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Part One

 



Chapter One

 


Donnella rested her head back on the small padded
support and gently stretched and pulled her arms against the
restraints around her wrists. She had been nervous at first, but
this was exactly as she had envisioned it and once her body was
taken care of her mind and emotions started to settle down.

Maybe she was being a little self-centered, but
being the mother to two children barely in school was exhausting.
Her husband’s job kept him busy all day during the week and he
wasn’t good for much on the weekends, especially those weekends
when he had to work. Once her youngest had started Kindergarten
Donnella had started looking for something else to do with her time
because being a fulltime housewife and mother just wasn’t going to
cut it for her. Other women in her neighborhood and other mothers
at the elementary school threw themselves into charity work or got
jobs to fulfill themselves, but that wouldn’t have satisfied
Donnella.

It had been a bit unnerving going to a stranger’s
house, stripping down to her bra and underwear and allowing herself
to be restrained, but that was part of the thrill. She wasn’t going
to allow herself to slowly grow to hate her life and become an
alcoholic like her mother. She needed something else to make her
complete.

Glancing down at her body, she felt a little
self-conscious. Her body wasn’t perfect; the stretch marks of
motherhood had mostly faded and while she didn’t have her old fit
and trim body back yet, she was still working on it. What had been
taut before was now soft and curvy but some men liked that and her
husband wasn’t complaining. She felt a little silly wearing black
heels with her black lacy panties and matching bra, but that was
part of the fun, part of the costume. What was entirely new to her
were the thick leather cuffs she had placed around her wrists and
ankles. She had put them on herself at Kurt’s insistence. There had
to be some psychological reason why because he had watched her
struggle at first with trying to figure them out, but hadn’t
offered to help. Eventually everything was in place and he led her
across the room and up against the cross.

It wasn’t like a crucifix like in church that she
avoided going to at all costs, but found herself attending when her
parents and siblings insisted. It was inclined back a few degrees
so when her back pressed against the thick timbers she wasn’t
standing upright but neither was she fully reclined either. The X
the cross made wasn’t vertical, like in a church, but was diagonal
so her arms were lifted up halfway between vertical and horizontal.
Her legs were spread in a completely unladylike pose. Her legs and
arms perfectly followed the contours of the X; she was exposed,
vulnerable and helpless. This was exactly how she wanted to be.

Kurt had clipped her wrist and ankle restraints to
the bolts set into the ends of the wood. She had to stretch out a
bit, but that was fine. There weren’t any elaborate locks which was
good because actually being locked against the heavy crossed
timbers frightened her. Seeing that she could possibly escape given
enough time and determination settled her down. When he stepped
away from her after restraining her legs, he smiled at her.

He was a handsome man, tall and lean with an almost
feral smile. He had sharp, angular features under his blond hair.
Obviously Kurt had a strong Teutonic heritage which contrasted with
her olive skin and dark brown hair; all her ancestors harkened from
the Italian peninsula. He was wearing black pants, black boots, and
a tight black t-shirt. Donnella wouldn’t have minded seeing him
without the shirt or pants, but she was focused on herself at the
moment.

“Comfortable?” he asked her.

She laughed nervously. “Sort of. I’m not in pain.”
She pulled on her restraints and loved how she could barely move
her arms. “I’ve never done this before.”

“So you said in your emails.” Donnella had found
Kurt online, of course. That’s how all modern romances and sexual
relationships formed. It had taken some emailing back and forth to
work out all the details, but she eventually wound up in his house
waiting for him to perform his magic “I’m not going to gag you. If
you feel the need to scream, go ahead. The house is well-insulated.
The neighbors won’t hear. If you want to stop, use the safe
word.”

“Eclipse,” she told him.

He grinned with half his mouth. “Just practicing or
do you want to stop.”

She almost violently shook her head and felt her
ponytail rub against the headrest. “Just practicing.”

“Since you’ve never done this before, today we’re
going to find out your limits.”

Donnella nodded in understanding. “Yes, sir.”

He all but smirked at her. “I’m not big on the whole
formal master and submissive protocol. You can call me Kurt or sir
or whatever pleases you. This is for you, not for me.”

While Donnella was certain that Kurt got some
pleasure out of doing this, she understood what he meant. “That
sounds perfect.”

He stepped close to her. He was tall enough that she
wanted to shrink back, but that was impossible because she was
restrained. His hand went to her face and when down her neck until
he was trailing two fingers between her breasts. He stopped when
his fingers reached the small bit of fabric between the cups. “This
isn’t a front closure,” he commented.

“No. I didn’t have one.” She frowned, nervous she
had given the wrong answer.

He stepped back and opened a drawer in the row
cabinets against the far wall. Her heart thudded for a minute in
her chest, but then saw he only had a pair of paramedic scissors in
his hand. These he ran up her belly, starting at her navel, until
he reached the material of her bra. The metal was cold on her skin
and she shivered. “Don’t,” she begged, but he ignored her and
quickly cut through the fabric. The stretchy material of the bra
snapped back once it had been cut, exposing her breasts.

Donnella’s face briefly flushed red with
embarrassment but she covered it up with anger. “Why’d you do that?
You ruined my bra!”

Kurt was dispassionate in his response. “I told you
to wear a front closing bra. Once you’re on the cross, it’s
impossible to get a bra off you without cutting it.” He glanced
down at her tits. “For a mother, you have very nice tits.”

Again she blushed with embarrassment. “Thanks.” She
couldn’t remember the last time someone new, someone other than her
husband or a doctor, had seen her bare breasts. She’d been married
too long.

When Kurt placed his hands on her tits, she gasped
at his forwardness, but this was what she was here for. “Nice. Full
and firm and a little heavy.” He pushed back the remains of the bra
to better inspect her. If there was one feature to her body that
Donnella wasn’t ashamed about, it was her breasts. Maybe they were
a little small, but they were perky and topped with light tan
nipples. They had changed with her pregnancies and breast feeding,
but they were largely back to normal, except she now had the
inescapable feeling that she needed to wear a bra all the time when
before she wasn’t ashamed of going out in pubic braless.

Kurt tweaked her nipples and she felt a little
thrill that ran through her body. “Well play with these a bit,” he
said and went back to the row of cabinets where he searched for a
minute. “It’s been a while since I used these, but you look like
the sort of woman who would enjoy them.” What Kurt had in his hands
were two small glass cups maybe twice as large as a shot glass that
had nozzles on the bottom closed end, some rubber tubing, and a
hand pump. She watched in fascination as he attached the pump to
one end of the tube and the other end to the nozzle on one cup.

“Is this like a breast pump?” she asked as he placed
the glass cup over her right nipple.

“Something like that,” he commented as he squeezed
the pump once which pulled her small nipple forward into the cup.
Her eyes goggled at how much her flesh was distended. It didn’t
exactly hurt, but she could feel the force of the suction working
against her soft tissue.

“Holy shit,” she gasped. “That’s amazing.” For some
reason this abuse of her body pleased her.
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