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  Beginnings


  ‘Mailing yourself to Howard on his birthday is an unusual idea, but consider the cost—not to mention the practical difficulties. Suppose, for example, that you got lost in the mail. Such things do happen, you know. And with depressing regularity. Or you might simply be delayed in transit and get hungry or thirsty, or have to go to the toilet. Imagine what the Post Office would do if they found themselves lumbered with a large and unwieldy package standing in a tell-tale puddle. And you’d have to have a lot of help with the packaging and addressing. A delivery service might undertake the job, but you would have to be certain that Howard was at home to take delivery when you arrived on his doorstep. Otherwise the aforementioned problem might still arise.


  ‘Better forget it. I have a better idea—or at least a more practical and lasting one. The novelty of the mailed girlfriend would soon be forgotten, or only told as an amusing story to friends later on. Suppose, instead, that you showed up at his place under your own steam (in several senses of the word) with a padlock through your labia. I’ll bet he would remember that a lot longer.


  ‘You could have each lip pierced with a stainless steel ring and then fasten the rings together with a tasteful (or at least corrosion resistant) padlock. You could post the keys to him in advance, and he could open his present himself on the big day. That’s a lot less trouble and certainly a bit more fun because he can keep the keys and open his gift again and again. If you like the idea, I know just the place to get the job done—clean, reasonable and discreet. Satisfaction guaranteed.


  Think about it and let me know, but be sure to allow a fortnight or so for healing before the unveiling. You can even get a gold-plated padlock engraved with his name or an appropriate sentiment if you want to go that far.’


  That, as they say, is how it all began—a casual jocose conversation with a friend who probably knew me better than I had admitted to myself. I was taken with the idea of turning myself into a locked treasure chest for Howard to open. I knew that he was interested in bondage because I had seen some of his collection of erotica, in which this theme seemed to predominate. And I can see now how far I leaned in the same direction by my own ready acceptance of the suggestion.


  In due course she took me to visit her ‘reasonable and discreet’ contact with the surgical skills. As she had predicted, the job was done well and quickly: no mess, very little pain—like having one’s ears pierced—clean, surgical steel rings on each side and with the recommended lock. The healing was quick, and I was able to present Howard with the keys on the day.


  The idea of posting the keys to him had been rejected after some consideration. It occurred to me that things really do get lost in the post quite often, small things no less than large ones. If those keys had gone astray, I would have had a difficult and embarrassing time getting myself unlocked. After all, it isn’t quite the same thing as locking oneself out of the house or the car. There would have had to be more explanations than I was prepared to give. Imagine the scene if I had had to call in the police or the fire brigade to unlock me. Not exactly the sort of thing I’d relish.


  A word of advice to anyone who reads these notes: if you plan to get into the bondage game, don’t let your partner lose the keys when you are locked up. You will have to be very careful about that if you want to avoid the kind of awkwardness I’ve just mentioned.


  Well, anyway, I presented the keys to Howard on his birthday, and that day led to the present moment. I don’t often regret that day, except sometimes on nice days like this when I might like to go out and do some shopping or lie in the sun. But it’s something I freely chose to do, and I’ve learned to live with Howard’s whims.


  He will often leave me bound and gagged while he goes out on an errand or with some friend, and when he goes to work he usually puts these leg-irons on me before he leaves. Then, of course, I can’t go out, or even answer the door unless I know who it is—someone who knows about our games, I mean. On those days I have to depend on visits from those of our friends who are in on the secret. If no one shows up, I can at least compose my memoirs. I am always interested to learn how others got into bondage games, and I imagine it might be interesting for them to hear my story.


  Howard has other ways to keep me indoors which he sometimes uses. Some are more comfortable and some less so than these leg-irons. On those days when he doesn’t keep me at home, he will lock my rings together before I dress. He uses the same lock I gave him for his birthday. I can feel it there all day as I go about the town. And it’s there whenever we travel together.


  I don’t want to give the wrong impression. Howard isn’t a sadist, or at any rate he is no more ‘sadistic’ than I have indicated I can accept. But he does keep control of me with his bondage devices, and the threat of heavier punishment is always there when I am helpless. That’s a turn-on in itself.


  Generally I am content and willing to play these bondage games with him. I must have had something like our present arrangement in the back of my mind when I gave Howard that fateful birthday gift. I just had not thought it through. In recompense for having to stay indoors when I would otherwise like to be out and about, Howard is usually more attentive and sexy when he gets home. He is turned on by the knowledge that I am locked up at home waiting for him. It’s a good arrangement that has given us both a good deal of enjoyment.


  Beginnings are by turns difficult and easy. It is necessary to overcome the embarrassment and to find a point in time to which to refer whenever necessary—a base to touch. My base is the day I presented Howard with those keys to myself. Naturally he was mystified at first, but I told him that he would find his gift later that night when we came home.


  We went out for the evening and all through dinner I could feel the small uncompromising weight in my flesh, lying in my lap as I sat or bumping gently against the insides of my thighs as we danced or walked. And throughout most of the evening I remember feeling a hot flush of anticipation.


  Of course I wondered what his reaction would be. He was casually expecting to have sex when we got back to his place. I was agreeable, as I usually was—and more than casual. In due course we found ourselves at home, and not long after we found ourselves getting undressed and into bed. We both had a good head of steam up when his fingers first encountered that small, warm lump of steel between my parted thighs. He registered surprise and reached out to turn on the light. Then, as in every good story, all was revealed.


  I said softly, ‘Happy birthday. Aren’t you going to open your present?’ Then the light dawned and he got up to search through his clothes for the keys. As I lay there all warm and steamy, he blundered through into the darkened living room. There was a thump, a muttered ‘Damn!’ and he came limping back to bed.


  ‘Stubbed my toe in the dark,’ he said.


  Without more ado he unlocked me and entered by the front door. The flavour of novelty might have made that time better than most, but I can’t be sure. We usually have good sex anyway, and that night was one of the more memorable.


  When we were finished and rested, Howard got up and rummaged about under the bed. With a soft clinking he emerged holding a light silvery chain. He passed the staple of my padlock through the last link and then locked my rings together, leaving me chained to the bed by my cunt.


  I asked him in blurry bemusement, ‘Do you do this often?’ He seemed unusually well prepared for just such an eventuality.


  ‘Now and again,’ he replied. ‘You’ll get used to it. Thank you for the birthday present. I think I’ll keep it for a while.’


  And so we went to sleep. I remember thinking as I drifted off that I really must ask Howard where he got the idea for the chain, and who else had been fastened by it, and when, and how often, and whether he intended to use it again on her or them, and so on. But that could wait until morning.


  When I woke up the next morning he was already up and there was no response when I called him. I wanted to go freshen up and use the loo. I pulled at my chain and found that there was quite a lot of it. I gathered a bight of it in my hand and set out in the direction of the bathroom, hoping that there would be enough to reach. There was. That set me to thinking anew about how he came to be so well supplied with leads for his female companions, but there was no way to find out at that moment.


  Anyway, I finished up my morning routine and made my way back through the bedroom towards the front room door, being careful to keep a grip on my chain in case it came up short. It did—just a few steps into the living room. However, I was able to see that he was not in the flat, and since I had discovered the extent of my freedom I went back to the bed and lay down. There seemed nothing else to do, and so I dozed off to sleep again.


  Some time later the sound of the front door closing woke me up. I guessed that it would be Howard. It had not yet occurred to me that anyone who opened the door could come in and find me, that there was no escape for me. The fantasy of being found by a stranger while in bondage can be a real turn-on. I don’t know what it might be like in real life. I suppose that would depend on the stranger.


  But it was Howard this time. He came into the room and asked me if I had slept well. He fished the keys out of his pocket and set about unlocking me. When he had taken the chain off he hesitated with the lock in his hand.


  ‘Are you having second thoughts about your birthday present?’ he asked. ‘Do you know what you are doing?’


  I was not at all sure that I did know. The idea had come at me full blown from my friend. It was not something which I had thought about. Even then I didn’t consider what I was doing. All that came much later, and in bits and pieces as Howard taught me the implications of my gift. I told him that I had intended to give myself to him in several senses of the word. Now I realised that I was responding to some deep need.


  He nodded his acceptance and gave me a quick kiss. ‘Thank you for the present then,’ he said, and passed the lock through my rings and clicked it shut.


  From then on he kept the keys with him, and I began to learn the implications of my impulsive gift. Some of the lessons were tiresome, but more often than not they were pleasurable. It takes a certain bent and an active imagination to pass whole hours and sometimes days bound and gagged in the house. If Howard simply handcuffs me or puts leg-irons on me, I can get about and do a surprising number of things that need doing about the house.


  On the other hand, if he leaves me tied hand and foot, or handcuffs my wrists behind my back, I can’t do much more than try to be as comfortable as possible. I can only wait for him to come back and do whatever it is he had in mind to do to me when he left me. Thinking about the ‘whatever’ is about the only activity I can manage, but that is often enough to arouse me and to pass the time as well. That’s what I meant by having an active imagination.


  Howard has never inflicted more pain on me than I indicated I could accept, and most of the pain I have suffered seems to be inextricably bound up with pleasure. I’ll have more to say later about the relationship of pleasure to pain, but now I want to get on with the early stages of our relationship.


  When he drove me back to my place later that day he kept the keys to my lock. I went inside with my rings still padlocked, feeling just the slightest bit tingly with the idea of our little secret. Before he left Howard made a date for drinks and a show next evening. Then he left me alone to get used to my new status. I hardly thought of it as a status at the time, but it was. Someone else’s mark was on me even though it could not be seen.


  I bumped around my flat for the rest of that day and most of the next, going out once or twice down to the shops or to the market. Even though one has embarked on a new adventure the mundane details of living have to go on. While I was down at the shops I noticed a new type of tights—new to me at any rate. Perhaps the fact that I noticed them just then was a sign that the lock on my cunt was having an effect on my thinking. A case of matter over mind.


  The tights had no crotch or sides to them. Very convenient, I thought, and bought several pairs. Was it my imagination that the shop girl gave me a most knowing look as she rang up the purchase, an I-know-what-you’ve-got-in-mind glance? Probably. But the small weight between my thighs seemed to grow heavier just then. The imagination plays some amazing tricks on us. I left the shop feeling quite the scarlet woman. Not an unpleasant state.


  On the way home I decided to wear my new tights when Howard and I next went out. If at the same time I wore no pants the lock would dangle free, and the area of operations would be clear for some of the other things I had in mind. That was a happy choice. Howard liked them too when he saw them. A great improvement, he said, and I’ve worn them quite often since. If one is going to be provocative, one has to have the right gear.


  Most of the time I waited around in the flat for Howard to call, and as I waited I realised that he was very much on my mind, as the song has it. Not anxious or unpleasant. Rather tingly, in fact. And I made other discoveries while I waited. I discovered that I could go to the loo easily enough, and also why the lock had to be corrosion-resistant.


  In time the call came. Howard asked me to meet him at the Duke’s Head in Mayfair. Eight-ish, he said. From there he suggested we could take in a cinema or a concert. It was the last night of the Proms, and a friend of a friend had a pair of tickets he wouldn’t be using. I suggested the concert and spent the rest of the time deciding what to wear and what to do with the rest of my week’s holiday before the ugly spectre of work loomed once again.


  At the appointed time I met Howard for a pre-concert drink, before we set off for the Royal Albert Hall. The last night of the Proms may be corny with all that Land of Hope and Glory and Rule Britannia stuff, but that doesn’t stop me from enjoying the noise and the crowds and the singing. Nor did it deter the endless queue of hopefuls waiting for a last-minute vacant seat or place. Queuing may be the national sport, but it was nice to be able to walk past the great unwashed and take our places.


  The concert and the singing took the usual course, and as I stood there in the crowd I was conscious of the small weight dangling between my legs. I had an exciting secret which the rest of the audience didn’t share. Doubtless they had their own secrets and wouldn’t care about mine, but I enjoyed that small, unobtrusive weight. And the enjoyment was heightened by the expectation of a good screw when we got to Howard’s place. He had something on for part of the next day, and I reasoned that it would be easier if I spent the night there. He could easily drop me off at my flat the next day.


  But when we got back to his place he suggested an early night. Rather disappointed, I began to undress. That was his first glimpse of me in my new style tights. When he saw me standing there with my bottom sticking out at the back and my bush in front, he asked me to wear them to bed. I thought he had changed his mind. But instead of coming to me he went to the bureau, from which he produced a pair of handcuffs and the leg-irons. They were brand new. He told me that he had bought them for me just that afternoon. Accessories for his birthday present, he called them.


  He handcuffed my wrists behind my back and locked the irons around my ankles. Then he told me to get into bed. As he went to put out the lights I caught sight of myself in the mirror wearing my new tights and chains. Nice. Howard too paused to admire the view before switching off the light. I jingled and clinked my way to the bed and he came to tuck me in. I was quite unable to do it myself. He brushed his hand across my thighs and belly. A probing finger found the small, warm padlock between my legs.


  ‘Nice,’ he said. ‘You’ll keep for a while, and then we’ll see how you feel after a night of waiting. Some things are better for being postponed. Sleep well.’


  With that he turned over and went to sleep, leaving me very much to my own devices and at the mercy of his. Handcuffs, I discovered, have no mercy, and are hard to sleep in. But it never occurred to me to protest. I had begun this arrangement the day I got the rings and padlock. This was just the next stage of my transformation.


  So I slept that night in chains, the first of countless similar nights. Naturally I didn’t sleep very well. Sleeping while chained or tied up is a frequent fantasy among hard-core bondage devotees, but it takes some practice to get a reasonable amount of sleep. I recall reading somewhere of a girl in Germany who slept in bondage every night (it would have to be Germany—they do really weird things there). That’s a bit much for me, but the experience can be quite erotic from time to time. In this case I woke up randy in the morning from lying all night in chains. When Howard unlocked me we were both on the boil.


  Since then we have had both good and mediocre sex with me either in bondage or not. Bondage is not a surefire way to good sex. That still depends on mood and on foreplay. But more often than not I find that I’m in the mood after being tied up. You might say that bondage itself is a kind of extended foreplay for those who enjoy it.


  It need not be a matter of leg-irons. Sometimes it’s merely the thought of being made helpless that turns me on. At other times I feel my small padlock as a weight and feel it slide between my thighs as I move around the house or while I’m shopping or visiting. Then I notice my breath getting short and rapid—not always an easy thing to conceal from the public.


  I don’t regret my ‘gift’ to Howard. We have both gotten a great deal of enjoyment from it. Howard didn’t ask me to marry him when we began the game. Nor did he suggest that I move in with him, though he probably would not have been averse to such an arrangement if I had brought it up. I didn’t. That came later and formed another stage in our relationship. I suppose that he wanted to see how we would fit together before taking any major step. I hadn’t given much thought to the matter.


  I am not wholly a creature of impulse, but I act impulsively more often than Howard does. He had obviously given some thought to the logistics of keeping someone a prisoner in the house: witness his chaining me to the bed on the very night I gave him his ‘gift’. I hadn’t given any thought to such matters. I was just surprised that he had the chain ready. There is a surprising number of new things to consider when keeping someone a prisoner, albeit a willing one, for any length of time. He had thought this out beforehand.


  I am certain that Howard is glad I acted on impulse in giving him his present. He still takes pleasure in locking me up, and I still enjoy the idea that a secret part of myself is locked away from me as I go about the town. Even when I am wearing my leg-irons about the house, as I often do, my rings are locked too. Sometimes Howard will leave me tethered by my rings all day, and then he will have me when he gets home.


  He did that just last Saturday. He got up early and went out, saying he had to do some errands in town. I think he just wanted to enjoy being out and about while I was chained to the bed waiting for him. He has often told me that he enjoys the thought of me waiting at home for release—in several senses of the word. Whatever his reason for going out, I was ready for sex when I woke up.


  When it became clear that he would be out for some time, I began to prepare myself for his return. Since my chain reaches the bathroom, I had a long shower. I did my nails with red nail varnish and rouged my nipples because we both like the effect. A wispy push-up bra came next, then stockings and suspenders. Even my crotchless tights were out of the question while I was chained. I chose a pair of my highest heels because they show off my legs nicely. When I had brushed my hair and applied a little perfume here and there I was ready for action. Nicely packaged, as the advertising types have it. I sat at the dressing table getting hotter and hotter. My little lock was getting heavier by the minute. When he came back, key in hand, the dam burst.


  Howard paused only long enough to take in the effect, which was thoughtful of him. Even we scarlet women like to be admired now and then. Especially when we have taken the trouble to dress the part. Howard didn’t spoil the effect by undressing me. He unlocked me quickly and had me from the rear. Grand, that was. Lots of heaving and panting and cries of passion which, freely translated, meant, ‘MORE! MORE!’


  After we had galloped over the finish line more or less together there was a pause while we thought about the next move. Soon enough Howard showed me that he had already made his plans. I’ve already said that he is more the planner than I am. He got up to fetch some rope while I caught my breath. It looked as if there was more to come—not that I minded. When he got back he took off my dress but left the stockings and suspenders. He likes the effect. Then he tied my hands together behind my back. With some short pieces of rope he bound my breasts so that the rouged nipples stuck out quite aggressively. As a final touch he gagged me, and we were ready to begin again.


  Since my breasts were bound, they were more sensitive than usual. So the nipples sprang erect almost as soon as he began to tease them. I gasped and grunted to express my pleasure and to encourage further experiment. Howard seldom needs to be encouraged. Soon after he was using his tongue and hands to good effect on my tits and I was groaning and heaving in a most satisfactory manner.


  Then he began to explore my belly and thighs with his tongue while a finger dived between my legs. I found myself wanting to say things like, ‘More!’ and ‘Yesssss!’ and ‘Ohhhhh!’ but all that came out was ‘Gnnnggg’. I felt a bit like a bottle of champagne being shaken. The gag acted as a cork to keep the bubbles in and I felt as if I would burst with the sensations spreading from my breasts and crotch. I did indeed burst several times, figuratively speaking, before he decided to enter me. When he did, I exploded firework fashion (if you will forgive the mixed metaphor).


  With my hands tied I was unable to guide or prevent him—not that I wanted to do that, and the gag limited my verbal contributions to the odd ‘Ynnnnghh’. Howard took this to mean, ‘More of the same, please’. That’s what it meant to me at any rate. He was glad to oblige, and I was glad he did. When we finished this time I felt as limp as a wet string. Wet I certainly was. Our mingled sweat had run down onto me. Of all the ways of raising a sweat, this one is my favourite. We disengaged and lay side by side catching our breath. Howard held me in his arms as I slowly came back to earth. It didn’t seem necessary to ask if it had moved for me.


  When Howard got up it was to get more rope from the closet. There seemed to be an endless supply there. He used it to tie my legs at ankles, knees and thighs. I didn’t resist. Then, as they say in all the best romantic novels, he left me lying in the disordered bed and went off to do whatever he does when I am tied up.


  I don’t know how long I lay there. After my earlier exertions I kept drifting in and out of sleep. Not surprisingly, my dreams or reveries were of the erotic variety. Howard woke me when he came back to untie me. I didn’t have pins and needles in my hands as sometimes happens when I have been tied too tightly or left too long. Howard always takes pains with my bonds. He doesn’t want to hurt me, nor does he want me to be able to wriggle free. For my part I enjoy the sense of helplessness when I know I can’t get free. Sometimes I can bring myself off by struggling for freedom, and Howard enjoys watching me writhing and jerking vainly at my ropes. So I usually put a good deal of effort into this mutually enjoyable activity.


  Getting numb is one of the hazards of the bondage game, but on the whole I like the feeling of helplessness and confinement I get when tied up. The tightness of the ropes is a turn-on in itself. With handcuffs and chains in general it’s different. They don’t have to be tight to hold you securely, and you can wear them indefinitely. So far the longest time I have worn chains is one week, when Howard and I spent some time at a friend’s summer cottage in Wales.


  Friends with secluded cottages are nice to have if one is interested in outdoor bondage games. We are lucky in having such friends. Their retreat stands in an extensive woodland which screens the occupants from most prying. Its remoteness is also nice. Our arrangement with them is based on house swapping. When they want to wallow in town life they use our place, and we move into their cottage for the duration. This all requires prior arrangements and considerable consultation, but then so does almost everything else. Matter and reality are really quite intractable. That’s one reason we prefer fantasy. Unfortunately we must live in the real world, but with some care and arrangement we can contrive a short escape from time to time.


  We escaped in late August during what turned out to be a long spell of decent weather. Miracles sometimes happen, even in England. They wanted a spell of town life and the reassurance that the rest of the world was still more or less intact. We were in need of a retreat from it. I am essentially a townie at heart and I suspect that I would be at a serious loss if forced to live the bucolic life for any length of time. The lowing of cattle and the bleating of sheep is all right in moderation, but they keep such unsocial hours. And as for planting and growing: I have the blackest of black thumbs. Any plant that comes under my care is under a death sentence. So these retreats are more in the nature of idylls than a serious attempt to get back to nature or the earth.


  We arrived at the cottage mid-afternoon after a longish but restful drive through drowsy villages and green country lanes. Peace seemed to settle upon us from the very air—helped no doubt by the long and lazy pub lunch we had shared back in the last village. Howard put the handcuffs and leg-irons on me as soon as we got inside. It was going to be that sort of holiday. On the bright side, I didn’t have to worry about doing the shopping. By putting me in chains Howard had taken that task upon himself. At the same time, there was nothing to prevent me from unpacking our things and getting us settled in for the siege. I saw Howard off from the cottage door, giving him a cheery two-handed wave before clinking back to the job in hand.


  That pretty much set the pattern for our stay. I was the prisoner and he was the jailer and errand boy. I spent most of the time there in chains. Sometimes I was tethered inside the cottage. Often he chose to keep me chained to the bed. My rings came in handy on those days. At other times we went for walks in the woods, me trailing along on a lead or in my chains. These walks were both exciting and scary. I expect that the excitement came from the possibility that someone would happen upon us in what could only be called awkward circumstances. Though the place is quite remote, I could never be certain that we were unobserved.


  Despite the awkwardness of the situation, the possibility of encountering a stranger aroused me. By now you are probably asking yourself if there is anything that doesn’t arouse me, but that’s what this tale is all about. In this respect I resemble those people who reputedly enjoy having sex on the Underground. They are turned on by knowing that they might be surprised at any moment, though what would happen then is difficult to say. I’m almost certain that any witness would be too embarrassed to call attention to the situation. And suppose we tried to drive sex off the Underground? Would it then surface more readily?


  On one occasion Howard asked me to put on a nice dress with my tights and heels. Naturally enough I assumed that we were to go into the village for the day. I prepared myself for some shopping and socialising, but I knew that was off when Howard handcuffed my hands behind my back and replaced my leg-irons. He reached up under my skirt and locked a light, silvery chain to my rings. It was the type of chain used on dog leads. Then he gagged me. During all this he didn’t say a word about his intentions. When he was done Howard picked up the free end of my lead and tugged gently on it. I followed him outside.


  I thought it was going to be another walk in the woods, and I wondered why he had asked me to wear my good clothes. On the other occasions I hadn’t worn any particular outfit. I felt a hot flush wash over me as I thought he was taking me to meet someone. My earlier fantasy of meeting a stranger was about to become reality. Or so I thought in my confusion.


  ‘Gnnnngg?’ I said questioningly, but Howard said nothing. He simply led me into the woods towards a small stream we had found on an earlier excursion. After about a quarter of an hour’s walk I began to hear the sound of moving water, and soon afterwards we came out into a clearing beside the stream. It was a fine sunny day with a hard, high blue sky, almost cloudless. In the still air the rush of water was the only sound. Our passage through the woods had temporarily silenced the wildlife. In other circumstances I thought the little glade would make a fine picnic or trysting place. Yes, I know, I’m going on about sex again, but bondage and sex are inseparable for me. But there were other things in prospect just at that moment, though I couldn’t guess what Howard had in mind.


  He led me into the clearing and dropped my lead into the grass—a bit like ground-tethering a horse. I dared not walk about for fear of stepping on the chain. That could prove painful. I didn’t have any place to go in any case. Howard was searching for something in the grass nearby. I looked around apprehensively at the trees. What if there were someone lurking in the shadows?


  Having found what he sought, Howard returned to pick up my lead and tug me forward a short distance towards the stream. What he had found was an iron ring, set into what looked like a rock buried in the earth. Without ceremony Howard fastened the free end of my chain to the ring, then tugged on the chain to show me that the ring was firmly set into the ground. It would serve no purpose if I tried to wander away. Since such things as iron rings set into rocks do not occur naturally, I was forced to assume that either Howard or our friends from the cottage had put it there.


  Afterwards I found out that it was our friends. Apparently they too were into bondage. You can never tell what people are really into. We groupies don’t exactly go about with a scarlet ‘B’ embroidered on our clothes. But at that moment I was occupied with a mental picture of myself in my good dress and my chains and gag. My lead was a slender silver snake running over the grass and disappearing up under my skirt. I wasn’t left to contemplate it for very long, however. Howard stepped up behind me and blindfolded me with one of my own scarves. When he was satisfied that I couldn’t see, he told me—rather superfluously, I thought—that I should wait there and be quiet. I heard his footsteps receding and I was left alone, staked out, before I could say more than, ‘Nnnnnnnggh!’ The foot-falls diminished into silence. I couldn’t tell if he had merely stopped and was watching me, or if he had gone away and left me all alone and helpless. Gradually the stillness began to fill with bird calls and small rustlings among the trees.


  As soon as he had gone and I was alone I began to imagine that the woods were full of staring eyes. I was staked out in the midst of a clearing with no cover. It felt like standing on a high hill with flat land all around. I didn’t want to sit down on the ground in my good clothes, and besides I was wearing no pants. I became quite nervous and very conscious of my chains and vulnerability. The chain which was my tether seemed to grow heavier by the minute, obdurately holding me down to the earth.


  All around me I could hear bird cries and small animal noises and other unidentifiable sounds which were nevertheless beginning to sound threatening in their alien multiplicity. I was on the verge of a major flap. Come on, I told myself. Get a grip on yourself. Vainly I tried to find refuge in the sentimental notion that the thing to do when thrust into the great outdoors is to listen and observe and somehow see myself as part of this sylvan scene. No use. I am a complete townie and don’t understand the workings of the countryside. Understanding does not come in a moment, nor does it come just because it might help with a momentary problem like mine. I wanted to think of lambs playfully gambolling over the fields. What came to mind was tigers prowling the forests of the night.


  Blindfolded as I was, observation was impossible in any case. The only images I had were mental ones. And what flashed into my mind’s eye was another panic-making picture: a field mouse might appear from nowhere, as mice are wont to do, and decide to see where my tether led after it disappeared up my skirt. I clenched my thighs together until they hurt. In retrospect it’s funny. It reminds me of those adverts for rat poison that used to run in newspapers. They showed a panic-stricken woman standing on a chair with her legs clenched together and both hands tugging her skirt down while mice ran gaily around on the floor. Presumably, if one bought the poison, there would be no more mice to send one screaming up the nearest chair.


  If my hands had been free I would doubtless have been tugging my skirt down for all I was worth too. But they weren’t. I tugged futilely at my handcuffs instead. The thing about handcuffs is that they only come off when unlocked, but in the panic of the moment I wasn’t thinking about that. You could argue that I wasn’t thinking at all. My mind was full of tiny mice with malevolent grins running up my tether. Panic does funny things to you.


  Exactly what the hypothetical mice might do when they reached the centre of things I don’t know. I suppose that on a deep instinctual level we think of them running into the nearest hole for shelter. Hence the clenched thighs. In my rational moments I doubt that a mouse would even approach a human being if it had any choice. But try to tell yourself that when you’re staked out in a forest clearing with animal noises coming from all around. As if I needed it, there came the alarming thought that Howard might decide to leave me here after dark. If I was sweating in the bright daylight, the darkness would bring sheer terror.


  Of course I knew (didn’t I?) that he wouldn’t abandon me. After all, I was playing a game with my lover. I was not the victim of a psychopathic kidnapper. Nevertheless it took some time for that comforting thought to calm my fears. But eventually I began to unclench myself and lose some of the panic. However, I was still on a hair trigger. Almost anything, I knew, could send me off the deep end.


  I don’t know how long my ordeal lasted. It must have been several hours if I judged by the fatigue in my legs. I didn’t dare sit down. When you’re blindfolded you lose not only sight but the senses of time itself. You have none of the usual visual clues such as the movement of shadows and the position of the sun in the sky to help you judge the passage of time. All quite disorienting. And of course the unexpected can come upon you—well, unexpectedly.


  I had just about convinced myself that I was safe from assault by demented rodents and the odd prowling carnivore when I heard the rustling of fallen leaves. Footsteps or the wind? I went all hot and cold as the earlier panic flooded back like a dark tide swamping my cooler self. Then came silence. Had whatever it was gone away? Was I being watched by burning eyes? Was I about to be devoured by an improbable tiger of the two or the four-legged variety? Tyger! Tyger! burning bright…No, this is silly, I told myself. My legs were getting tired. I had been standing virtually motionless for a considerable time.


  There was another rustling of leaves and I was on the verge of jumping out of my skin yet again when Howard spoke. I was so relieved I went limp and almost fell over. His quiet, ‘It’s me,’ had never sounded so welcome. When he removed my blindfold my eyes were dazzled by the sudden light. He set about unfastening my tether while my vision readjusted itself.


  Howard gave a gentle tug on my lead and I followed him back to the cottage. He took me inside and removed my lead, though not the handcuffs or leg-irons. Nor did he remove my gag. That’s one of the main excitements of bondage: you never know when you will be free. You are governed by the whims of another and are helpless without his intervention. Howard went outside again and I was on my own. There was nothing else to do except wait for him to make up his mind about me. I managed to turn on the telly and settled down to watch.


  It wasn’t until later that I learned what Howard had been about while I was staked out in the woods—aside from testing my nerve, that is. For part of the time he had been making a video of me as I stood in the clearing. He showed it to me when we got back home and he admitted that he had spent some of the time simply admiring his captive beauty. That’s me! I thought, pleased by the compliment. And the video was also in the nature of a demonstration tape in case he decided to rent me out later, he said. That turned out to be one of his jokes, though I know of one couple who do just that and seem none the worse for it. When we have a bondage evening in our group they often entertain us. Some people are hopeless exhibitionists.


  I watched the telly for nearly three hours before Howard rejoined me. I was getting thirsty by then. The gag kept my mouth open and blotted up the saliva, so I got a bit dry. We have a large medicine dropper that Howard uses to water me. He produced it soon after coming back inside. I had been half-hoping to be set free, but when I saw the dropper I knew it wouldn’t be very soon. My arms were getting a bit cramped but I could put up with it.


  When he was finished, Howard put the things away and came back to sit beside me. He pulled me over to him and began to feel me up in a desultory fashion. His main attention seemed to be on the programmes. He made remarks about them and I grunted in reply. But I was not fooled or offended by his casual approach. It was his way of prolonging the warming up process. When he wants to reduce me to a quivering heap he spins out the warm-up for an hour or more. We reached the serious phase when he lifted my skirt and began to pay attention to my thighs and clitoris. I followed the advice my mother didn’t give me. I lay back and thought of sex.


  I got slowly more frantic as Howard continued his teasing. He brought me to the brink of orgasm and stopped just this side to get a drink. I simmered in my own juices until he came back and began again. Once again he brought me to the edge, and once again he stopped short. I don’t know how many times he repeated the act. I felt as if I had been teetering on the edge for hours. I was writhing and heaving on the couch, trying to plead with him through my gag to finish me off. Instead he pulled my skirt down and told me that that was enough for the present.


  The exasperating man got up, saying that it was time to feed me. I had a full head of steam up and nowhere to go. If my hands had been free I would have plunged a finger into my swimming cunt. But all I could do was squirm and twist and try to squeeze my thighs together about my melting centre. That didn’t bring much relief. I hadn’t yet learned to bring myself off by squirming and struggling against my chains. Later that same evening Howard showed me how to rub myself on the couch or bed while trying to get free. I do it regularly now. When he wants to torment me Howard will tie me to a chair or a post so I can’t squirm and rub.


  When the food was ready Howard removed my gag and fed me. There was wine with the meal. He held the glass for me. But there was another important item on the menu. While he fed me and plied me with wine, Howard kept one hand busy between my legs. It was a novel experience. I didn’t know whether to eat or come. I solved this most pleasant dilemma by doing both, spilling a glass of wine over my dress at the end as the long-delayed orgasm shook me. When I had finished heaving and moaning Howard wiped my lips with a napkin and replaced my gag. He said that he was going into the village to get a surprise for me. I knew that he was playing with me again as he had done earlier in the woods, leaving me helpless while he was away. But I had chosen to play the same game, and there was the promised surprise to look forward to. Howard locked me inside the cottage and drove off into the night.


  As the sound of the car faded into the distance I found myself once again wondering what I would do if someone got in while I was helpless. The answer, of course, was nothing. I could neither scream nor escape. Nor could I defend myself in any way. I began to fantasise about being raped by a stranger who had broken in. That made me very warm once again. A real rape would be scary at the least. It could be a good deal worse than that. But the fantasy is a fairly common one. On a later occasion I actually did think I’d fallen in with a gang of rapists. That turned out to be a put-up job, but I didn’t know it at the time. However, in those circumstances a would-be rapist would have found me difficult to access. My rings were locked together and Howard had taken the keys to the kingdom with him.


  Between my erotic fantasy and my would-be erotic twisting and heaving I managed to make myself hot and bothered and unable to resolve the matter. For that I still needed my hands. In the end I had to give up and try to enjoy the television. It had been a long day, and the telly was as soporific as always. Not to put too fine a point on it, I drifted off to sleep. And not surprisingly my sleep was enlivened by more lurid fantasies.


  Howard woke me when he came back. He came into the room carrying a small parcel and wearing a large smile, both for me. Without ceremony he removed my gag and unlocked my handcuffs and leg-irons. I was glad for the chance to stretch my cramped muscles. I made off in the direction of the bathroom for a wash and a pee. I hadn’t had the chance to freshen up since that morning. My dress in particular was showing signs of hard usage. It was wrinkled from my gymnastics and damp with sweat. I took it off intending to deal with it in the morning, but we all know what the road to hell is paved with.


  Nude and refreshed, I went back to see what Howard had in mind for the rest of the evening. I was hoping it was me. He wasn’t in the living room and the TV was off, so I headed for the bedroom. There I found that he had laid out a black panty corselet and black tights for me to wear. The choice of colour was a bit conventional. Most men associate black underwear with sex, but I was mystified by his choice of costume. I had become accustomed to wearing crotchless tights or stockings so as to leave the area of operations free for Howard’s attention. This was, comparatively speaking, the equivalent of a chastity belt. But that was what he had chosen. Far be it from me to argue.


  He was occupied in opening the parcel he had brought back with him. He said nothing as I came in, so I said the same. I sat on the bed and began to put the tights on. The parcel contained two vibrating dildoes, one about normal—that is to say, big—and the other somewhat slimmer. About then I began to see what he had in mind. I had once read of a woman who claimed that she regularly inserted a vibrator in her vagina and then put on a tight panty girdle to hold it in place. Howard had apparently read the same article or had arrived at the same idea independently. She claimed that she particularly enjoyed going out to shop with her secret friend buzzing away. I surmised that I was about to discover how much fun this was. My guess was accurate enough in outline, but Howard had thought up an interesting variation as he so often does. There’s nothing like an inventive man to keep one interested in new games.


  Howard inserted the batteries in the vibrators and tested each one. Besides being the strong silent type, he is also very thorough. When he was satisfied he came over to sit beside me on the bed. I had put the tights on and was about to get into the corselet. He stopped me there and asked me to stand up. When I had complied he rolled down the tights far enough to let him reach between my legs and unlock my rings. That looked promising. He inserted the larger of the two vibrators into my front entrance and switched it on. Then he had me bend over and touch my toes. When I did so he lubricated the smaller of the two dildoes and slid it up my backside so that I was penetrated fore and aft. He helped me pull my tights back up and handed me the panty corselet to put on.


  As I was struggling with it he got a tin of what looked like talcum powder and sprinkled it liberally over my belly and bottom and breasts. After that the corselet slid on more easily. It held my plugs in place and exerted a pleasantly insistent pressure on them, which boded well for the immediate future. Before I covered them up, Howard bent over to tease and cup my tits. The nipples obligingly stood out. I noticed that he was standing out as well, so I knew he was interested in the show. My breath began to come short. Seeing that I was becoming aroused, Howard stopped to pull up the top of my corselet and help me settle my swollen breasts comfortably in the cups. Then he went to the bedside stand for the rope.


  I stood beside the bed while Howard tied my hands together behind my back. He left a longish piece of rope trailing from my crossed wrists. My elbows came next, pulled towards one another and tied. The trailing rope he brought up between my legs and tied around my waist after pulling it tight. It pulled my hands downward and against my bottom. If I pulled on the rope in any way it worked into my crotch and pressed the dildoes further in. This seemed promising. I pulled a bit in an experimental way and was rewarded by a general warming of the affected areas. Indeed almost any movement served to remind me of my twin penetrations.


  But there was no time just then for further experiment. The gag came next, the same old friend I had worn all day. Howard gestured for me to sit on the bed so that he could tie my legs together at ankles and knees. When he was done I sat and waited for the next development. Now that there was time, I pulled a bit more on the rope running between my legs and felt the movement inside me. This was indeed my first lesson in auto-eroticism—how to bring yourself off to the unliterary—while tied hand and foot.


  Howard sat beside me on the bed and began to play with my tits through the corselet. It was all a bit like those frantic petting sessions we had as teenagers, when almost any touching was okay so long as it was done through the clothes. I had had my share of that in the back seats of cars, though no one had suggested then that I need be tied up. Even though I felt the first stirrings of arousal, I thought that there must be more to it all than mere petting. The preparations were too elaborate. The vibrators buzzed away inside me and I was feeling warm under my costume. Howard moved on to caress my thighs and the all-important junction thereof. This did not make me any calmer. Like the proper Victorian lady, I was beginning to glow.


  Along with the glow there came a faint itching sensation around my belly and bottom where my corselet was tightest. Not long after my tits began to get warm and itchy too. About then I remembered the powder which Howard had applied to those areas. Itching powder! I thought, and so it was. As if the realisation were a trigger, I felt the sweat break out all over me and the itching suddenly seemed to get much worse. Get out of this corselet now! was the first thought I had. Howard had to let me loose. I said, ‘Mmmmmmmf! Nnnnngggghh!’ and other pithy things to the same effect. Howard made no move to untie me. I was beginning to prickle all over. Later I discovered that the substance we call itching powder is derived from a plant—or rather its seed pods—which grow in the West Indies and in many other tropical regions. In the eastern Caribbean they call it cow itch. In its concentrated form it irritates the skin terribly. In the domesticated or joke shop form it is cut heavily with such things as talcum powder. That is why I thought at first that Howard was using ordinary powder on me.
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