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by Vivian Tease

In the city’s pulsing lights, Gregory and Isabelle blur the line between public intrigue and private fervor, flaunting their dom/sub dynamic with unabashed desire. Her submission begins with a daring command under the dinner table and escalates to a surrendered backseat performance, culminating in an unprotected, backdoor surrender that chains Isabelle to ecstasy. In the sanctity of home, their carnal dance tightens its grip, etching their bond in the throes of unrestrained bondage bliss.
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by Vivian Tease

“Oh God Gregory, just fuck me.”

A smile came to Gregory’s lips as she said those words. Half-hidden in the darkness he stood over Isabelle, looking down at her. She was lying on the bed, stomach-down, hands bound behind her back. Her feet were bent at the knees, tied at the ankle and attached to her wrists. A silk blindfold over her eyes blocked her vision and, save for the bindings, she was otherwise completely nude.

The night didn’t start out like this, of course. It had progressed as normally as any one of their dates would have. Isabelle and Gregory left their apartment together to dine at a fancy restaurant, La Cuisine. She was dressed in a smart baby-blue blouse and white skirt, and he was in a dashing red shirt with a black tie. They got to the restaurant where they ate, talked, and laughed together.

To all appearances they seemed like any other couple having a romantic night out. But his hold on her was present the entire time, invisible to everyone but them. She seemed to move on her own, but in reality she ate only when he told her to eat, drank only when he told to her drink. And when he told her to finger her pussy at the table, she hesitated for only a second before wiping her mouth and reaching down between her legs. She looked from side to side, glancing around the restaurant to make sure no one was watching.

“Did I tell you to look away from me?” he asked under his breath as he cut up some steak, implied punishment dancing just behind his words.

She snapped her gaze back to him immediately.

“No sir, I’m sorry.”

He looked at her but didn’t say anything. She opened her legs underneath the table, her skirt pulling taut at the knees. Reaching down to the hem, she clawed at it with her fingers and inched it up bit by bit. When it was at her mid-thigh she slipped her hand inside the garment, her fingers tracing along her inner thighs. She could feel the warmth radiating from between her legs already, and she’d only just begun.
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