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“What happens after the BDSM seduction.”

—Romantic Times BOOK Reviews Magazine

 


“A life-changing book for me—an excellent portrayal
of an extreme yet loving BDSM relationship, and of a submissive who
finds power in her identity.”

—Annabeth Leong

Author of Untouched

 


“Some have said that romance and BDSM don’t combine
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— Jean Roberta, Erotica Revealed

 


“Full of just about every type of sex game you could
imagine, Blind Seduction is not just about sex.
It’s about trust and love, showing just how true Leslie and Phillip
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Chapter One

 


Leslie stood in the foyer of her home, luggage by her
side, wondering what her husband had planned for the long weekend.
She assumed they would go to Maine, where several late-summer
indulgences would await. She imagined lobster dinners, soaking up
afternoon sun, shopping and strolling the boardwalk. But when
Phillip added a well-stuffed bag of toys to their luggage, Leslie
knew he had other plans. Their tenth anniversary was taking a
different, atypical direction.

Wife and husband exchanged glances. “I guess
boardwalk browsing is out?” Leslie asked as they strode to the
car.

Phillip nodded. “I think you’ll like the
alternative.”

Leslie climbed into the passenger seat of the car.
After securing her seatbelt, Phillip handcuffed her left wrist to
the gearshift of his car, then her right one to the footing of her
seat. Leslie giggled. “You’ve guessed we’re not heading to Maine,”
Phillip said. “But I’m not going to spend this trip watching you
guess where you are going.” He drew a blue cotton blindfold from
the backseat and placed it over her eyes, drawing it tight around
Leslie’s head. Then he reached across her and leaned her seat back.
“Now lie back and just let everyone think you’re napping.”

With that, Phillip kissed her lightly on the check
and started the car.

Blindfolded, Leslie grew sensitive to every little
nuance of motion during the car ride. She tracked the direction
they traveled, various speeds, the passage of time. Indeed, within
several turns, Leslie knew they were accelerating up the entrance
ramp of the nearest highway headed north.

But north to where? Twenty minutes later the car
slowed, then stopped briefly. Phillip rolled his window down. She
heard the click and whir of machinery, then his window went up and
the car’s acceleration resumed. The Massachusetts Turnpike, Leslie
realized. Now they headed due west. They had to be: To the east was
Boston; and she was sure he had no intention of taking her into the
city. That would be too routine a plan.

Phillip started up a CD Leslie was familiar with. She
used the album to measure time. Within an hour and two songs into a
second CD, Leslie realized they had traversed a large part of the
state. She grew attentive to nuances of the road: slight dips,
potholes, hills, curves. She read a range of lateral motion, from
swerves to lane changes. She tensed when she heard trucks approach
alongside; their drags caught and pulled so strongly it felt as
though Leslie and Phillip might be swept into their wakes and
toward imminent wreckage.

Leslie’s sense of vulnerability grew with each
passing hour. Phillip couldn’t entirely hide their direction from
her, since occasional roadside breaks were necessary, but he did
keep her distracted. Early in the trip, he unbuttoned Leslie’s
blouse and exposed her breasts—to the whole world, she was sure—and
countless times, he reached over to grope her. Once, a semi passed
them on the right and, when it pulled ahead of them, Phillip
laughed.

“He flashed us a thank you with his lights,” he
claimed.

Seven hours into their trip, Phillip parked the car
and turned off the engine.

“Don’t go anywhere,” he quipped, and climbed out of
the car.

He shut his door and a sharp click followed: Phillip
had locked the doors remotely.

Blindfolded, she could only wait and hope she was in
a safe place. She trusted Phillip’s judgment, but that didn’t
prevent a host of other reactions from welling up inside her.
Wonder, fear, and anticipation made her quietly nervous.

All she could do was wait.

After what seemed an eternity, Phillip returned to
unceremoniously unlock the doors and pop the trunk open. Leslie
expected to be freed from her cuffs and was ready to haul their
luggage (although how, blindfolded and in uncertain circumstances,
she could not imagine). Phillip’s first words startled her.

“The bags are in the back.”

“Yes, sir,” a male voice courteously came from the
rear of the car, and Leslie realized they weren’t alone. She heard
Phillip’s door shut again and hers open. She startled again. Who
was here?

“Stay put. I’ll help you out,” Phillip said to
her.

He came around to Leslie’s side of the car, uncuffed
her, and helped her out and to her feet. “I take it the blindfold’s
not coming off?” she asked.

“Not any time soon,” Phillip answered firmly.

Leslie’s heart raced at this piece of news. However
simple a blindfold might be, it let her indulge in the pleasure of
sensory deprivation and she knew from experience that the longer
she donned it, the keener her other senses would eventually become.
She knew, too, that the commonest of erotic touches would be
transformed into something extraordinary and exquisite, something
transporting and heady. An eager smile grew across her face.

She heard people hustling about her and it made her
blush to think they were witness to her compromised state. Leslie
struggled to trust the situation without panic.

Phillip placed her hand upon his arm and guided her.
Her first steps felt stiff; but each became more sure and measured
as she regained her land legs.

Leslie sensed her world and pieced it together, step
by step. She felt dizzy from the unseen world surrounding her.

Phillip guided her up some broad and deep steps. Step
up, two steps forward; step up, two steps forward, and so on, five
times. Hinges groaned as a presumably massive, old door was opened.
Leslie sensed wooden floors in what she presumed to be a lobby,
judging by echoing sounds floating about. Phillip walked her
forward for an indeterminable distance before stopping. The bold
sound of cogs, wheels and wire lurched into action: an old
elevator. A noisy, rattling ride up that lasted minutes. Leslie
could not estimate how many floors they passed.

Soon after, their room. But even then, Phillip didn’t
remove the blindfold. He sat Leslie on the bed and she felt the
mattress sink deep while a wooden frame moaned.

“Let’s freshen up and then get us some dinner,”
Phillip said. “Stay put. I’ll see to you myself.”

Leslie heard him rummage through their bags, then
head to the bathroom. She heard the toilet flush, then the sink
run; followed by a familiar rustle of clothing as Phillip
undressed. Leslie knew the sound well; often, he would put her
naked and blindfolded on all fours on the coffee table at their
home and strip down enough to fuck her. Leslie listened intently
for cues, unable to make any out.

She heard Phillip approach, the smell of leather in
the air. “Stand and take off your clothes,” he ordered.

Leslie knew the ritual well: Undress quietly and
capably, fold the clothes, set them aside. She’d done it
blindfolded countless times before.

Once naked, Phillip handed her a lace blouse with a
zippered front that felt sheer and revealing. Leslie gulped. He
hadn’t handed her a bra. She zipped it up, but Phillip’s hands
corrected her effort by unzipping the top a few inches.

“Spread your legs,” he said matter-of-factly. Leslie
complied and within moments felt cold leather pressing into her
pussy. It was clearly a chastity belt, cupping her crotch and
embracing her waist. She felt Phillip put a small padlock in place
and close it. A full skirt, hem falling below her knees,
followed.

Phillip placed a hairbrush in her hand. “I want to
put your hair up.”

Leslie froze. If she had any hopes of the privacy,
they now fled. Wearing her hair up meant they were going out.

“Sir, the blindfold.”

“Ah, yes. Keep your eyes closed.”

Leslie put the brush to her hair, pulling it through
her tresses. Submissive dedication welled inside her as she kept
her eyes shut and brushed. She knew other submissives might decide
this was the perfect moment to employ a little wily defiance and
peek, but she couldn’t in all honesty defy him. Phillip intended to
keep her from knowing her surroundings. She wasn’t about to spoil
his game plan.

“Ready, sir.”

Phillip stepped in front of her, took the hairbrush,
and her gathered hair from her.

“No, not in a pony trail. A French twist.”

Leslie sighed and braced herself. Phillip brushed her
hair back over her head, struggling with each stroke to change its
direction. Then the twist went into place, pulling at her scalp.
She felt prodded and poked, but didn’t complain.

Then she was on Phillip’s arm again, her every step
shepherded. Leslie quickly focused on navigating an unseen world.
How many steps did it take from bed to door? What direction did
they take when they left their room? How many steps to the
elevator?

After a series of steps and turns, Leslie and Phillip
entered a dining hall. The smell of food, the clinks and clatter of
dinnerware, and the buzz of human chatter told her so.

“Wait here,” Phillip commanded.

Leslie was suddenly without the benefit of Phillip’s
presence. Standing amid people made her feel instantly more
vulnerable than being left in the car. Were people looking at her?
Would they respect the collar around her neck; the ownership it
implied?

When a hand touched her elbow, Leslie jumped.

“Shh, it’s just me. Ready for dinner?”

Leslie could barely squeak “yes” as Phillip led her
into the dining room and to their evening meal.


Chapter Two

 


Phillip seated Leslie and placed a napkin in her lap.
She reached forward to rest her hands on the table and subtly
assess her surroundings. Touch told her she sat at a banquet table,
old and heavy, and made of carved wood. It was suitable for many
people, as opposed to an intimate table for two. Then Phillip
touched her hand. The cool touch of metal encompassed Leslie’s
wrists. A rapid click and lock told her Phillip had shackled her.
Leslie knew the other hand was soon to join the captivity.

“Master?”

Phillip leaned from his seat and put his arms around
her, nuzzling her hair with a kiss. “Not to worry. Everyone here
will respect what I’m doing to you.” He brought his hand to her
breast, petting her. “Although they will, no doubt, enjoy watching
you, my darling.”

Leslie relaxed and giggled. She took in what sounds
she could single out and apply meaning to. People spoke all around
her. Stray words wandered within earshot; little snippets of
conversation that teased her.

A server approached and shared the evening’s
selections. Phillip ordered prime rib and a carafe of red wine.
Other people now joined their table and introduced themselves.
Leslie heard the crinkle of leather and vinyl as clothing shifted
while rounds of introductions came and went. She remained passive,
feeling all the more ornamental because she couldn’t freely engage
in the goings-on.

“Is this your little lady?” the droll voice of a
woman asked.

“My wife,” Phillip divulged. “We’re celebrating our
tenth anniversary.”

“Congratulations. I can see why ten years have come
and gone. She’s quite a prize, if I may say so.”

“Thank you,” Phillip answered. “She pleases me.”

Leslie knew by the sound of his voice that he was
smiling. Then, without warning, he proved his words. He reached for
her blouse, tugged its zipper open, and felt her up in front of the
apparent mistress. Leslie moaned, giving herself to her master’s
hand.

Phillip pinched and pulled on her nipple. She fell
into a wave of submissive helplessness. He laughed wickedly.

“My, my, and she’s responsive too,” the Mistress
admired. Phillip stopped teasing Leslie’s tit, but left her blouse
completely undone. An “excuse me” over her shoulder told her the
server had brought their salads.

“Lift your skirt, my dear,” Phillip said.

Handcuffs prevented Leslie from spreading her skirt
as she lifted it, so she instead drew her skirt as high as
possible. Thank God the chastity belt is in place, she thought.
Leslie’s sense of safety evaporated when she felt Phillip fumbling
at the belt’s lock. It opened, exposing her cunt.

“You’re going to need every ounce of concentration
when you eat tonight,” he chuckled to her. She felt Phillip’s
fingers at her clit’s knob, pressing and massaging. Did he intend
to make her come? She stiffened at the possibility, afraid of being
forced to display an orgasm here at the table, before an unknown
number of people.

Instead of masturbating her, Phillip spread a cool
slickness across Leslie’s clit and downward over her labia. Then
the smell of it hit her-pungent, minty. Muscle rub!

Icy ointment. Leslie loved how its warmth spread over
her cunt, mimicking her arousal with slow intensity. She loved how
it teased her and made her wet, but she hated how it made her
oh-so-ready to come without ever actually helping her orgasm.

Phillip knew it, too, which only enhanced her
dilemma. Ointment was the perfect hands-off way to ensure her
sexual tension and continued submission. He laughed as he locked
her back into the belt. And well he should: The ointment and her
anticipation of its effects already had her.

“Poor thing,” he cooed. “Why don’t you try to divert
yourself and eat your salad?”

Leslie sighed. “Can you help me find it, Sir?”

Phillip sighed back sarcastically. “Picky, picky,” he
teased good-naturedly. “Of course.”

Leslie felt clumsy, feeling for the plate, amazed
that a blindfold and pair of cuffs could so dramatically change the
simple act of dining. Not to mention how a simple shift in her
posture spiked the icy rub’s warmth a notch higher, creating an
irresistible tension and longing for relief. She wanted to
come.

Leslie eventually found her fork (and discovered the
formal setting of multiple utensils in the process), felt for her
bowl, and began blindly stabbing at her food. Lettuce was barely
noticeable; cucumber slices resisted; cherry tomatoes scooted
across the bowl. One even escaped and, Leslie assumed by the
laughter that ensued, traversed the table for some noticeable
distance.

The handcuffs fatigued her. Funny how forcing her
hands together taxed her shoulders and made them ache as she moved
and ate. More than once, she imagined losing her composure, if only
for an excuse to weep and beg for their removal.

But she knew she wouldn’t. Her need to comply made
her forge ahead. She wouldn’t complain until, truly, she couldn’t
go on.

So Leslie struggled. She struggled to pierce her
food. She struggled to get it to her mouth and keep it from her
lap. She struggled to maintain some modicum of dignity as she
resisted the lust that the rub created in her. It was a terrifying,
frustrating and, in the end, exhausting process.

She was left breathing hard. Pausing, a sound caught
her ear and when she recognized it, she froze and stiffened in her
chair. It was the sound of someone else’s breathing, someone
panting in a pace close to her own.

A man.

He sounded intrigued, perhaps aroused. And he was not
Phillip.

Leslie knew the sound of Phillip’s breathing. She
knew its tenor and tempo, especially when he was turned on. This
man sounded similar to Phillip, but she knew whoever watched her
now was a stranger. Her wits aware and working, Leslie quickly
decided to signal to Phillip without causing a scene that might
harm the evening’s mood. Leslie sat, poised to eat but frozen in
place; her gaze, such as it was, fixed in the direction of the man
she had detected. Phillip noticed and leaned toward her.

“A problem with your food?” he murmured near her ear.
His question was merely a ploy, one that brought him close enough
to follow her blindfolded stare. When his eyes settled on the man
in question, he kept his ploy in play.

“I think not,” he surmised. “Seems someone else has
distracted you.”

Phillip stared at the man and memorized his features.
He appeared to be in his early 30’s with a face the shadows would
love. Strong-jawed, his nose long and lean, tapering to a wide
mouth, lips slim but pursed, his hair swept back from a high
forehead. Any woman would consider him handsome. His eyes had a
lean, wolfish look to them with a hue of blue so light it appeared
gray. Those eyes could flash anger as easily as ecstasy—and they
stared at Phillip’s wife.

Phillip cleared his throat and stared hard at the
man. It took some seconds before he realized Phillip challenged
him; and when he broke his gaze to looked Phillip’s way, he glanced
at his plate and mouthed “sorry” before returning to his food.

Good, Phillip thought, acquiescence. Just
what I wanted. He patted Leslie’s knee.

“You can eat without distraction now,” he said.
Leslie did as instructed and trusted the incident to the past.

The main course arrived.

Leslie wilted in her seat. If she could wish for
anything, it would be a break from the frustration that grew out of
this struggle. Couldn’t it be easy for just ten or 15 minutes, she
wondered?

Phillip’s voice was at her ear. “You could probably
use something to drink. Water or wine?”

“Wine, Master.”

She felt the rim of the glass at her lips, tipping.
The touch of warm wine followed and she opened her mouth to sip. It
felt merciful, and culled up memories of Phillip feeding her
various liquids through a tube gag; not all as innocuous as water
or wine. Always, she remembered how his piss went down broth-like,
warm, and salty, just like chicken soup.

Leslie titled her head back, signaling she’d had
enough. Phillip withdrew the glass.

“Your meat’s between four o’clock and six o’clock,”
Phillip said, “potatoes at ten, veggies at two. Speak up when you
need something to drink.”

“Yes sir,” she answered.

The tender meat and potatoes were easier to work
through than the salad. Leslie ate silently and capably, her
efforts only occasionally interrupted by a pinch of warmth between
her legs and the continuing sense of being a small ornament in a
large room.

Phillip, meanwhile, engaged himself in the
conviviality of the meal, chatting with his dinner neighbors.
Leslie smiled. He always does like to be in thick of it. But when
he started trading tales, she shivered. What she naturally kept
private, Phillip traded freely like a gregarious vendor at a swap
meet. When someone asked about how long she’d been blindfolded, she
squirmed, knowing exactly where the conversation might go.

“Since the start of our trip,” Phillip began.

When he revealed the part about her blouse, she
squirmed. When he told everyone about the truck driver, she blushed
so deeply her face was hot.

“Swear to God, you never saw a happier driver,” he
laughed.

Phillip’s tale entertained everyone. Leslie hoped
dessert and coffee would move everyone away from enthusiastic
storytelling.

Her hopes went unfulfilled. Reaching for coffee,
Leslie got a handful of banana cream pie instead. When Phillip
agreed a mistress’ slave could put a ready mouth to Leslie’s hand,
she blushed anew. And when she and Phillip left the table, Leslie
discovered a new humiliation: Thanks to the icy-hot rub, her thighs
were wet with arousal, and her every step was a slick
embarrassment.

 


* * *

 


Doors opened and they stepped forward onto what
Leslie imagined to be a veranda.

Cool night air breezed across her and hardened her
nipples. Night sounds called, serenades of tree frogs and nocturnal
insects. We must be near deep woods, she surmised.

But there were human sounds, too; noises wild enough
to startle and embarrass her.

Somewhere nearby, people fucked freely.

“Now there’s a sight you don’t see every day,”
Phillip cooed in her ear conspiratorially.

Another sound assaulted Leslie’s acute hearing:
Phillip’s zipper. She felt his hands upon her head, gripping her
hair, pushing downward. She fell to her knees and discovered his
cock ready at her lips.

She opened her mouth and Phillip stuffed his
semi-hard cock into her. He loved growing hard there, and he knew
Leslie would do her duty and suck him to a full erection.

Nearby, the other couple continued their noisy
fucking. Leslie licked and sucked Phillip attentively, using her
tongue to worship his shaft and press on that sensitive spot along
the head of his cock. Phillip was hard in seconds. He gripped her
head firmly and used her mouth, slipping his length deep into her
in slow, sensuous strokes.

“Be thankful I’m not fucking you to match that other
couple.”

Leslie whimpered; the other couple was now going at
it rapid fire.

“But I won’t spare you either, my darling.”

Phillip upped his pace. Leslie could tell he intended
to come.

“You’ve certainly figured out we’re at a private sex
retreat,” Phillip said while plunging his dick in and out of
Leslie’s face. “It’s a beautiful place, complete with dungeon. No
holds barred this weekend, my darling. I’m going to put you to good
and constant use.”

He fell silent, savoring his blowjob. Then: “I’m
going to whip you and display you, my little ward.”

Leslie whimpered with desire. She wanted to be
used.

“I’ll fuck you in front of others if I want.”

A lusty sound, almost a plea of eagerness, escaped
her. “I may even have that Mistress face-fuck you with a strap-on,
if she’s game, while I indulge myself up your ass. Think you’re
slave enough to accommodate my every wish?”

Leslie moaned.

Phillip fell silent and sped up his pummeling. Leslie
had enough awareness to presume he watched the other couple, but it
was hard to think of anything other than the cock in her mouth. She
became a sloppy portal; the sound of blood rushed in her ears like
swift whitewater. Her jaw, growing tired and numb, held its place.
A man nearby grunted and snorted in orgasm. Leslie could only
imagine how he blasted his lover with final stabs of penetration,
spilling his every effort in that wet cunt she could hear so
well.

“Oh yes,” Phillip moaned. “Yes, there’s so much to
do.” He thrusted deeply. Leslie choked to accommodate him, drooling
and huffing as he fucked her mouth.

“Maybe,” he gasped, “I’ll even let you come this
weekend. We’ll let the others see what a slut my darling can
be.”

Leslie moaned and struggled. Her mouth had had
enough. She didn’t think she could go on and began fighting
Phillip’s shaft.

“Stop that!” he ordered, forcing Leslie’s head into
place, his breathing already shallow. Leslie heard him utter a
series of groans, felt his cock swell in her mouth, and she knew.
She whimpered one last time, hopeful, begging. Phillip shoved his
shaft into her and, reaching for his orgasm, cried out. Leslie felt
his cock pulse and go shallow in her mouth as three sweet,
fulfilling jets of come spilled into her. She pooled it in her
mouth and didn’t swallow until he withdrew with a moan and tilted
her head upward. Leslie knew he loved to watch.

“Swallow,” he growled.

She did.

“Yes,” he said, still out of breath. “I’m going to
use you all weekend long.” He stroked her hair and drew her against
his leg. “It’s just too bad you won’t get to see so much as one
minute of it.”
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