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“We cannot be more sensitive to pleasure without being more sensitive to pain.”


 


—Alan Watts






INTRODUCTION


...And I guess that’s why I like bondage so much,” I announced loudly in line at a coffee shop last week. My best friend and I were chatting while waiting for our drinks, and the machine in front of us whirred away at a busy clip. Of course, my sentence was spoken at a higher decibel at the moment when the shop seemed to go unnaturally silent. After all of these years of being a shy pornographer, you’d think I’d learn. Based on the way people turned to look in my direction, I realize that bondage remains a buzzword right up there with fuck and anal. (Try saying anal in a public space and see the reactions you get.)

Ah, but you want to know the first part of the conversation, right? The part that led up to me saying “…that’s why I like bondage…” right? Well, the answer hasn’t  changed, not even after having edited anthology upon anthology on the subject. I am fascinated with the sensation of giving up, giving in, of putting one’s pleasure (and pain) into the hands of another. To me, bondage means “I trust you to keep me safe,” and yet BDSM can also mean “I trust you to hurt me.” Ooh, did you get a naughty little shiver from the base of your spine right up to the nape of your neck? I know I did. Because the most important part of bondage, of dominance, of all the slippery ways one can play with those concepts is trust.

But in the BDSM realm, trust involves crops, whips, blindfolds, handcuffs, paddles, belts, gags, and toys.

How deliciously, devilishly twisted is that?

For The Big Book of Bondage, I desired stories that delved into what bondage means to different couples. Sure, these couples are fictional, but their fragile emotions, their darkest desires, are as real as any off-the-page lovers you’ll find at your favorite club—or even at the coffee shop.

Which isn’t the worst place to discuss my favorite kind of kink.

I’ll be the silver-streaked girl in the corner, quietly drinking her shot in the dark and wearing the handcuff key on a string around her neck.
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Daniel sends the texts to her at the same time each workday, right around the time Aileen is shutting down her computer and wrapping things up at the office. All of the messages are fully spelled out, no demeaning the language with abbreviations or numbers substituting for words, typical of Daniel, although unlike the emails he will send her when they’re apart for more than the hours of the work day, the texts are utilitarian. No room for flights of the linguistic magic her poet-professor lover can weave. Most of them say the same thing: See you at the station. I love you. After three years together, the simple words still make her smile and fill her with warmth, even with heat.

Once or twice a week, though, Daniel adds a command.

Most often it’s the simple one: The usual.


He sends that text only on days he knows she wore a skirt to work. Because of Daniel, though, she wears skirts often. If it’s too cold to go bare-legged, which it often is in Boston, she wears either stockings or tall socks and boots. On The usual days, she slips her panties off in the restroom and tucks them into her purse, positioning them, as she knows Daniel wants, so they might spill out or be visible in their pink lace or leopard-spotted satin glory when the conductor checks her commuter rail ticket. It would be easy enough to put her pass in her jacket pocket or on a clip around her neck like many people do, but she doesn’t. Instead she’s always intentionally clumsy opening her bag. The conductor’s never said a word, but a few times she’s caught a funny look that suggested the panties were noticed, and got a little thrill, hoping it led the conductor to pleasant, sexy thoughts while riding the Littleton/Fitchburg route for the fifth time that day. She likes to think of it, as Daniel has taught her, as a public service she accidentally-on-purpose provides.

If Boston ever puts pass readers on the commuter lines like they have on the T and busses, this game won’t be quite as fun. Still, Aileen would be just as aware of her hidden nakedness, how she is doing Daniel’s bidding by secretly baring herself. The odds of flashing through a careless movement are actually small; she doesn’t wear very short skirts that might easily reveal her shaved mound and many piercings to unsuspecting seatmates.  Still, the chance is there, and even when she’s wearing a calf-length skirt and boots, almost as modest as jeans, some stray draft will remind her she’s shed her panties for Daniel.

Sometimes the closing-time text, instead of The usual, says Skirt up. Those nights, Aileen sits, in a careful simulacrum of carelessness, with her skirt tucked up behind her, her bare ass and thighs against the aged vinyl, which, winter or summer, is cool yet sticky. It’s much harder not to reveal herself on those days, hard not to flash her seatmates or the people across the aisle. It’s harder yet to conceal her growing lust, the need Daniel’s instilled in her from a distance. Sometimes, when Daniel orders her to sit this way, she leaves a slick of moisture on the seat, a trail betraying the whereabouts of an aroused woman.

And then there are the unexpected days. She never knows exactly what Daniel will demand when he’s struck by a whimsy of desire, but over the years, they’ve worked out a set of options that she can easily pull off in the restroom at the office before getting on the train. By now Aileen keeps a hidden arsenal in her prodigious purse.

Today, the text comes in just when she expects it. Its contents are a surprise, but not entirely. Nipple clips and balls. I love you.


Aileen’s coworkers think she’s a pack rat, that she carries paperbacks and snacks and a makeup kit worthy of Hollywood in her voluminous red purse. It’s partly  true, though she’s long since switched to a Kindle instead of the three or four books she used to carry in case of train breakdowns and other emergencies. The bag that looks like a makeup kit, however, contains mascara and one lonely red lipstick.

The rest of its secret contents, the things she takes care not to spill out when she actually puts on lipstick and mascara in the women’s room, are supplies for Daniel’s closing-time texts. A clit clip with decorative beads. Crotchless panties, ridiculous when she so often goes without panties anyway, but Daniel occasionally likes the look, and the fact that they’re slightly uncomfortable, rubbing on her pussy lips in a way that both irritates and, as a constant reminder of Daniel, arouses. A remote-control vibrating egg for her to bury deep in a cunt wet with knowing it’s under command. The remote function doesn’t have much range, so she knows Daniel will pick her up at the train station and probably take her out somewhere where he can delight and torment and embarrass her by bringing her to the verge of orgasm in public. Another vibe, this one with batteries, to use on herself before she leaves the office restroom. A garter belt, to go with the fishnets, both black and red, and outrageous black stockings with a rhinestone seam and Cuban heels—any of those might mean he’ll be taking her out to dinner, or simply that he’ll be taking her, as soon as she sets her purse down and is stripped to nothing but the garter belt and stockings. Bunny ears—that’s one of Daniel’s more unusual kinks, and one she  finds secretly giggle-inducing. Still, his reaction when she walks in the door wearing them is well worth the odd looks she gets on the train. She might not understand the fascination, but she can certainly appreciate that he’s fascinated.

The items she seeks this afternoon in the cramped white stall are silvery tweezer clips connected by a chain, and silicone ben wa balls.

Her breath catches as she takes the toys out, sets them on top of the toilet paper holder.

Her clit is already throbbing.

This set of toys is tricky. She’ll have to work fast to catch the train because she can’t leave her desk too soon no matter how complex Daniel’s instructions are, and if she misses the 5:45 she’ll have to wait at North Station with her nipples on fire and her cunt constantly teased for forty minutes before the next train home. The train ride’s long enough to be exquisite torture with the toys in place, bur that additional wait turns it to torture pure and simple.

Acting fast, Aileen strips her sweater half-off, leaving it around her neck. She shucks her red bra and shoves it into the depths of her purse.

The restroom is warm enough that the women in the office joke about saunas and cut-rate tropical vacations when they head there, but Aileen’s nipples stiffen as if the air is icy.

No, they stiffen as if Daniel is watching her undress, as if Daniel’s long-fingered hands with the sprinkling of  freckles are picking up the clips, as if Daniel, not Aileen, is pinching those pink nipples to make them even harder and more prominent.

Desire shoots through her, cuttingly sharp yet melting. Her hands want to linger on the softness of her own breasts. The temptation to draw out the caressing, to feel that surge of lust, is almost impossible to resist. Her already stiff nipples harden some more. She started getting wet as soon as she read the text and started imagining carrying out the instructions. Now, actually doing so, she’s flooding, the damp pressure of her red cotton hipsters, which she hadn’t noticed all day, suddenly an erotic torture. Aileen twists her nipples, telling herself it’s just to make sure she’s ready for the clips, and stifles a soft moan at the pleasure-pain.

No. Time presses, the commuter rail doesn’t wait for distracted perverts, and she’s lucky no one’s waiting yet for the occupied stall. Everyone wants to use the bathroom at this time of day, before getting on the T or commuter rail or beginning a walk to home.

She puts the right clip on and slides it to just the right degree of tightness, enough that she can feel it pressing snug and safe, but not so much that it will turn to agony before she gets home. Then the left. She’s biting her lip now, letting that small pain help her think through the delicious pain in her nipples. She lets the chain go then, hisses at the shock of its coolness against her heated skin. Too good. There’s no way she’s going to make it home this time without coming. One jounce of the train  might finish her, and she doesn’t even have the ben wa balls in yet.

God, the ben wa balls! She has to take care of those quickly. Aileen pulls her sweater down carefully over the clips, aware as she wasn’t before how the silk-cotton blend is both soft and ever so slightly abrasive. Then she eases her panties down.

Maybe she should have taken care of the ben wa balls first. The chain between the clips sways as she moves, tormenting her further. By the time she actually gets the panties into her hand, she has to use them to blot cunt juices from her upper thighs, shuddering with need as she does.

It’s easier to throw the panties out than stow the sodden bit of fabric in her purse.

Aileen smiles. She’ll have to tell Daniel about how she wished she’d carried out his commands in a different order because she was making herself even more crazy, how she’d thrown out a perfectly good pair of panties because they were too wet to carry home in her bag without making her wallet smell like rut. Daniel loves to know he can make her lose her mind even when he’s not with her, drive her wild with desire when he’s miles away teaching or working on his book or making dinner. Hearing it will make him even harder than he’ll be from knowing she’s wearing nipple clips and filled with a toy for him.

She’ll send him a text on the train to tell him, she decides.

Her hands are unsteady as she opens the little brocade-covered box that holds the ben wa balls. She puts one foot up on the toilet seat, even though there’s someone going into the other stall who might glance down and wonder what she’s doing.

The ben wa balls aren’t very large in her hand, but they feel surprisingly huge inside her, much bigger than she remembers them. She’s that swollen, she figures, that full of need and desire.

She wants to stay in that stall a few stolen moments, swaying back and forth to feel the balls’ subtle pressure, maybe playing with herself. Instead, she pulls her skirt down, zips her leather jacket, and heads off to the train.

Her preparations have taken long enough that she has to break into a jog to make it to the train on time. Each step tugs the clips on her delightfully tender nipples, sways the cool chain against her rib cage, shifts the ben wa balls so they tease places deep inside her. Each step reminds her, as if she could forget, how wet she is and how sensitive and swollen her clit has become. Each step reminds her how Daniel will have his hands under her clothes while they’re still at the station. She’ll probably have her first orgasm before they’re out of the line of traffic waiting to leave the parking lot. Ten minutes later they’ll be home, and ten minutes after that—or less if they just fall on each other in the foyer—he’ll be inside her.

She’s one of the last people to make it onto the train before they shut the doors. She must look wild eyed,  maybe feverish, because the conductor, a short, tired gray-haired man with a face like a rumpled sock, asks her if she’s all right. “Just ran for the train,” she says, and since it’s true as far as it goes, and she’s a little out of breath, he nods and waves her on.

She squeezes into a seat more than half-occupied by a large man in hospital scrubs, pale with exhaustion. He sprawls into sleep before the train reaches Porter Square in Cambridge, only minutes from North Station. Like a cat, her seatmate seems to expand as he relaxes. Even the heat of the stranger’s not terribly attractive body, the heat of his flesh pressing against her thigh and side, adds to Aileen’s spiraling arousal.

One hour. It takes one hour and ten stops to get home, where Daniel will meet her at the station.

At the fourth stop, she sends him a text: Balls before clips next time. You owe me new red panties. Agent Provocateur?


The panties were actually from Kohl’s, cute but inexpensive. She figures Daniel knows she wouldn’t throw out any of her few bits of high-end lingerie, but it’s worth a try. If nothing else, they’ll enjoy an afternoon in Boston browsing through the elegantly naughty store.

Predictably, she gets a text back: Provocateur? Name the date!


She responds, simply: After payday. She knows how budget-be-damned they get around great lingerie.

The track needs work, and there are places where the ride is rough, making her even more aware of the balls  inside her, of Daniel’s orders, of the way she obeys him because it brings them both wild joy. Each time the train stops or starts—and there are inevitably extra, unscheduled stops and starts tonight between stations—the nipple clips sway and the balls shift subtly, and Aileen feels it as a gift both from Daniel and for him.

At the ninth stop, the one before she’ll be safe in the car with Daniel, the train lurches and grinds into the station, jolting the clips painfully/blissfully. Aileen’s body can’t take any more. Her stomach muscles flutter, her cunt contracts, and the top of her head seems to dissolve as sensation overwhelms her. She has to fake a coughing spasm to cover the real spasms of her orgasm.

As she leans back on the seat, red-faced and trembling with the aftermath, Aileen curses Daniel and blesses him at the same time. He’s insane, expecting her to do this kind of thing for him, and she’s just as insane to go along with it. But she wouldn’t wish for either of them to be cured of this madness.
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Take them off. Please,” I whispered.

“Nope. I won’t.”

“Why not?” I twisted in the wind, basically. Not that I was outside; I was in our bedroom tied to the shelf in our walk-in closet. My arms sang with stiffness and I shifted again, my pussy so wet that I was barely thinking straight.

Twin nipple clamps bit into the tender flesh. They looked like little black steampunk alligators. Jaws designed to cause a good amount of pain but inflict very little damage. Any damage they produced would fade in minutes to hours. But at the moment, my pulse was pounding away, a savage drumbeat, between my thighs.

“Say your word,” Jack said.

I sighed. “Red?”

“Is that a question?” he asked, smirking.

“Um…” Damn, damn, damn; my mind raced. I could never remember my safeword. Jack’s theory was that if I truly wanted things to stop, I’d remember.

My eyes roamed the room. He always left a reminder of the word somewhere. The problem was we traveled a lot, and every room in our home was packed full of art and trinkets and…stuff.

“I’m waiting. And I’m getting annoyed,” Jack said. He touched my clit with the grip end of his nasty black crop.

I had that terror to deal with, but in the back of my mind I pondered what would come after the crop… Could I do it?

“It’s red,” I said, nodding. My eyes had settled on a red batik wall hanging.

“Wrong,” he said, nudging the nipple clamps with the grip of the crop. The pressure caused a biting pain to shoot through my nipples. Between my legs, the wet flex of my sex became even more distracting.

Jack took his time walking around me. He prodded my rib with the crop tip and I jumped. Then he slid the business end down the ladder of my spine, slipping it between my asscheeks before dragging it lower down the backs of my thighs. Every time he slowed or paused, I braced myself for the blow…and then he moved on. He reached my calves, stroking me with the slender crop, and just when I sagged a little, wondering if he  was ever going to do this thing, he delivered. The blow fell along the meat of my right asscheek.

“Jesus fucking Christ on a hobby horse!” I hissed.

“Silence, Virginia, unless perhaps you want to say your word?”

“It’s not red?” I blurted.

Another sharp snap of the crop, this time across the left cheek. A few tears slipped free of my blinking eyes, but my pussy was wetter than I could remember.

“If you wanted this to end, dear, you’d remember your damn word,” he said, pressing his lips to the back of my neck. The pressure right at the nape made the fine hair along my scalp bristle. A shiver shook me from top to toe.

“I…”

“You what?”

“I’m sorry?” I said. After all, it was my stupidity that had me in this bind. It was I who’d told his boss he didn’t leave work early on Wednesdays to go to physical therapy anymore but to hit a bucket of balls and unwind. I was the one who, at a dinner party, had informed the boss that Jack’s shoulder injury had been rectified months ago.


“Is that a question?” he asked for the second time today. Then he laid the crop down right across the flesh of my ass, spanning both cheeks and the crack. I jumped and sobbed simultaneously. I could feel that skin rise up like a candy cane stripe of flesh. The red would accent nicely to my lily-white ass, I knew. I could picture it,  and after all was said and done—after the fucking, the soothing and more apologies on my part, he’d take me into the hallway, give me a mirror and show me his handiwork. And it would get me wet and then…he’d fuck me again.

I was eager to get to that part. However…you had to walk through the fire to get to the other side. Or something like that.

“I’m sorry!” I really did feel like a shit for telling on him. I should have realized that he was simply carving out some time for himself alone. That it was a small white lie and he’d eventually stop doing it. My god. Why hadn’t I just kept my big mouth shut?

I twisted in the cuffs that loop through the overhead shelf and hoped, as I always do, that I wouldn’t manage to bring six hundred pounds of handbags, belts and sweaters down on my head.

Jack made his way around me and stared me down. Big dark eyes—almost black—flashed with annoyance but yes, also, arousal. His cock was hard in his trousers, and I could see his pulse jumping like a small fish trapped under his skin.

He wanted to fuck me. I just needed to remember that.

“Say it again, Virginia.”

“I’m sorry. I’m so, so, so sorry,” I babbled. My eyes darted around the room, though. Just in case I needed my word. I really had pissed him off this time. So much so that he’d delayed this punishment because Jack  believes you never do this bondage thing—that’s what he calls it—truly angry. So at least I knew he wasn’t truly angry…anymore.

“Good.” He gave a nod. “I forgive you, little girl.” He nudged the nipple clamps again with the grip of the crop and I gasped. I had almost forgotten those horrible things. The sting in my ass had distracted me. But he’d provoked them, and they seemed to be biting into my skin ten times harder than before.

“Please,” I moaned.

He reached out and unclipped one single clamp. First he ran the tip of the crop over my nipple, and when I sighed at the pleasantly painful feel of restored blood flow, he leaned in to lick the flushed tip. “Small mercies, Virginia. That was one.”

He left the other clamp and circled me again.

I squawked, I’m embarrassed to admit, like a chicken. Horny, irate and truly sorry. Couldn’t he see that in me?

“Like I said, small mercies, take them when you can. I took that clamp off, but you still owe me seven blows. I wanted ten, you only gave me three.”

“I…you…” I stammered frantically. My eyes were leaking tears I didn’t want to shed.

“Hush,” he said. And then the crop bit me on the ass, laying a new line of red flesh over a parcel that was just starting to calm down from his last blow.

“What was that?” Jack asked.

“Four,” I whispered, my voice hitching.

Five was hard and six was a bit less. By seven, eight and nine, I could tell he had backed off some, but my ass still throbbed like a giant heartbeat. Between my legs I was beyond wet. I was slippery, to be honest. I could feel the slide of fluid at the top of my thighs. The full and urgent feeling of a pussy that needed to be filled.

He pushed himself up against me. His cock was out and hard, pressing to the seam of my ass. He’d take me this way so that every thrust would brush my tender flesh and remind me.

“Yes,” I whispered, beyond ready. “Yes, yes, please…”

His lips brushed over my neck and shoulders and he speared me with three fingers, feeling how wet I was, tsking like he was ashamed of me when secretly he was thrilled.

He gripped my hips and moved me just so and then he drove into me, shaking my handcuffs and making me sob for other reasons this time. Good ones. I came almost immediately, my pussy gripping his thrusting cock and capturing each bit of friction he offered.

He wouldn’t last long, I could tell by the way he was breathing. By the grunts and the sighs and the restless whisper of his fingers on the meat of my hips. And then he reached around and took the end of the clamp in his fingers, tugged without releasing me. Stretching my fragile flesh and making pain slither under my skin.

Jack whispered “Small mercies” and thrust hard and high. He opened the jaws and set my nipple free. I  came when he gently stroked my skin. He thrust once more, getting himself deep enough to lift me up off my feet a little.

His lips on the back of my neck, my body humming with the aftermath of orgasm. Small spasms of joy deep inside me. He kissed me once more and moved to uncuff me.

“So what is my safeword?” I asked.

Jack chuckled as he released my arms. “You chose it, Virginia.” He shook his head. “But I stand by my theory. If you ever need it, you’ll remember.”
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The naughty chair was one of the most unremarkable pieces of furniture Jillian had ever seen. It was made of oak, square and squat with two wooden slats across the back and a worn upholstered seat of a blue material that resembled burlap. Zach had inherited his dining set from the apartment’s last tenant. Three of the chairs were of a matching black plastic minimalist design from IKEA, making the naughty chair, despite its homeliness, the most comfortable of the lot. This was why Zach insisted she enjoy its comforts when he hosted her for meals. And this was why she was sitting on the chair the very day it earned its name.

Zach was fully dressed because he’d just run down to the corner café for bagels and lattes. Jillian was naked under his terrycloth bathrobe, which she’d purposely  tied to show some cleavage. Fresh from Sunday morning wake-up sex, their glowing eyes and knowing smiles suggested round two was soon to follow. Jillian turned her chair toward Zach and lounged back, extending one bare foot to rest on his blue-jeaned thigh. He squeezed her toes in his large, warm hand, but she couldn’t help but notice how uncomfortable he looked in that rigid, straight-backed Scandinavian chair.

“Do you want to finish eating in bed?” she suggested.

“Well, I was planning to finish by eating you in bed.” Zach wiggled his eyebrows.

“Why wait?” Jillian replied. She envisioned an immediate shift from the dining room to a picnic on his futon, but Zach interpreted her words differently. He nudged her foot from his leg and fell to his knees before her. Looping his hands under her thighs, he opened her legs, tugged at her belt and let the robe fall open around her.

Giggling in surprise, Jillian glanced guiltily toward the dining room window. The faded lace curtains would probably hide them from all but the most prying eyes, but the very thought that someone might see made her blush.

“Not here, Zach.”

Smiling mischievously, he bent over and planted a kiss on her brown curls, right above her clit.

She let out a squeal and tried to get up off the chair. While the idea of someone watching made her belly clench with dark pleasure, she’d never been as bold in her actions as in her fantasies.

“Give me two minutes, Jillian. If you don’t want me to continue after that, I’ll stop.”

She nodded, not wanting to seem prudish so early on in a promising relationship. Yet no sooner had he lavished one long, slow lick along her cleft than she instinctively put her hands on his shoulders and pushed him away. Zach sat back on his heels and narrowed his eyes.

“Naughty girl. This time I want you to hold on to the edges of the chair. Tightly. So you won’t sabotage my efforts.”

To her own surprise, Jillian obeyed, curling her fingers around the cool, oaken edges of the chair seat. Oddly, the sensation of the sturdy wood soothed her, making her feel grounded and safe.

Zach made no move to continue. He seemed to be enjoying the view. If he only has two minutes, why is he just staring? Then it struck her that there was no clock in the room, nor were either of them wearing a watch.

“Look, you’re so excited, you’ve already made my robe damp,” he murmured.

She let out a soft “oh” of embarrassment as her right hand reflexively moved to cover herself.

Clicking his tongue, Zach grabbed her wrist and moved her hand back to the edge of the chair. “One more slipup and I’m going out to my car to get some rope to tie your hands to this damned chair.”

Jillian’s body jerked as if she’d been slapped. Yet the image of Josh marching back into the apartment with  a coil of golden rope made her cheeks flame and her vagina flutter.

“But you won’t make me do that, will you, Jillian? You’re going to be a very good girl and cooperate. Because you know you want this.”

Jillian squirmed, but she dutifully kept her hands clenched around the edges of the chair. She wasn’t quite sure how he got the idea she wanted him to eat her pussy in front of the window, but his game was arousing her intensely. Her breasts were flushed, her belly churned with lust and her clit was impossibly stiff, as if it were preening before his gaze like a tiny cock.

“You do want it, don’t you, Jillian?”

She whimpered and bit her lip.

“Tell me you want me to lick your tasty twat right here on my dining room chair until you come so hard you scream.”

Zach had whispered dirty things to her in bed before, but this was different. His bold words seemed to slither up inside her, hot and hard and nasty.

“Say it, darling. Say you want this.” His voice was softer now, almost pleading.

He was right, she did want it. She opened her mouth to speak. “I…” She tried again. “I want…” Her throat closed up around the shameful confession.

“I understand,” Zach said. “It’s hard for a woman to admit these desires out loud. But as long as you hold on tight to the chair, I’ll know I should keep going. As soon as you let go, I’ll stop. The power is in your hands.”

Her fingers clutched the chair tighter. She closed her eyes. It was as if she were at the crest of a roller coaster, waiting for the bottom to drop out.

Hot breath tickled her thighs. Then a gentle hiss of air caressed her vulva.

“Good girl. You’re showing them you want it. All the people looking in at us through the window with their binoculars. Now, if I did tie you to the chair, they might think I was forcing you. But this is voluntary bondage. One woman’s struggle between her desire and her inhibition. It’s really something to watch. I wonder which side will win?”

His low, insinuating voice made sweat rise all over Jillian’s body. Strange how these words alone could inflame her desire, creating an obscene picture of voyeuristic neighbors across the alley—a gray-templed man in a Hawaiian shirt, a housewife still glowing from her weekend morning yoga class—studying her wanton sexual display through big, sporty binoculars, their own hands creeping between their legs.

Zach started in again, flicking her clit with lazy, catlike motions. At first, she was still able to worry—faintly—that someone could actually see them. As he picked up the tempo, pleasure overtook caution. The pressure on her hands set her arms tingling with the strain. Gradually the sensation moved into her chest, her torso, swirling down to meet the thrumming pleasure of his mouth on her sweet spot. With each breath the feeling grew, until her whole body was like a buzzing  clit. She felt the telltale pressure of an orgasm deep in her core, but she didn’t want to come yet. This taut, raw feeling was too delicious.

Still, it took all the willpower she had to pry her hand from the chair and touch his shoulder.

He pulled back, smacking his lips. “Had enough?”

“No, I didn’t mean stop…” She faltered.

“But you just asked me to stop. Those were the rules.”

She opened her eyes and gazed straight into his. Then she deliberately curled her fingers around the edge of the chair again.

“Ho, ho, it’s not as easy as that. You have to pay a forfeit.” He wasn’t smiling, but his eyes danced with amusement.

“What kind of forfeit?”

He paused.

“Tell me you want it, Jillian.”

Why was this so difficult? After all, it was just a few simple words. She’d already done worse, exposing herself to any stranger with a view of the window. “I want it,” she said softly.

“Even with the whole neighborhood watching?” he teased.

Jillian’s throat tightened. This was still the shame for her—and the thrill.

“I…want them to see me come,” she choked out.

“Right, then. Let’s give them a good show.”

His tongue slipped into the magic groove to the right  of her clitoral hood while his hands slid up over her belly to take her nipples between his fingers. Using the chair as an anchor, Jillian pushed her breasts forward provocatively as if she were a stripper performing the headliner show. She closed her eyes again.

There behind her eyelids she could see them. Her audience. Watching her. Watching her body twist and tremble with their desperate, hungry stares. She pressed her fingers into the chair with such force, she was sure she would leave a permanent mark on the wood.

Just then Zach pinched her nipples hard, tipping her over the edge.

She bellowed as she came, her thighs jerking, her hands milking the edge of the chair in time with her contractions.

Zach pulled her to the carpet and wrapped her in his arms. “Oh, my god, you are so hot. I’m taking you to bed right now to make you come again on my cock.”

“Why not here?” she asked with a playful frown. “Don’t you have the nerve to perform for your neighbors ?”

He grinned back. “The couple in the next house over are on vacation. I saw them get into an airport van yesterday.”

She had to laugh as he led her back to the bedroom. He might have told her a little lie for fun, but he did keep his promise to make her come again—twice—before the afternoon was over.
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Jillian didn’t visit Zach’s apartment again for several days. He stayed over at her condo a few times that week instead. Although her place was more upscale—Zach worked at a new-age pharmacy and was studying for his acupuncture license—Jillian actually preferred the Bohemian charm of his Noe Valley fourplex. On Friday night, they finally went back to his apartment after hanging out at a club downtown. Zach retreated to his galley kitchen to get them both glasses of cold water to take the edge off of the martinis.

This left Jillian alone in the darkened dining room with the chair.

There it is—the naughty chair.

A pang of lust shot through her. She and Zach had already decided to sleep off the liquor and make love in the morning, but suddenly Jillian wanted it now. On that chair. She crossed her arms over her tingling nipples. Of course, she was being ridiculous. It was just a chair. A perfectly plain, old, boring chair. Not in the least naughty—why had she just given it that name? If it were fitted out with black leather straps and fixtures to attach self-twirling dildos and vibrating butt plugs, maybe her arousal would be justified. She must be drunker than she thought to react so strongly. Giving the chair a dismissive scowl, she followed Zach to bed.

The next morning Jillian awoke to the smell of coffee and fresh oranges.

“You were sleeping so soundly, I thought I’d make us  breakfast first to fuel up,” Zach said cheerfully. Another advantage of staying over with him was that he always insisted on playing the proper host.

Rubbing her eyes, Jillian wandered into the dining room to find a place set out for her in front of the naughty chair. Her pulse leaped. This is absolutely ridiculous. A chair can’t make me do anything I don’t want to do. Defiantly she settled herself on the burlap seat. It felt oddly warm against her buttocks, and softer than she remembered—as if she were sitting on a cushion of flesh.

Over Zach’s eggs and toast and fruit salad, Jillian managed to fake her way through a discussion of the jazz combo they’d heard the night before. But she still couldn’t stop thinking about the chair. The way she screamed and thrashed as she climaxed on Zach’s mouth. Her own wrists, bound with a rope that snaked under the chair to keep her in place, so that she was forced to endure more indignities at his pleasure. Then she pictured Zach kneeling between her legs, this time to slide his cock in and out of her until his pubic hair was frothy with her juices.

The seat of the chair began to pulse beneath her.

“Something the matter?” Zach asked with concern.

“Ah, well, I was just remembering our breakfast last Sunday.”

He smiled.

“It’s weird, though. It’s like this chair remembers it, too.”

Zach didn’t laugh as she feared he might. “Maybe it does. It was pretty memorable.”

“Speaking of last week…”

“Yes?”

Jillian swallowed. Then again, Zach did say he liked it when she talked about sex. “Do you really have rope in your car?”

The flicker in his eyes made her stomach do a little flip.

“No, I made that up. It felt right at the time. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Oh, no. I was just wondering if…if you’d ever tied anyone up for real.”

To her surprise, he blushed. “I’ve dabbled in it. Pantyhose, scarves. Once I buckled my belt around a woman’s knees, and then I… Well, as I said, I messed around a bit, but I’m no expert.”

“Oh, that’s fine,” she said, a bit too quickly. Silence settled over the table. She shifted in her seat. “Okay, Zach, I have to ask you something else.”

“Shoot.”

“Will you sit on this chair for a while? I swear there’s some energy happening here. Or else I’m still messed up from last night and totally hallucinating.”

“Sure, let’s switch. I’ll give you my professional opinion. Energy flow is my specialty.”

This was yet another advantage of dating a new-age guy—you got the inside scoop on auras and meridians and things like that. Yet when the exchange of chairs  was done, she felt a bit silly sitting in his rigid, unexpressive chair while he sat in hers, his head tilted and lips pursed as if he really were making a diagnosis.

“I don’t feel anything yet,” he said, “but let’s give it some time. Since we’re on the topic, may I ask you if you’ve had experience with bondage?”

“Just pictures and a couple of articles. And, well, last week with you, although that might not count. You didn’t actually tie me up.”

“Oh, that definitely counts. Bondage is more about the head space than the actual ropes.” He took a sip of coffee, as if they were discussing the weather.

His nonchalance made her bold. “Have you ever been…tied up by a woman?”

Zach shrugged. “Officially, yes, but there wasn’t much psychological punch. It’s not easy to top, especially for beginners.”

“Maybe that’s why it’s a profession? I read in a magazine that lots of powerful men pay a dominatrix to tie them up and ‘torture’ them because they’re tired of bossing everyone around and want a rest.”

He frowned. “That strikes me as a little too easy an explanation. Masters of the universe are as trapped by their positions in society as the little guy. I worked on a fair number when I was a masseur at an overpriced spa a few years ago—their bodies are a wreck.”

“Because of all those sessions in dungeons?”

He snorted. “They’d be more relaxed if they were having that much fun. I have a different theory. I think  BDSM isn’t only about reversing roles. Sometimes it intensifies conflicts that are already there. Being rich and powerful is a kind of prison, but they can’t admit that, even to themselves. It’s the pure honesty of the scene that gets them off.”

“But why was it so effective for me? I’m not a powerful man.”

“You’re pretty important at work, aren’t you?” Zach lifted an eyebrow. “Actually I have another theory about you.”

“Do you now, Doctor?”

“Women are told they’re sluts if they express sexual desire outside of marriage and the missionary position. Only a total slut would give a cunnilingus show to the neighbors, right? I pushed you a little—to enjoy yourself. Apparently you did.”

She couldn’t exactly argue with him there. “And what about you?”

Zach glanced down at his lap. Jillian recognized his “I’m getting a boner” smirk. “Well, I think you might be right about this chair.”

“Good, it’s not just me,” she said.

“Or it could be that talking about bondage and domination with a smart, beautiful woman is simply a total turn-on for me.”

“It’s the chair, I’m telling you. I never came so hard in my life. Maybe just sitting on it isn’t enough? Maybe you have to have an orgasm there to feel a real connection ?”

Zach’s broad grin suggested he agreed.

Jillian’s eyes wandered down to the oaken edge of the chair seat peeping coyly out around his thighs. Taunting her. Challenging her.

Without a word, she rose, closed the curtains and went to get her pantyhose from the bedroom.

 



“May I tie your hands to the chair?” she asked, keeping her tone as even as she could.

He nodded, a cool smile playing over his lips. “All right.”

“Hold the edges tight.”

Zach did as he was told. Jillian wrapped one leg of the pantyhose around his thick wrist and tied it in a square knot. “Not too tight?”

“Oh, no.” He still seemed perfectly at ease.

She pulled the pantyhose underneath the seat of the chair and secured his other wrist using the other leg.

“Let’s pull down your pants,” she said. “I want to watch your cock get hard.”

Only then did a flush creep over his cheeks. Jillian was surprised at the surge of pleasure in her belly. Maybe she could be as wild in her actions as in her fantasies? Before she could lose her nerve, she knelt before him and loosened the tie of his pajama pants. He obligingly lifted his hips and she pulled them down to his ankles. He was already erect, of course, but she knew he could get harder. Indeed, before her eyes, his penis twitched higher, like a gentleman rising in the presence of a lady. 


She stood and gave him a leisurely once-over. She was enjoying this side of it more than she expected. She fixed her eyes on his cock.

“We both know it’s hard for a woman to express her sexuality honestly, but I can see it’s sometimes so very, very hard to be a man, too.”

Zach glanced down at his hard-on with amusement, but seemed to know it was not his place to reply.

“You poor men. You’re surrounded by attractive women, strangers you’ll never touch, but oh, how they taunt you with their pretty faces and their full breasts straining against their blouses and sweaters. As if they’re just begging to be cupped and caressed and kissed by your hungry lips. These women look so innocent, so unaware, but they know what they’re doing. They plan it out in their bedrooms—the low-cut tops that show off the shadowy valley between their tits, the tight skirts that hug their full, round, fuckable asses. They do it all on purpose to see the helpless look of longing in your eyes. They do it just to make you hard.”

Zach sighed and shifted in the chair. The veins in his cock seemed to throb, and the head was now swollen to a shiny, purplish-red hue.

“Am I right, Zach? Do you get turned on by attractive women? Do you imagine them naked and get stiff in your pants?”

He nodded and looked away.

“Don’t you want to see me naked?”

His eyes darted back to her face. The eagerness in his  expression was answer enough. Jillian inched the collar of the bathrobe down over her shoulders. Her breasts tumbled free. She cradled them and flicked the nipples with her thumbs.

His face was deeply flushed now, and his fingers tightened around the chair.

“Girls aren’t supposed to touch themselves, but they do,” she cooed. “I’m a very naughty girl. After our first date, remember? You were so respectful that you didn’t even kiss me good night. But I was bad. I was so hot for you, I went to bed and masturbated. I said your name over and over when I came.”

“Oh, god, Jillian.”

“Do you want to see what I did that night? Should I reenact the scene right here in front of you? You know how much I like to be watched.”

Zach made a funny sound in his throat.

She smiled and let the robe fall to the floor. His eyes glinted with a silvery light as they traveled up and down her body.

“How am I doing for my first time? Is there enough punch?”

“Actually, you’re doing very well,” he whispered.

“Thanks. But maybe I’ll save the self-love exhibition for next time. Because today I want to make you come in the naughty chair. I could give you a blow job, but I’m a selfish girl. I want to come, too.”
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