
Donna announced.

She beckoned
Sam forward, twisted his wrist to bring him to his knees. She then
swung one leg over his shoulders and sat down on the back of his
neck as if riding a horse.

“Control the head and you control the body,” Donna declared as
she gracefully rolled down on to the mat with Sam’s head in tow.
She rolled on to her back and then casually back on to her front
with Sam’s body forced to follow her every twisting
movement.

Sam was now
stuck playing the part of the headless man kneeling in deference
behind her and, as usual, Donna’s hold was incredibly secure. He
knew that the other two students were standing above him, he could
see their bare feet on the mat, and he was feeling hopeful of his
chances with his toned gym physique in his carefully chosen tight
black tee shirt.

“Can I try to escape?” he panted

“Sure, honey.”

Sam could hear
the women laugh as he propped himself up on his arms and pulled and
twisted in the hope of escaping Donna’s thighs. Donna just smiled,
and even retied her ponytail, as her hips swayed to counteract his
efforts.

Donna was now
playing to the crowd as she lay down on her front, pretending to
sunbath, and smiling through closed eyes, “Sometime I wish I wasn’t
wearing my kimono,” she joked.

“Oh wow,” the students mouthed in unison.

“And if he bores you…” Donna purred as she squeezed her thighs
together, ensnaring Sam in potentially fatal folds of white
cotton.

“No, please,” Sam croaked as he tapped desperately on the black
belt tied loosely around Donna’s hips, “… can’t
breathe.”

She let the
desperate man squirm for a few more seconds before rolling him
over, releasing her grip and striding gracefully on to her bare
feet. Sam looked up from all fours to share a smile.

“Wow,” the slimmer of the other two students sighed.

“Anyone can do that with the right technique,” Donna replied,
with a tug to retighten her belt, “Want to try while he’s still on
the floor?”

Sam was still
down on his knees, rolling back his shoulder blades as he
recuperated from Donna’s squeeze. Donna looked down with a
mischievous smile, waiting to see if he dared challenge her
authority. When he didn’t react, Donna took her student’s hand and
steadied the woman as she threw a leg around Sam’s neck, her pink
gym shorts perched on Sam’s broad shoulders like a saddle.

“Get in tight there,” Donna instructed, “It’s your inner thigh
muscles that will constrict the blood.”

The woman
crossed her ankles and squeezed, her slim adductor muscles cutting
in high up on Sam’s neck. The effect was almost immediate with Sam
tapping on the woman’s bare pale thigh.

“Wow!” the woman exclaimed, “Can I try again?”

Her eager
thighs squeezed him again, her narrow hip bones and small inner
thigh muscles gripping hard around his throat.

“Now take him to the mat,” Donna instructed.

The woman
leaned forward and gasped in surprise as Sam’s arms gave way and
they both rolled down on to the mat with her pink shorts still
tightly embracing his neck.

This time
Donna was quick to react, crouching down and tapping the woman’s
legs, “Okay, you’ve knocked him out.”

“Oh my god!”

The woman
opened her legs a fraction but not enough for Sam’s head to pull
free. She lay on the mat, her mouth open, as the sleeping man
continued to use her slim inner thigh as a pillow.

“So, there you have it,” Donna winked, “You can now escape… or
tie him up before he wakes.”

“Oh, can I do that?”

“Not today,” Donna replied quickly, aware of the damage that
she had already done to Sam’s male ego.

To make it
worse, the pink shorts had surreptitiously tightened again around
Sam’s neck, holding their prey in place as Sam regained
consciousness. The student seemed to be getting a kick out of Sam’s
attractive but confused brown eyes staring up at her.

“One wrong move from you, Sam,” the woman giggled on her power
high.

Sam looked up
at the young woman in dismay. How the hell had her slender thighs
and tiny pink shorts with the showy strapping up the side knocked
him out so easily.

“Slim adductor muscles can just catch the blood flow,” Donna
smiled sympathetically.

Sam climbed to
his knees and when the student didn’t let go, he climbed to his
feet, leaving the giggling woman hanging upside down from his
neck.

“Put her down, Sam?” Donna sighed.

Sam wrapped
one arm around her shoulders and one around her legs and caught the
woman as she happily dropped down into his embrace.
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Sam had worked
late, and it was after midnight when he arrived at Donna’s small
flat. The storm had soaked his clothes by the time Donna’s sleepy
eyes opened the door and led him inside. Almost without a word, she
slipped off her robe and slipped back into her warm bed.

“Let me warm you,” Donna mumbled, her blue eyes barely open
beneath tangled blonde hair.

Sam stripped
off his suit and eagerly climbed under the covers. He tried to kiss
her, but Donna pulled her legs up towards her body and guided Sam’s
head down beneath the duvet and between her strong inner thighs,
“Nuzzle in,” she whispered, guiding his mouth against her underwear
by feel alone. Another small adjustment and his nose made her
quiver.

She loved the
feel of Sam’s breath between her legs, so warm and rhythmic and his
touch so comforting. His cold lips were almost kneading against the
silky white fabric that pulled tightly around her hips; pretty
flowers that were usually kept hidden from the world.

“You’re so cold,” she breathed, closing her thighs around his
head. She smiled as the sound of Sam’s breathing changed. Slow deep
breaths as he sucked air against her body; her underwear moulding
around his features with every breath.

She held Sam’s
head tightly between her legs and slowly thrust her hips against
his face, “Control the head,” she mouthed to herself, remembering
her lesson. With the head trapped, the fight was won. Restricting
an opponent’s breath made it impossible for them to fight back. The
victim would have to lie still, conserve what little air Donna
allowed, and hope like hell for her mercy.

She crossed
her ankles and bent knees to seal Sam’s fate. No one had ever
escaped her from inside this position. How could anyone compete
with her legs with no air and only ever seconds away from her
mischievous thighs from putting them to sleep.

But this
wasn’t a fight, it wasn’t even about the oral sex, this was Donna
holding on to her man. He may well leave at some point, but for now
he couldn’t leave her bed.

For Sam,
completely enveloped by Donna’s strong warm legs, the world seemed
a long way away. Her thighs felt wonderful around his cold head,
but the pressure, scent and captivity they inflicted was driving
him to the edge of orgasm. He wanted Donna to grab his cock, but
even he couldn’t make sense of the words that his crush lips
mumbled into Donna’s underwear.

“Meditate Sammy,” Donna called easing the pressure of her
thighs against his ears for the briefest moment, “Focus on my
movement as I’m going to take away all sound.”

Her thighs
gripped more tightly, locking Sam in a dark and silent world. Her
core muscles pulsing sending vibrations through her bottom and
legs. Sam tried to caress her legs, but Donna’s strong legs quickly
disciplined him. Little by little, her thrusting movements slowed
as did Sam’s breathing. His seemingly headless body lying
peacefully against her.

“Does that feel nice,” Donna mouthed, delighted by Sam’s slow
breathing and occasional aroused moan.

Donna had
previously taught meditation and she knew it could produce an
almost hypnotic state that should not be abused. Okay, maybe just
this once. She straightened her legs and flipped instantly into a
figure of four hold. She pulled her underwear down and stretched it
over Sam’s head so that he was effectively inside her inside out
panties with the tight fabric just another barrier to escape. With
everything still locked away under the privacy of the duvet, Donna
thrust herself against Sam’s face and his ever-loving tongue.

It was an
amazing orgasm after which Sam seemed to fall back into his
meditation with his lips still on her vagina. Donna peeked under
the covers to see Sam still caught up inside her panties and she
was just too relaxed to free him.

She reached
for the lubricant and then for Sam’s ever hard cock. His narrow
waist was beautifully toned and his muscles twitching as she
massaged his penis.

The bull like
bucking climaxed and then slowed, and Sam lay peacefully moaning
into her body. Donna stretched down to unhook her taut used
underwear from his head and pull it back on to her hips. She then
opened her legs.

“Stay down there,” Donna whispered, unwilling to let Sam move
too far from her clit.

She rolled on
to her back and pulled her feet closer so that Sam’s head and body
was in the ‘V’ shaped gap beneath her legs. His face pushed up
against her bottom, and her legs snaked up over his head and chest
with one arm caught in between.

“Relax,” she breathed, extending out her legs so that the full
weight of her thighs pinned him to the sheets.

“Can you kiss me?” Donna snuggled closer, lovingly nuzzling up
against him. She had always been wary of sexual intercourse and of
men who tried to force it on her and keeping her partner’s lips
between her legs felt both intimate and safe.

Sam was
sexually and physically exhausted from his insatiable new woman.
His arms wrapped lovingly around her body and his eyes started to
close.

“Think of this as a low security prison,” Donna
breathed.

Sam’s eyes
flicked open in surprise, gazing up through the small gap between
Donna’s thigh and the sheet.

“Prison with privileges…”

Sam moaned
with arousal as Donna’s fingers ensnared his cock.

“But try to escape and I’ll put you straight into Supermax,”
Donna moaned as she stroked, “Reverse head scissors. Clamped shut
for the night.”

Sam climaxed
again.

“Now go to sleep…”
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Donna again
looked sheepish the next morning. She had vague recollections of
Sam’s arrival the night before which seemed to tally with the
sleepy man still wrapped up in her thighs. Her panties had somehow
managed to enmesh both her hips and Sam’s head and her arousal was
infused throughout.

“How did you get in there?” she asked as Sam tried to
disentangle his head from Donna’s underwear.

“You certainly warmed me up,” Sam blinked sleepily.

Donna beamed
as if that fact justified Sam’s obscenely intimate overnight
incarceration, “No, really, how did you get in there?”

Donna’s
flowery white underwear was caught around Sam’s neck, with the
elasticated material with the pink and purple daisies forcing him
up between her round cheeks.

“Did you do this?” he smiled, pulling against her
lingerie.

“Not intentionally,” Donna giggled, “I think we’ll have to cut
you out!”

“And it the one time your thighs are open, and I could
escape.”

“Yes, well you’d better get out soon before I change my
mind...”

Donna eased
her underwear down off her hips, allowing Sam to emerge from her
crack and venture down her thighs. From there she could stretch her
panties back over his head to release the gorgeously dazed guy from
his incarceration.

Donna sprung
to her feet, pirouetted and stretched her arms to the sky, “I must
remember that hold.”

“Is it an official hold?” Sam asked, downing the nearby glass
of water in one gulp.

Donna was now
adjusting her stretchy white panties that were looser than the
night before, “It’s doesn’t feel the same without you in here,” she
smiled bashfully, “You don’t want to go back in…?”

“Maybe after coffee?”
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Saturday
morning was still stormy as Donna and Sam ran back from the café.
No sooner had Donna closed the front door, she unbuttoned and
slipped out of her jeans and boots. She was now dressed only in a
black long-sleeved top and black underwear as she led Sam into the
small lounge.

A little over
excited, she undressed Sam and then pushed him backwards on to her
couch, “Sorry, but I’ve always wanted to do this to you,” she
hiccupped as she dropped down, sitting sideways on Sam’s face.

She ran her
fingers along the join between her tanned thighs and the white
sofa. She was just a regular girl sitting on the couch, Sam’s head
was so deep in the couch cushions that he didn’t seem to exist, and
she almost felt foolish talking in the empty room. She shuffled
back slightly so that Sam’s nose gave a lovely tingling sensation
between her cheeks and a sliver of air could filter down into his
mouth.

Donna’s whole
body was tingling, “Wow, the ultimate control,” she breathed with a
slow and long exhale.

She
straightened her black top and plucked a stray blonde hair from the
bulge of her breasts, “Fuck, I feel so powerful,” she mouthed,
“Fuck, you’re mine…” She bounced gently on the head that was
trapped somewhere deep beneath her in the soft cream couch
cushion.

“How does it feel?” she trembled.

Sam moaned
incoherently. Donna may have taken control of his body, but not
even he had control over his raging erection.

Donna opened
her thighs and leaned forward to see the edge of Sam’s face showing
slightly beneath her huge thighs. She closed her legs again, placed
her hands neatly in her lap and sat up straight. This was the
respectable girl her parents always wanted, but hell she was
sitting on a man’s face! They said she would scare men away, but
Sam’s cock was huge, and he was moaning sweet nothings lovingly
into her bottom. Mind you, there was little else he could do.

Donna sighed
in satisfaction as she leaned back on her wonderful seat, “No head
means no say in what movie we watch,” she teased.

“Movie?” Sam muffled, “How long are you sitting
here?”

“By bottom is in need of a long lazy day today… and it doesn’t
want to move anywhere…”

“Can’t… get… out?” Sam was barely intelligible.

“My butt and gravity?” Donna breathed, “You’re fucked
darling.”

Sam blindly
reached up to tickle Donna, but she had the advantage of height and
sight and quickly dug her fingers into his taut ribs. His body
bucked and his slim muscles tensed.

“Hey,” she giggled, “If I close my thighs, you really are
finished!”

Sam’s attempts
to get out from beneath her continued until she reached for and
squeezed his cock. Instantly he stopped fighting and pushed his
hips up into her hands. His body was gorgeously slow and gentle and
his moans on climax were muffled, but still cute.

“Wow…” Sam was now laughing into her bottom as he tried to
stand up.

“No, I’m seriously not getting up,” Donna panted, “I hope you
don’t have a problem with that?”

“How long?”

“Most of the morning, I guess.”

A shiver of
both excitement and fear ran through Sam’s body. Freeing his head
from the soft couch while seventy-five kilograms of strong athletic
female curves sat on his head was impossible and even trying to
escape was met with a playful, but firm pinch of his nipples. Donna
ignored his cries as she played with his balls before turning her
fingers on his rock-hard penis

“Donna, I need some air,” Sam gasped as his sore cock climaxed
again.

Donna
responded by opening her thighs by an inch until his blinking left
eye just showed at the apex of her crotch.

“Truce?” his lips fought to form the single word under the
compress of butt.

“No.”

Another wave
of excitement mixed with claustrophobia mixed with arousal
overwhelmed Sam and he cried out in confused excitement.

“Control the head,” Donna whispered to herself, a smile on her
grinning lips.

“By sitting on it?”

“It works for me…”

“My cock,” Sam moaned, wishing like hell that his erection
would subside.
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As Donna
watched the movie, her body relaxed, and her glutes softened and
sunk down to mould even more snuggly around Sam’s face. It was
lovely to feel his warm breath and occasional movement and his nose
had happily come to rest in a very pleasant place between her
cheeks. She had perspired a little and the moisture had helped Sam
slide even deeper.

She reached
her hands behind her and traced her fingers along her panty hem.
She followed the contours of her round cheeks and followed the
black fabric down between her buttocks until her fingers touched
the side of his head.

She then
started to play with herself, gently stroking her clit, until Sam
had taken over. His touch was so much nicer, and she had rewarded
him by spreading her legs wider and covering herself with lube.

Sam had
enjoyed it too, the thrill of bringing Donna to orgasm, while
focusing on every small change in her body. The gentle movement,
each moan and each tremble as her arousal built. It was comforting
knowing that this was his life for the morning, the intransigent
girl was not going to let him go free. He could take his time and
learn and improve with feedback from her body.

His face
compress trembled as she climaxed, the scent of her arousal was
strong as her thighs quivered and closed completely. Sam was now
trapped in total darkness with his life dependent on Donna giving
him air.

“Donna?”

“Mmm?” she purred, parting her thighs and looking down at Sam’s
one visible eye.

“What’s it like out there in the real world,” Sam
asked.

“I’ve only taken away your head,” Donna replied, playing with
Sam’s cock through sleepy eyes and long lashes.

“And my mind…”

“Mmm, and your kisses are giving me goose bumps…”

“This is wrongful imprisonment.”

“Yes… but there’s nothing you can do about it...”

Donna’s damp
pants, round cheeks and unyielding smothering weight was playing
with Sam’s mind. Again, she flicked his nipples and brought him
back under her control as her fingers continued to enjoy the slim
curves of his gym tones body. Finally, she tensed her legs, rolled
forward and stood up, her tacky buttocks peeling away from Sam’s
face.

“No!” Sam exclaimed, blinking with dazed eyes and reaching up
to pull Donna back by the hand.

“Something missing in your life?” she smiled
cheekily.

“Yeah!”

Donna grinned
as she dropped straight back down, her damp underwear back on his
face. She leisurely adjusted herself until Sam was as deep into her
body as possible, “Is that better?”

“I can’t believe I gave up my chance of freedom.”

“Neither can I… and you really shouldn’t encourage
me…”

“What if I asked you nicely?” Sam moaned, hugging Donna’s legs
down onto him and thrusting up with his bouncing cock.

“There’s no fucking way I’m moving,” Donna giggled, “You just
signed your life away!”
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Donna and Sam
spent the next hour intimately enjoying each other’s body. Sam’s
lips had found her butt hole and the anal sensation was incredible.
Sam was now completely hidden somewhere beneath her trembling hips
and quite how he was still breathing down there was a mystery.

Donna’s last
orgasm had been even better as her trust in this gorgeous man grew.
By controlling his head, she had full control over his body and his
cock, and she was increasingly desperate to consummate their
relationship.

“I know I’ve institutionalised you and you can’t live without
me on your face,” Donna started.

“I know,” Sam mumbled.

“That’s okay I plan for you to spend most of your life down
there... but, umm, can we make love? she asked
nervously.

Donna was
still nervous about intercourse. She clenched her fists and sat
upright with her closed thighs ensuring that Sam remained in total
sensory deprivation as she built up her courage.

She jumped up
suddenly, bouncing on the balls of her feet as she pulled her
crumpled lingerie from between her legs. Sam seemed surprisingly
composed as he scooped back her long blonde hair and let it flow
down her back.

“It’s okay,” he whispered.

He peeled off
her black top and bra and let her acclimatise to his touch against
her breasts. He then eased Donna back against the wall and gently
pushed himself inside. He stopped as she cried out and then
continued gently as she pulled him closer. He now knew the rhythms
of her body and went as tenderly as he had with his tongue. Donna
moaned in delight as she climaxed and then hugged Sam as he
came.

“Was that nice?” Sam breathed.

Donna giggled
nervously, secretly delighted to have enjoyed penetration, “Wow, we
did it,” she mouthed, too shy to make eye contact.

“That was amazing.”

He knew what
the embarrassed girl wanted, and he unwrapped his arms from her
waist and pulled her hand as he lay back down on the sofa.

“You’re crazy,” she exclaimed.

“And you’re naked,” Sam replied as her naked round bottom sunk
down on to his face.

“We’re sweaty,” she trembled, sliding around on his face until
Sam’s features seemed to interlock between her cheeks.

“Let me know when you want to make love again…” Sam
mumbled.

“Oh, I will,” Donna grinned, pulling a blanket around her naked
body.

 


*

 


Sam
wants to get Inside Donna’s Blue
Jeans




“I feel like your toy,” Sam smiled as he lay on the thick cream
rug.

Donna just
smiled back sweetly.

He was naked,
Donna had eagerly undressed him as soon as he had arrived an hour
ago. Donna, however, was still wearing her blue jeans and black
woollen top and was sitting proudly astride his waist. The
television was on, but neither was really watching.

Sam was
trapped, with Donna’s sitting obstinately astride his waist, and
with her thighs pinning his arms to his side. He had long since
given up trying to escape from beneath her seventy-five kilograms
of fit curves as the only result had been a raging erection. He lay
watching her smouldering blue eyes that were partially hidden
behind wavy blonde hair.

He really did
feel like her toy; her eyes lighting up as she reached behind her
to hold his cock. Her eyes giving away her excitement as his
mummified body moaned in pleasure.

“Your body is like a straitjacket,” Sam moaned, every struggle
making his cock more erect.

“I know...”

“At least undress,” Sam asked hopefully, her high waisted jeans
so perfectly containing her hips and so securely buttoned up around
her waist.

Donna gently
dug her nails against the tip of Sam’s cock and watched his
reaction with a mischievous smile. She slid further towards Sam’s
chest and pressed down with her full weight, drawing a moan, as she
pulled off her top to reveal her toned body encircled by her black
bra.

Sam strained
to sit up in the hope of unbuttoning her jeans with his mouth.

“You really want to get inside my jeans?” Donna
teased.

“Take them off…”

Donna’s
fingertips were now circling his penis and bringing him dangerously
close to the edge. The crotch of her jeans was flirting with him,
tight and stretching as if fought to contain her body.

“You want to get inside?” Donna repeated, pressing her palm
gently against Sam neck and bouncing her butt on his chest. He was
gorgeous and he was totally hers as she rode his thrusting
climaxing body. He was grinning inanely as she moved her hand to
his chest to feel his heartbeat.

“Want a drink?” she smiled.

“Freedom at last,” Sam smiled deliriously.

“I thought you wanted to get inside my jeans?” Donna whispered,
unbuttoning the warm denim and lifting up from Sam’s chest so that
she could wriggle the tight material over her hips. The jeans were
now at her mid-thigh with Donna kneeling on Sam’s chest to hold him
in place.

“Come in,” Donna trembled.

She rolled
over and helped Sam ease his head through the gap between the
waistline of her unbuttoned jeans and her damp panty crotch. There
had been a time where Donna would have embarrassed by her damp
underwear, but now she had the confidence to let Sam’s lip knead
the wet fabric.

“You see, you wanted me inside…” he breathed.

“What I really want is to pull them back up with your head
still inside…”

“Wow, yeah.”

“You must be a masochist,” Donna giggled, “If I could enclose
you in my jeans, I would never let you out.”

Sam kissed
Donna until she orgasmed and then stayed between her legs as
Donna’s shrieks reduced to cute breathy cries.

“Even you can’t pin me to the floor while you get the drinks,”
Sam goaded.

“I don’t need to,” she replied, her voice breathy, “You’re
going inside my jeans like you wanted.”

“What?”

Donna sat up
and pulled her hair back over her bare shoulders, “I mean I’m going
to put my dirty jeans over your head and lock them up!”

She released
her grip so that Sam could turn his head and look down inside her
jeans that were still pulled midway up her thighs. The air inside
was warm and dark and heavy with Donna scent.

“They’re not ripped,” he smiled.

“No, they’re airtight.”

“Will I be able to breathe?”

“I don’t know! I’ve never put anyone inside them before!” she
laughed, secretly delighted by the image of Sam pleading for his
life from inside her padlocked jeans.

She squeezed
her thighs around his neck, leaving Sam grinning as she slipped out
of her jeans, and then gave a mock frown as she held them to her
nose.

“Oh Sammy, what an evening you have in store,” she smiled as
she reached for his cock.

“Oh yeah,” Sam moaned from inside Donna’s Alcatraz-like hold,
his zoned-out body then moaning even louder as Donna ran her nails
up his penis. She then danced her fingers around his tip and
watched his beautiful model like body thrust blindly against her
hand.

Her powerful
thighs had now cut off his air so they could enjoy the special
moment of ultimate trust. Donna’s beautiful blue eyes smouldered
dangerously as his hands strained to open her thighs. Suddenly
there was an explosion as he climaxed across them both.

Donna slowly
unwrapped one leg from the other and looked down at the delirious
man in her lap, “Time to zip you away…”

Sam lay
motionless on his back, both physically and sexually exhausted,
while Donna sprung to her feet and then dropped down to again
straddle his waist. She peeled off her black woollen top and
unclipped her black bra. She could see that Sam wanted to kiss her
breasts and she duly leaned forward to smother him. It gave her a
nice yoga stretch in her hips even if her untied blonde hair was
now a tangled mess.

Donna’s sexy
jeans, bunched up on the floor beside him, looked strangely
intimidating; cute on her hips but totally incapacitating over his
head. Sam waited for his moment, listening to Donna’s breathy
moans, before pushing up against her shoulder and trying to roll
her over. Instinctively, her legs spread to balance herself and her
arms tightened around his neck to create an enforced pin against
her chest.

“How did you not move?” he cried.

Donna’s lips
were pursed as she released him from her breasts and twisted his
arm back against its joints. She scooted up his body and sat on his
neck with her calves folded back beneath Sam’s shoulders. Her left
thigh now pinning Sam’s outstretched arm back against the end of
its natural range.

Sam looked up
pleadingly at the woman who was so adept at controlling his pain.
Right now, she was teasing him with the pain. The ache, mixed with
her aroused scent, resulted in an uncontrollable erection, but her
slightest movement, just the smallest twitch of her hips and he
would be screaming in agony.

“I love this hold,” she breathed, “so gorgeously tempting to
just pop your shoulder out of its socket.”

“My cock,” Sam gasped.

“I’m actually applying the lock to your shoulder, Sammy.” With
a swish of blonde hair, Donna looked behind her and nodded
approvingly, “Oh I see…”

“Why does every hold have me between your legs?”

“Mmm… you are in a very intimate pickle.”

“Too fucking sexy…”

“Well, all the more reason to hide you away in the underworld,
Sammy…” she smiled seductively.

 


*

 


Donna picked
up her used blue jeans and zipped and buttoned them closed. She
then started eased the warm fabric over Sam’s head.

“How can I kiss you from in here?” Sam’s voice was
gravelly.

“We’ll find a way.”

Sam could see
and smell her arousal growing. Her black lingerie crept forward on
to his lips and her seeming huge thighs, that could snap his
shoulder in an instant, were intent only on working her vagina
closer. Sam kissed her, and was still kissing her, as Donna pulled
her jeans fully over his head, pulled them tight around his neck
and slipped a padlock through the belt hoops.

“How does it feel?” she breathed.

“I love your scent…”

“So, am I safe to release your shoulder?” Donna’s left thigh
was twitching wickedly, almost wanting to crush its beloved
prey.

“So warm,” he breathed

“Good! I’ll get the drinks.”

Sam smiled to
himself. It was strangely intimate being locked inside the space
where Donna’s body had spent the day. He pulled at the padlock and
then at the jeans and laughed to himself as his predicament sunk
home. He climbed gingerly to his knees, naked other than for the
jeans, and turned warily with his outstretched arms.

“Oh, you poor thing,” Donna called.

Sam pulled at
the jeans in the hope of finding a hole to see out, “The denim’s
thinner here… must be the crotch,” he called back.

“Probably… you know I wear those without panties.”

“Oh fuck…”

“You’re enjoying that!” Donna exclaimed, sinking back down into
the sofa with her wine glass in hand.

Sam followed
her seductive voice and edged forward on his knees towards her open
legs, his hands probing her semi-naked body.

“What a beautiful evening,” Donna sighed with a long and
contented exhale, “That lovely autumnal smell.”

“I’m not getting that in here.”

“Guess not.”

“What part of your jeans is this?” Sam panted, pulling at the
material now taut across his face.

“Mmm… that’s the butt.”

Sam attempted
to stand up in search of Donna’s mouth but was quickly pulled back
as Donna used the jeans trouser legs to draw Sam’s head deeper
between her legs.

“A lover on a leash,” she breathed “I can lead you
anywhere…”

“But of course, you lead me here,” Sam smiled, trying to kiss
her vagina.

Donna tensed
her thighs and watched her adductor muscles flex and meld around
Sam’s head. Keeping them tensed, she pressed against the hard
muscles that formed an inescapable human lock around his head.

‘These girls have got you Sammy,’ she mouthed to herself, her
fingernails pleasuring her own legs.

Wrapping Sam
in her jeans was a wonderful way to control the pace. His doting
eyes and naughty lips would normally be in control of her by now.
Locked safely in his cell, she could savour him and bring her
anxious mind into the moment.

Other than
being masked, blindfolded, and enveloped in her sent, Sam was free,
and his hands felt wonderful as they explored her body. She wrapped
her hands around the back of his head as if it was her saddle.

“Fuck Donna,” Sam mumbled breathlessly, “First you’re in these
jeans… and now I am!”

“What a bummer.”

“I want to kiss you!”

“I know you do…” This was too wonderful for words. A man
desperate to be set free to worship her.

Sam tried to
pull free, but the human lock tightened around him.

“I think I should tether you, Sammy…”

Donna lifted
herself up, her black silk underwear peeling away from the sofa’s
cream fabric. She reached down between her legs to feel the hot
damp lingerie. If only she could sink back down onto Sam’s head;
what better place to keep her lover than beneath her hot bare
cheeks.

But this time,
she had to settle for sitting on the bunched-up jean trouser legs.
Sam was now tethered, and she could open her legs, lean back and
sip her wine happily as the funny denim covered head did its best
to stimulate her pussy.

“How long are you keeping me inside your dirty
laundry?”

Donna lips
smiled but didn’t reply.

“Donna?”

Again
silence.

“I just wanna kiss you,” Sam begged.

He was panting
breathlessly on the rationed air that filtered through the used
denim. He ran his hands over her hips and pushed them down inside
her underwear. He was longing to make love to her again, but right
now his arousal required more air than Donna’s dirty jeans
allowed.

His breathing
was fast and deep, and her fingers explored the way the worn blue
denim expanded and contracted around his nose and mouth. She could
tell that his mouth was open, and his tongue was pushing at the
unbreakable denim barrier.

Donna smiled.
Sometimes she touched herself when she was wearing these jeans,
especially when she was naked underneath. The tight denim gave her
a tingling sensation and she loved how restrictive and imprisoning
they were when buttoned up tight around her waist. Now Sam was
inside, with his lips just as eager to escape as her vagina had
been earlier.

“What’s it like to be trapped in there?”

“I love the scent, but fuck, I want to feel your skin against
me,” Sam gasped.

“Sensory deprivation…” Donna arched her back and stretched
up.

She turned her
fingers on herself and cried out in surprise at her sensitive
touch. With no one to see her, she pulled her lingerie to the side
and placed the hot panting denim against her bare vagina.

“Can you smell me?” she mouthed.

“All I can smell is days of your gorgeous body twisting and
straining inside my prison,” Sam’s cried, his cock aching from over
stimulation.

“Naked body,” she corrected.

Sam let out an
aroused cry.

“If I unzip you, will you kiss me?” Donna asked.

She lined up
the jean’s fly with Sam’s mouth and pulled down the small zip.
Sam’s tongue blindly pushed out and quickly lapped her vagina. This
was decadent in the extreme, but nobody could see. She propped her
feet up on the edge of the sofa and spread her legs to enjoy the
touch of her tethered man.

“Fuck! Fuck!” Donna cried, “I love your tongue.”

“Is that all I am?”

“Yes… forever inside… girl’s… jeans…” Donna was struggling to
talk.

With the
stimulation building fast, Donna reached down and closed the zip.
Sam moaned as his tongue tried to break out. Again, the denim held
firm.

Suddenly,
Donna jumped up and eased Sam backwards on to the rug. She dropped
down to straddle his body and slowly eased herself on to his erect
cock. She was trembling as her weight forced him deeper, but she
felt strangely confident, as if she was alone in the room

“I so want to make love,” she cried, almost in
surprise.

“I can’t see you…” Sam gasped.

Donna’s hands
went to the padlock, more to make sure that it was locked than in
any attempt to release him, “Locked…” she mouthed, her mind
drifting into ecstasy.

“You have the key?” Sam begged.

“Oh wow…”

“Donna?”

Sam was now
too close and blindly gripped her hips as he thrust upwards.
Helplessly blinded by the woman’s jeans, he focused on her cries,
timing it so they climaxed together.

His cock was
still deep inside her as Donna flopped down on to his body and
hugged him. She kissed his lips through the denim which was now
damp from perspiration.

“I’m sorry, but I really enjoyed that,” Donna
whispered.

“So did I.”

“I didn’t feel shy with you… shut away.”

“You were wonderful,” Sam replied.

Donna beamed.
She had never enjoyed intercourse this much.

She unzipped
the fly and peered into the dark interior until she spotted one of
Sam’s eyes, dilated and blinking with moisture. Her own face was
flushed with tangled blonde hair falling forward as she grinned at
him.

“Wouldn’t it be funny if I couldn’t find the key?”

“Donna!”

“Okay wait,” she smiled, zipping him back inside and standing
up to tease his sightless head with her bare feet.

It was lovely
not to feel self-conscious as she rolled her hips and glided away
to fetch the key. Sam’s head was moving in response to her every
sound, but he was sightless and so could do very little until she
used the key that was now clenched in her fist.

She strutted
model-like across the room, feeling sexy and confident as her bare
breasts swayed. She stopped, turned and walked back to her
sightless man. She dropped down to sit astride his waist, making
Sam cried out in surprise which in turn made her giggle. His erect
cock was again between her legs, and she held it against her bare
vagina.

“Now I could unlock you Sammy, or …”

Sam felt for
her hand and pulled the key from between her fingers. Donna watched
as he threw the key across the room where it landed behind the
television cabinet.

“I’m going to spend all night in here, aren’t I?” Sam
sighed.

“Well, you are now,” Donna replied

Sam’s muffled
moans filled the room as Donna lifted to let him push inside her
once more.
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They made love
for a second time and then lay together on the floor with Donna
playfully kissing Sam through the back seam of her jeans. She toyed
with the padlock. She knew she had to let him out, but she was
reluctant, and a little embarrassed, to look him in the eye.

“You know I’m shy about sex,” she sighed, “so it was nice
having you inside there.”

“I just love making love to you,” Sam replied.

“Even in there?”

“Anywhere.”

“Thank you, Sammy… you won’t be mad when I let you
out?”

Donna fetched
the key and knelt next to him as she unlocked the jeans and pulled
them free to uncover his doting eyes.

“I can’t be sure, but I think something amazing happened while
I was in there,” Sam smiled.

“Yes, it did,” Donna smiled shyly, “Twice!”

Sam propped
himself up on his elbows and sipped the long-awaited wine.

“So…” Donna hesitated.

“So?”

“So, I can pin you down again…”

Sam finished
his wine in one gulp and leaned over to kiss Donna’s erect
nipples.

“Well, my face is a little cold…”

Donna giggled
again as she sprung up and helped Sam to his feet.

“I guess I could warm you up,” Donna whispered, her gaze at the
floor and only glancing up shyly to make brief eye
contact.

“It might cut down my options for the evening.”

“You can kiss me, worship me, touch my…”

“Butt?”

Donna bit down
excitedly on her lower lip.

“It’s easy to get you to sit down… harder to get you to stand
up.”

“I promise it will be warm under there.”

“Are your panties clean?”

“Not really… but I can take them off?”

Sam loved the
look of excitement in her big blue eyes which he found impossible
to disappoint. Donna smiled shyly, turned and eased her high cut
black silk lingerie from her round cheeks.

“Clean now?” he asked

“You’ll find out.”

“By then it will be too late. You won’t let me out.”

“I know.”

“But I do know where the keyhole is… well both of them… it just
that picking the lock is a long and intimate task.”

“Stop it,” Donna begged, all big eyes and fluttering
lashes.

Sam kissed her
lips one last time before lying down on the cream sofa, His head
was already sinking into its soft deep seat cushions, on ominous
sign as Donna’s long legs circled him.

Donna turned
her back on him, used her hands to part her cheeks and sat down on
his face. Sam’s head was gone, and she was just an innocent girl
sitting on the sofa. Sam had already found her butt and his tongue
was circling her hole. Her whole body was trembling, almost shaking
from the wonderful sensation.

“Clean or dirty?” she breathed.

She already
knew the answer.

 


*

 


Bondage
Wrestling with Donna




Donna and Sam
arrived early to set up for the next class. As usual, Sam strode
confidently into the hall and Donna rolled her eyes as she watched
him show off with a single pull up on the bars. She loved his shows
of male arrogance as they were her cue to bring him back under her
spell.

"Come here,”
Donna called, her leather belt in her hand.

She had been
looking forward to this lesson. For Donna, escaping from an
aggressor wasn’t enough. The aggressor had to be punished.

“Today’s class is about restraining your attacker,” she purred,
blonde hair flowing as she flicked her head.

“Is that really part of the course?”

“If anyone tried to attack me, do you think they would be free
to leave?”

Sam loved
Donna in this defiant mood and pressed his erection against her,
his mind more focused on his instructress’s short pink shorts that
the day’s lesson.

“You know that mean things happen to those who don’t
focus.”

“Do they?”

“Aha,” Donna whispered erotically, pressing herself against
him.

“Love your breasts in this top…”

With dazed,
lovestruck eyes, Donna twisted his wrist and easily forced her
lover down on to the mat.

“Fuck the class, let’s go home,” Sam breathed.

But for Donna,
a man trapped beneath her was foreplay and she knelt on Sam’s back
as she wrapped her brown leather belt around his wrists and buckled
him in tight.

“Wanna know my second favourite way to tie up a man?” Donna
whispered, the thin pink fabric of her shorts now sticking to her
hot body.

Sam moaned in
arousal as Donna rolled him on to his side, eased down his black
gym shorts and tied one end of a piece of soft white rope around
the base of his balls. She knelt above him using the leash to tease
his erect cock as Sam kissed her inner thighs. With Sam hopelessly
distracted, she threaded the rope back between his legs and tied it
to the belt that bound his wrists.

“Wow,” Sam gasped, “If I struggle, I’m just gonna
cum.”

But Donna’s
doting smiled was interrupted as her other students entered the
hall, “Quick, lie on your front,” she whispered as she jumped up to
change into her white Kimono and tie her long blond hair in a
ponytail.
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The other two
women lined up and bowed to Donna while excitedly watching Sam. Sam
smiled back as casually as possible.

“Self-defence may involve incapacitating your opponent,” Donna
explained.

“He looks stuck,” the slimmer of the two women mouthed, almost
to herself, as she sub-consciously rubbed her palms on her shiny
orange gym shorts.

“He is,” Donna smiled proudly, “Wanna see why?”

“No, please, Donna,” Sam begged, the tugging rope making his
erection even more conspicuous through his black shorts.

“I’m sorry, darling,” Donna replied, crouching above him, and
pulling him on to his side, “but this is so fucking
hot!”

“But I’m gonna cum!” Sam hissed back as the students
approached.

The slimmer of
the two women bounced down on her haunches and mouthed silently as
she saw the rope tugging around Sam’s ball.

“These techniques can give you time to get away or get him
arrested,” Donna explained.

Sam was
helpless to stop the women teasing his cock with their bare feet
and looked up frantically in the hope of catching Donna’s eye. Just
at the last minute, she rolled him on to his front and sat down on
the back of his head to muffle the cries as he climaxed.
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“Did you enjoy the class?” Donna purred as she leaned across to
the driver’s seat to kiss Sam.

“Fuck Donna,” he mouthed, “I want a rematch when we get
home.”

Donna just
giggled.

 


*

 


An hour later
and Donna dropped to her knees on one side of the large white rug.
Her shimmering cream bra and panties tugged against her heaving
breasts and barely covering her strong buttocks. Her big made-up
eyes smiled, focusing only on her opponent. She opened her legs a
little wider and rolled her hips provocatively. Her long blonde
ponytail swishing ominously as her pent-up body swayed in constant
motion.

“My opponents usually end the fight begging for mercy,” Donna
purred, her fingertips exploring her inner thighs.

“Not this time Donna,” Sam replied, flexing his
biceps.

Sam was
kneeling on the opposite side of the rug, wearing only black boxer
shorts which bulged with his conspicuous erection. He watched his
opponent warily as he glanced down with pride at his gym sculpted
chest.

“Are you afraid of me?” Donna teased.

“Dream on, sweetie.”

“Sweetie? You’re brave.”

“I can handle you.”

“You know you don’t get the luxury of tapping out from my holds
today,” Donna whispered her voice hoarse with excitement, her eyes
flicking to the fifty meters of soft white rope curled up on the
mat between them.

“I’ll soon tie your hands,” Sam breathed, his cock bouncing
approvingly.

“Tied hands? That’s no fun,” Donna giggled, “I’m going to tie
you my favourite way… somewhere much more exciting!” Her hands
played with the damp slither of fabric that disappeared between her
legs, while her nipples tingled with excitement.

Then without
warning, Donna sprung forward only for Sam to catch her wrist. She
breathed out in surprise, long lashes fluttering over her wide blue
eyes as Sam twisted her wrist, forcing her down on to the rug.

Her
single-mindedness mixed with her temper usually destroyed any
opponent, but Sam had got inside her emotional, and now physical,
defences. She hated to be vulnerable, but somehow that
vulnerability felt nice with Sam.

She leaned in
and kissed his lips. Sam eased his grip as he kissed her back, his
spare hand brushing over her erect nipples. His grip tightened as
he forced her arm behind her back, her head coming to rest in his
lap.

Donna could
feel the primeval terror as he forced her other arm behind her back
and wrapped the soft white rope around her wrists. She was on the
verge of panic when Sam rolled her on to her side to kiss her.

“Please, down there” she begged breathily, spreading her
legs.

“Be patient.”

Donna stared
as Sam unclipped her bra and kissed her nipples. If felt nice, but
she wanted him against her clit.

“Fuck, yeah,” she cried, “Deeper!”

With Sam now
lost between her thighs, her white teeth bit down on the knot that
tied her wrists, pulling and struggling until she was free.

Meanwhile, her
doting opponent gently kissed her vagina, working his tongue in
circles when Donna’s legs sprung closed. Sam looked up to find that
she had freed her hands, and seconds later she reached down,
twisted him arm and forced him down into the rug. She spun and
dropped athletically on his lower back, her tanned curves sinking
ominously down on to his trapped body.

Her thighs
drew together in a pincer movement, wedging his arms together
behind his back in a lotus lock. She slowly squeezed her thighs
further, forcing Sam’s hapless arms to draw together behind his
back.

“This makes me so fucking horny,” Donna panted.

“How the hell did you escape?” Sam gasped.

“I told you that you had to do more than tie my
hands.”

Sam was
moaning, more in lust than pain, as Donna picked up the soft white
rope, ran it seductively through her fingers and then over her
shoulder and along her neck. It awoke her body to a dangerous
level, its touch so erotic as she ran it along her inner thighs
that were still holding Sam in his edgy prison.

“So soft,” she trembled, its touch tickling her tensed abductor
muscles.

“That feels so nice!” Sam moaned as the soft cotton rope
clinched tight around his wrists.

“Nice? You are so fucked,” Donna whispered, “I’m gonna let my
body do whatever she wants tonight…”

“I’ll get free.”

“No, you won’t, darling…”

Every flick of
Donna’s fingers and every beautifully tied knot was tightening the
loops of rope that encircled Sam’s wrists. She worked slowly,
stopping every now and then to squeeze her thighs tighter.

Donna’s body
could be merciless, her thighs tensing and crushing in response to
every bid for freedom. Sam lay beneath her, panting deeply on the
edge of orgasm.

Donna finally
climbed off his back and sat on her haunches to watch Sam
struggle.

“Where’s the end?” he panted.

“Nowhere near your fingers, darling.”

Sam struggled
to his knees, his ineffective gym sculpted muscles immobilised by
Donna’s knots. With a wry smile on her lips, Donna pulled the spare
ends of the rope tightly around his waist, pulled down his boxer
shorts and tied the rope around the base of Sam’s balls. The
pressure only made his cock harder.

“Now if you try to pull your arms to the front…” Donna let out
an inadvertent giggle, “… your cock will move to the
back!”

Donna slipped
her silk negligee over her body, the fabric swishing against her
blonde hair before being dropped to the floor. She loved the feel
of free and exposed breasts, especially as Sam watched open
mouthed.

“Can I?” he gasped, edging forward on his knees, and gently
kissing her panting lips.

“Asking my permission?” Donna smiled, “You must be feeling
helpless…”

Sam mumbled
dreamily as he leaned forward and gently kissed Donna’s breasts,
his tongue circling to stimulate her nipples. His touch felt
wonderful as did his hot panting breath against her skin. She loved
the look of his muscular body encircled by rope. His shoulder
blades protruded, and his traps tensed as her ties held him in a
defenceless position.

“Let me untie something,” she murmured. Sam looked up and
moaned in frustration as she untied her ponytail and shook out her
long blonde hair.

“Bitch,” Sam smiled.

Donna grabbed
his cock, quickly easing her grip as her fingers danced over his
penis.

“So nice,” Sam cried.

Donna
interlaced her fingers around his neck and then edged backward on
the rug. Sam lost his balance and fell into her body, his fall
broken as his head landed on her thighs. She opened her legs
slowly, letting his helpless body slide down between her legs until
his lips sunk deeply into her cream panties.

Donna gasped
in mock surprise before her fingers pulled away the silk fabric
that separated them. She lay back and wrapped her fingers around
Sam’s head to guide him into place.

As Sam’s lips
glided slowly across her vagina, Donna took another length of rope
and tied it around his neck. She ran it around the small of her
back and knotted it tight around her waist. She then looped the
rope around her thighs and lashed them both to Sam’s neck.

Donna climaxed
slowly and lay on her back with her hair splayed out across the
mat. Sam’s eyes craned upwards, puffing as he tried to lift his
head from her damp crotch. Suddenly, he cried out as the weight of
his own writhing body against his cock made him climax.

“That was wonderful, but I have to go now,” Sam smiled, his
tongue still exploring Donna’s crotch.

Donna just
giggled as she lovingly squeezed his head between her thighs.

“I used to fantasise about climbing harnesses…” Donna breathed,
aimlessly, “… how they pulled tight around my waist, against my
thighs… and between my legs. So intimate and so
helpless.”

“Is that what I’m in?” Sam called.

“Yes,” she purred, “and with my sexuality hanging from a cliff
I can’t possibly release you.”

She reached
for the open Champagne bottle and poured it into her open mouth
from a height. She then poured some on to her belly button and
shivered as the cold sparkling liquid bubbled its way across her
shaved crotch and was lapped up by the captive man lying face down
in her lap.

“Oh wow,” she mouthed as his tongue lit up her body.
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Donna slowly
picked at the knots that bound Sam’s wrists, bit by bit releasing
him from the rope. She then carefully loosened certain of the ropes
that held them together and eased forward, rolling Sam on to his
back until she had him in a tight schoolgirl pin.

“Now I can see you… and touch you,” Sam mumbled proudly, his
hands mapping her body.

“Yeah, but you’ve still got a girl sitting on your face,” Donna
replied.

Sam looked as
though he was going to make a bid for freedom until Donna again
eased her lingerie to the side and let him kiss her vagina, “So
easy to control a man,” she murmured.

Donna’s breath
was heavy with arousal as she slowly took another rope which she
slipped through Sam’s neck rope, up over her thigh and through the
rope that was tied around her waist. She pulled it tight and felt
her body clinching down on to Sam’s neck. Sam barely noticed as his
tongue pushed a little deeper into her body.

Donna’s
manicured fingers gripped and tightened the knots and she sat back
and watched in delight as Sam’s aroused struggles pulled the knots
into almost steel-like locks.

Sam stopped
and looked up from Donna’s tight schoolgirl pin, his features
dwarfed by her thighs.

“Keep going,” she breathed, “These are constrictor knots. I’ve
threaded the ends back through the bight, so they are almost
impossible to untie once pulled tight.”

Her breath was
accompanied by a high-pitched aroused moan as she explored how her
body felt in her new living harness. She pushed her hips to explore
how her crotch and inner thighs felt as they moulded to Sam’s
face.

“Donna,” Sam panted, pulled hopelessly at one of the rock-hard
knots.

“Too late now,” she breathed.

Donna rolled
up on to her knees. Sam’s neck followed, with Sam desperately
clinging to her thighs to prevent being hung.

“It’s not often that the schoolgirl pin is the kinder
position,” Donna whispered, easing her full weight back down on to
his face and neck.

“I feel like part of your body,” Sam panted.

“The more aroused I get, the deeper you go…”

“And the less likely you are to release me.”

“Oh, you’re fucked darling,” Donna’s damp crotch grinding
against him.

“Does this mean I’ve lost the fight?” Sam smiled.

“It depends on your definition of ‘lost’,” Donna smiled,
reaching behind her to clasp Sam’s cock. With his nose pushed into
her panties and his eyes losing focus, he climaxed and shuddered
under her weight.

Donna eased
up, lifted his head, and tucked her ankles together beneath his
neck.

“I can’t get any deeper,” Sam croaked, his body pinned
helplessly by the Amazonian woman.

Donna leaned
forward, her red gloss nails swishing away blonde hair, “Sorry,”
she bit her bottom lip, “but it gets worse.”

She slowly
crushed her thighs together until they almost touched, engulfing
Sam’s face. Sam stared up through the deep ravine of her thighs to
watch her quivering lips break into a giggle.

Donna then
reached for a tie down strap and looped it beneath her calf muscles
and up over her thighs. She threaded the end through the buckle and
started to tighten the one-way strap.

“Well, you were hoping to tie me up,” she mouthed, “this will
clinch my legs together and make me a helpless captive
too…”

“With me inside?”

“And with your lips on my vagina,” Donna trembled, “there won’t
be room to move after I’ve strapped us together.”

The soft skin
on Donna’s inner thighs touched and then her abductor muscles
melded together as the thick strap tightened, drawing her usually
powerful thighs securely together. Sam was now lost from sight. She
could feel her thighs and calves forming a box around his head with
his tongue against her vagina.

She
straightened her back, placed her palms on her thighs and slowed
into her yoga breathe. She had taught yoga for a time, and she
imagined her students watching her dominate her man.

She squeezed
lubricant between her clinched thighs and used her fingertips to
ease it down into the depths of her crotch. Her fingertips could
just reach Sam’s mouth and she stroked him as the lubricant rolled
down into his mouth and was transferred by his tongue on to her
vagina. She pulled her fingers back out and let her slippery thighs
reseal his tomb.

“Fuck, you feel so nice in there,” Donna whispered
huskily.

She reached
behind her for Sam’s erect cock and enjoyed the feel as he swelled
even larger as she forced her bottom further back on to her
haunches. Sam always climaxed harder with semi-asphyxiation and
this time was no different. He shuddered in ecstasy beneath her and
then tried to talk.

Donna looked
down at her sealed legs, “What?” she smiled. His lips felt
wonderful, but they were currently so deep against her that they
were useless for speech.

“You want your jeans?” Donna questioned, “Well you’re certainly
not putting them on!”

She reached
for Sam’s discarded clothing and waited as he blinded rummaged
through his pockets. He finally pulled out a small box, flicked it
open and held it up above his head.

“Oh my god!” Donna cried, clasping Sam’s hands.

Sam kept
mumbling.

“Oh fuck, if you keep talking, I’ll cum in your face again,”
she cried, “I get it… it’s a ring!”

But Sam was
determined to ask the questions and painstakingly sketched each
letter of his marriage proposition on her goose bump covered
legs.

“Oh Sammy, why did you have to ask when I’m being so fucking
cruel!” Donna moaned, pulling in frustration at the female flesh
that consumed his head like a vault.

Donna loved
wrestling as a way to release her anger and to sate her sadistic
streak, but now she felt embarrassed, “My stupid thighs,” she
cried, “This strap is locked and the key’s in my bedroom… which was
kinda where you were going later on.”

He started to
spell out his proposal on her thigh for a second time.

“I get it and the answer’s ‘Yes’!” she cried.

She slid the
ring on to her finger to admire from all angles and then squeezed
his hands, “Oh fuck, I finally have a fiancé and he’s locked in my
crotch!”

Sam tried to
talk, but his words meant nothing in the real world.

“I’ve heard about men going on one knee, but this?”

Sam’s tongue
encircled Donna’s labia again as he enjoyed her aroused scent. This
was so Donna. She was ‘sorry’ that she had tied him up and turned
him into a human dildo, yet seemingly had no intention of releasing
him. If anything, her weight on his face had increased. He kissed
her again and then let his face melt back against her body.

Sam had chosen
this time to propose for a reason. He wanted to convince this
self-conscious girl that her strength and dominance was beautiful.
He couldn’t see her face, but the way Donna’s aroused hips
continued to grind against his face she seemed to appreciate the
gesture.

Donna leaned
forward on her arms, lifted up and eased them both forward, “Oh
fuck, too nice,” Donna cried as the movement forced Sam’s lips
deeper into her body, “If I orgasm every step of the way to my
bedroom, we’ll have to peal these panties off your face.

“Strap?” Sam slurred, his voice jut vibrations through her
body.

“It’s locked!” Donna cried in exhausted and exasperated, “It
will only tighten.”

Sam’s hands
moved from her breast to the strap that ensnared her thighs.

“No!” Donna laughed out loud in maddening delight, “My legs
will crush you like a car press!”

They reached
the kitchen where Donna stopped to drink Champagne from the bottle,
wiping bubbles and stray blonde hair from her red lips. She poured
some between her legs before the two conjoined lovers edged slowly
forward.

“The clock is ticking on this Champagne, sweetie” she
hiccupped, “If we can’t free you from this harness soon, this
Champagne is coming your way”

They inched
slowly towards the bedroom, both panting with laughter and Donna’s
dishevelled hair now sticking to the perspiration on her bare chest
and flushed nipples.

“Fuck, so horny,” Donna cried, her glowing body motionless as
she enjoyed the feeling on Sam’s tongue inside her.

Sam’s cries
were building.

“Okay, now stop or I really will pee in your face!” Donna
begged, reaching her fingertips into her crotch in a desperate
attempt to separate them with a sliver of silk.

Finally, they
reached Donna’s bedroom, and she leaned forward, crushing his face
beneath her as she stretched for the key to the strap. Still
straddling him in a schoolgirl pin, she hurriedly unlocked the
strap and spread her thighs to reveal Sam’s damp dilated eyes.

“Hi?” she mouthed bashfully.

She couldn’t
understand his reply.

She tensed her
thighs and softened her weight on Sam’s mouth, “You’ll have to take
your tongue out of my vagina, sweetie…”

“Hi fiancé,” he panted.

“Oh wow! I love you down there,” she moaned, “My body is just
floating.”

“Floating?” Sam smiled, his hands on her hips in an attempt to
lift her buttocks from their snuggled fit around his
neck.

“Mentally,” she giggled, “Physically you’re still
fucked.”

With Sam’s
neck still tied tightly to Donna’s crotch, they carefully contorted
their bodies up on to the bed and Donna lay down on her side with
her thighs still clinched around Sam’s neck and his mouth and nose
still muzzled by her panties.

“I’ve caught my man!” she mouthed to herself.

Sam’s gentle
touch brought goose bumps to her soft skin as he explored her body
and finally turned his attention to the knotted rope around her
waist.

“No way, sweetie,” Donna purred, writhing in delight on the
bed.

Sam climaxed
again as Donna’s legs closed in around his head.

“The harness is permanent now,” she breathed dreamily, “I said
‘yes’.”
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