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   Half of the road trip to  our winter home in Florida was fi-


nally over, and I was really excited about getting in some long a-


waited "personal" relaxation to really help me unwind. My wife de-


cided to fly down later, having to stay behind and finish some neccessary family business of hers. What I didn't know was that it would be doubly eventful later on. After checking in and acquiring a room at the far end of the top story, the hostess/clerk had gra-


ciously offered to help carry some of my luggage up to the room, needing to check out another room vacancy near it . Her name was Tammy, very friendly, polite, helpful, and quite attractive for a woman in her late 30s. I didn't know it at the time, but she was also into BDSM and D/s, liking what she saw, and noticing a slight but interesting error of mine, hanging out from one of the pieces of luggage I carried up with me. 


   On the way to my room, Tam lightly commented about seeing a looped end of rope protruding from one of the suitcases, bringing it to my attention with a soft, curious, and seductive voice and smile. I chuckled with a bit of embarrassment, and said it was part of a few things I used to relax with after a long trip. "Oh really now? Sounds interesting! Maybe even intriguing.", she re-


plied with a hint of deep curiosity. "Is there a bar near here?", I asked as we took the luggage into my room. "I'm sorry, but no there isn't. There IS a partystore down the street by the res-


tuarant, if you want to buy beer, wine, or some snacks. Just  please don't make a mess, and enjoy your stay here with us." Then she really smiled with a raised set of eyebrows, turned, and left.


   Having ate a dinner a few hours ago, I opted for the party-


store, purchased a 12 pack of beer, and some munchies. Then I re-


turned to the motel, passing the office window while peering in and seeing Tam behind the desk, facing the window, and helping another customer. Catching her eye, I smiled, raised the 12 pack, then gestured for her to come up and join me for a cocktail later on if she wanted one. She gave a soft smile, winked, then nodded back to me, just before I continued on back to my room.


   Safe and locked in my room, I popped a beer, closed the drapes, checked out the bed frame, then set up the gear I was going to use. All set, I relieved myself as much as possible, took a hot shower, shaved, then sat nude in a chair by the bed, already sprouting an erection. The thought of getting into some serious self bondage for a few hours had had me quite excited. But then the thought of being discovered, really got me fired up. Maybe Tam would come up, see a note inviting her in, then finding me seri-


ously tied. Either she would stay, have a beer or 2, and enjoy playing with me, or I was about to get busted, then arrested. Ei-


ther way, it was a risky plan, but then I decided to actually do it.


   While sipping on my beer, I wrote a BRIEF note and stuck it in the corner of the window by the door. I knew she had a key and  could let herself in, so I suggested it. I also said that if she liked what she saw, to please stay and ENJOY! That was it! It took a little while to get all the ropes and chains set up, then all of the doubled pillows and a few blankets folded up, then all of it stacked near the middle of the bed. I truly enjoyed doing this and always remembered when my wife first found me one evening at home, all set up, then how she enjoyed me for a few hours after that and all that she did to me. WOW! WHATA RUSH! Maybe! JUUUUUUST maybe, Tam would do the same, as her litle hints, facial expressions, and body english had suggested to me. I'd soon find out if she came up, or I'd go the duration of my selfbondage alone, still managing to get off a few hard earned times.


   With little left to do, I began setting myself into a stringent selfbondage with my cock and balls, tied tight, after putting them through a 2" ring dangling froma tight waistbelt. A few minutes later, a real thick and long vibrating buttplug was slowly insert-


ed deep into my ass, then secured with the strap from the bottom of the ring around my jewels and cock, then buckled up tight to the back of the waistbelt. Another wider waistbelt with D rings all around it was cinched tight around my waist. All the locks were checked, then the main key ring was set just out of reach of where my left hand would be. My ass stuffed, and my genitals in tight bondage, I tied a 5" long vibrator to my cock, then I cring-


ed hard from adding my fierce distractor, a pair of merciless, weighted nipple clamps. It took a few minutes for the burning sen-


sation to settle, but as soon as I moved, they would instantly do their painful work on me.


   A small tube protruded from either corner of my mouth after I ductaped it shut. Then I plugged, stuffed, and covered my ears. I was getting close to finally starting my sensory deprived long duration period, and really excited as all hell. Thoughts of my wife and then those of Tam maybe discovering me and having some fun of her own really threw me towards my edge and wanting to get into my final bondage even faster. After getting my cuffs and col-


lar on, I pulled out my weighted release key that was in a separ-


ate cooler. The key was in an oversize icecube, knowing it would melt down some by the time I was ready to play. I was right, as the size of the cube was down to just a slightly smaller than a normal icecube, still good for about 4 long hours. I really taped the extending string to a spot on top of the headboard and out of reach of my left hand. 


   The time had finally come to get on the bed, connect all the chains, ropes, and cord that will keep me bound helplessly to the bed for hours on end, until the key cube finally melted down and dropped by my hand. I knelt at about the middle of the bed, just behind the stack of pillows and blankets. I tied my knees wide apart to the ropes connected to the sides of the bed. Then I reached back, weaved the chains from the corners and connected to the bed legs through the hasp on each anklecuff, drew them taut, then secured them with a lock to each. Just as I finished tying my balls, I tied a small swivel clip to just behind my balls. I reached back again, and tied the cord taut to the clip, keeping me from moving forward, with my ass up in one spot. 


   There were 4 more chains and locks to go. If I wanted to back out and remove the note from the window the time was then, since a few more minutes later, it would be too late. I chose to continue onward. I pulled a pair of old leather sandals that my wife wore a lot out of a bag, that she'd packed into my luggage for me the night before. I set them on the bed right about where my nose was going to be, helping me to really relax, enjoy, and get off while bound down and helpless. (I have a huge foot and sandal fetish that both my wife and I truly do enjoy!) I even thought of Tam's feet and the old sandals that she had on, then added even more thoughts to my imagination, thinking that those sandals were hers. 


   I picked up and stuck another note that I wrote to Tam on my back. I told her that if she enjoyed what she saw, then to have fun using all the playtoys that were there on me and really work me good in any way she wanted to enjoy and satisfy herself. Even if it took all night! I was REALLY getting excited, as I pulled a blindfold down over my eyes, then groped blindly for the hood. I felt, then got it, tying the bindings behind my head, tight, and making the snug hood even more form fit. there were only three holes in the front of it, one for my nose, and 2 more for the breathing tubes. 


   After I was finished, I bent over onto the tall stack of doubl-


ed pillows and blankets that would keep my body off the bed and dangle my cock and the nipple clamps. Again, I groped, found, and weaved 2 more chains connected to the headboard through a D ring on either side of my collar. Then I pulled myself forward until the cord tied to the clip on my balls was very taut. Then after drawing the the headboard chains tight, I secured those with locks, too. I was at the edge of starting, giving everything one last thought. Then I reached under, turned on both vibrators, then reached for either corner at the head of the bed and felt for the last 2 chains and locks. I found them, weaved them through, then, took a deep breathe and thought one last time. Then with so much excitement and nervousness running through my veins, I clicked the last 2 locks closed. My fate was secured for ATLEAST 4 HOURS! 


   My mind was flying, as I dreamt all sorts of wild and erotic things. The scent of my wife's feet on and in her old leather sandals was fresh from the day before, as she wore them all day long and well into the evening. Her scent permiated the flowing aire I breathed in through my nostrils. It acted as an aphrodi-


siac, really exciting me, and keeping me close to the edge my my first climax. Dreaming of her, the way and things she did to me to please her, and the vibrating of my ass, cock, and balls sent me reeling into my first powerful climax. Then I thought of Tam com-


ing into the room, finding me as I was, then her really enjoying herself and taking full advantage of me. All of the toys were laid out and all ready to be played with on me, upon her choosing. Af-


ter another few minutes, I managed to reach an thrust myself into another climax of even greater height and lasting much longer too.


   After atleast an hour or 2 went by, trying to gain each climax got tougher. I focussed on Tam, her light but reavealing clothing, her large tits, soso waist, nicely shaped ass, kind of long legs, and those beautiful feet of hers in a pair of leather thong san-


dals, probably on her feet all day. Well on my way to finally gaining another edge, I was suddenly and completely distracted, feeling a soft hand and set of fingers slowly gliding in a cir-


cular motion across my asscheeks. Then that was immedeately fol-


lowed by a tremendously hard smack on one from the smooth paddle. As soon as I felt it, the note was pulled from my back, and a cold beer can slid across the slight red asscheek. I had NO idea who was there, but hoping against hope that it was Tam and she was go-


ing to have fun, instead of turning me in to the police. THEN THERE WAS ANOTHER HARD SWAT! THEN ANOTHER! THEN ANOTHER! THEN AN-


OTHER!


   Within minutes, my ass was on fire as more swats kept heating my ass up. Then there was nothing for quite a few minutes. All the while, my mind was in overdrive, borrowing trouble and thinking the worst of what could happen, and how I'd have to explain to my wife of why I was in the local jail. Then I felt my head raised, then pushed down again after a few seconds, right into a fresh, hot set of leather thong sandals, that HAD to be Tam's! Then I felt a few soft pats on my back along with a couple of soft, pas-


sionate kisses. It HAD to be Tam! 


   The pungent scent of her feet wasn't all that harsh either, as some could be! Nonetheless, I recognized the shape and design of them, feeling through my nose, and remembering what Tam's sandals looked like. WOWWWWWWW! SHE'S REALLY HERE AND ENJOYING ALL THIS! GOSH! HOW LUCKY DID I GET? HOW LUCKY DID SHE GET? I'll bet that she'd NEVER had recieved a tip like this before? I felt the frozen and weighted key release slid slowly across the top of my ass,


letting me know that I was the sexslave of Tam from that point on, for as long as she wanted to own and play with me, and order me to satisfy her in any way and for as long as she wanted.  Regardless, BOTH of us were about to have a long, wild night, all from a very risky chance for a "perk", all over the offering of a late night cocktail!    























 


 


