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Delphine takes a Break

Storycodes: Fsolo, Ff, BDSM, self-bondage, latex, gag, hood, breathplay, suspension, spreader bar, orgasm denial, overstimulation, edging, electrostim, vacuum bed, plugs, public play, exhibitionism, risk-of-discovery, consensual-nonconsent, rural setting, house-sitting.

A burnt-out self-bondage creator house-sits a Provençal farm, dives into escalating restraints, and meets a mysterious woman who tests her limits in the woods.

Delphine runs a notorious self-bondage livestream, but success numbed the thrill she craves. She escapes Paris to watch over a sunlit farm near Roussillon, where the barn hides carriages, frames, and every toy a clever pervert could want. Alone and hungry for sensation, she builds scenes that flood her body with pressure and denial: latex nights on squeaking sheets, motorized suspensions that wring climax after climax, a homemade vacuum bed that seals her in merciless stillness. Daylight adventures follow, from lake swims in heavy rubber to scouting a secret oak above the road for the perfect spread-eagle. There, masked and bound, Delphine becomes bait for chance and courage. Oceanmaster’s knowing hands find her, the mysterious woman that expertly played her body in a previous story, and understands control and reward. This story blends inventive hardware kink with sensual, confident touch, celebrates exhibitionist risk without cruelty, and follows an adult heroine reclaiming desire on her terms as another woman invites her into a deeper game.


Safewording from Business

Delphine had reached her limit. She needed a break, a real one. Her business, Delphine in Distress, had grown beyond anything she’d imagined—a success in every measurable way. Her internet-controlled self-bondage machines, a wild concept when she first dreamed them up, had captured a strange corner of the market. Strangers would bid for the right to control her restraints in real-time, deciding how tightly she’d be bound, how long she’d stay trapped, or what particular torment she’d endure.

[image: ]

At first, it had been exhilarating, a wicked fusion of technology and submission that played right into her deepest fantasies. She’d wanted unpredictability, that electric thrill of not knowing what would come next, who was pulling the strings, or how far they’d push her. But the novelty had dulled. The bidders—those she called “Punishers” who thought pain was the only way to play, and the swaggering “Showoff Doms” who cared more about their egos than the art of control—were grinding her down. They weren’t there for her, not really. They just wanted a spectacle, and she was tired of being their prop.

The money was good, of course. More than good. But it wasn’t why she’d started. What should have been a source of chaotic joy, that perfect storm of helplessness and trust, had become predictable and hollow. A job. Another chore on her schedule.

The calendar had crept into spring, the air shifting just enough to remind her of the world beyond her darkened studio. Almost April. She’d posted a note on the site, announcing a hiatus—no sessions, no streams, no bids—until after the summer. She’d been ready to log off and walk away when the email arrived.

It was from Amelie.

Amelie and Helen ran a small, dreamy farm somewhere near Roussillon, where lavender fields blurred into rolling hills. The email was short, as Amelie’s always were: “Taking Helen for an extended break, need a house sitter for six weeks. You game?” she’d written. That was it.

Delphine had met the couple at a lifestyle event last year, and they’d left an impression. Amelie, composed and enigmatic; Helen, warm and mischievous. They’d stumbled into kink later in life, Amelie once confessed, and completely by accident, but they had embraced it with a fervor that fascinated Delphine. The phrase “taking Helen” lingered in her mind, curling at the edges like smoke. Whatever Amelie had planned, it wasn’t ordinary. It would be intimate, meticulous, and very likely, kinky as fuck.

That was all the excuse Delphine needed. She packed her bags in a single sweep—civilian clothes, latex, toys—and loaded up her car. She left Paris long before the sun came up, and when the sun came up three hundred kilometers later, she rolled down the window, letting the wind tug at her hair. The drive south was long–ten hours, passing by Lyon and Avignon–but clear, the highway stretching out before her like a promise.

By the time Delphine veered off the route départementale onto a narrow access road, the landscape had shifted into muted tones of ochre and green, the soft hills quilted with vineyards and lavender fields. The farm wasn’t remote, but it felt secluded—tucked away from the hurried world.

When she pulled up, Amelie was waiting, dressed in sleek riding pants and tall boots, a crisp white blouse completing the look. She greeted Delphine with a warm hug, the faint scent of leather clinging to her. “Come, I’ll show you around,” Amelie said, her tone casual, as if everything about this arrangement was perfectly normal.

The farmhouse stood two stories tall, its ochre façade weathered by sun and wind, shutters painted a fading blue. Ivy curled along the edges of the stone walls, framing windows that reflected the golden light of late afternoon. Inside, the layout was simple: the ground floor held a spacious kitchen with terracotta tiles, a heavy wooden dining table, and shelves stocked with mismatched crockery. The living room opened off the kitchen, a cozy space with a low-beamed ceiling, a stone fireplace, and a scattering of worn furniture that felt lived-in rather than curated. Upstairs were the bedrooms, tucked under the sloping roof, their windows opening to views of the surrounding fields.

Next to the house stood a barn, its red doors thrown open to reveal stables on the ground floor, now empty but still fragrant with hay. Above, the loft bristled with bundles of straw, their golden stalks catching the light filtering through cracks in the timber walls. It was here, in one of the empty stalls below, that they found Helen.

Amelie gestured toward the corner with a sly smile. Helen was already deep in her role, bound in full pony gear. A tight leather corset cinched her waist impossibly small, its design clearly meant for carting. Her arms were secured behind her in a box tie, the leather straps cutting clean lines against her skin. Blinders framed her face, narrowing her vision, and a sleek bit curved between her lips, muffling any attempt at speech. The reins attached to her bridle were tethered short, holding her in place. From her rear protruded a ponytail, glossy and black, unmistakably anchored by a matching plug. Helen’s chest rose and fell in slow, controlled breaths, her posture taut and disciplined.

“Thought you’d appreciate a proper send-off,” Amelie said, grinning and patting her ponies rear. Delphine just nodded, unsurprised but unable to suppress a flicker of intrigue. Amelie continued the tour, leaving Helen bound behind.

She was leading Delphine to another outbuilding behind the barn. This one housed a workshop on one side and a garage on the other. The workshop smelled of sawdust and metal filings, with neatly organized tools lining the walls. The garage was less practical and more playground: two carriages designed for human ponies gleamed under fluorescent lights, each one tailored to different fantasies, a lightweight sulky for speed and larger cart for endurance. Alongside them were racks of bondage equipment—frames, stocks, and other large-scale toys that made Delphine’s fingers twitch with curiosity.

When they returned to the barn, Amelie began prepping Helen for departure. “I’ll just load her into the van, and then we’ll be off,” she said. True to her word, she led Helen out of the stall, guiding her by holding the reins short. When she patted her back, Helen knelt into a padded box in the back of the Volkswagen bus, and Amelie secured her in place with quiet efficiency before sliding first the box and then the buses’ door shut.

She turned to Delphine with a wink. “Have fun. Feed the cats.” Then she climbed into the driver’s seat, started the engine, and disappeared down the road in a cloud of dust, leaving Delphine standing in the warm silence.

The farm was hers now, along with its scattered buildings, the rolling fields, a small lake glinting beyond them, and the forest standing sentinel on the far side of the water. She let her gaze linger on the landscape, the potential it held.



Home Alone

The bedroom Delphine chose was simple but spacious, tucked under the sloping roof with a view of the fields beyond. The soft light filtered through lace curtains, casting patterns over the wooden floor. She opened the cupboard, unsurprised to find the bedding options split between crisp cotton and gleaming latex. Smiling to herself, she pulled out a set of latex sheets, the smooth material whispering over her fingers. It wasn’t warm enough to make them sticky yet, just cool and sleek against the skin.

After making up the bed, she turned to her bags, unpacking her gear with practiced efficiency. Coils of rope, neatly folded latex, plugs, cuffs, and her personal assortment of toys—everything had its place. With everything in order, Delphine selected one of her favorites: a glossy white, pink, and purple latex bodysuit. The suit was snug, perfectly molded to her curves, the material creaking faintly as she worked it over her skin. It had a playful edge, the kind she adored, with an integrated anal plug that anchored a long, soft cat tail.

She slipped into the matching fetish wedge heels, their arch forcing her to balance carefully as she stood. The tail swayed behind her with every movement, tugging the plug inside her. Each step sent a subtle jolt of pressure, the rhythm of the pull keeping her hyper-aware of the snug, invasive sensation. It was distracting, in the best possible way.

Satisfied, she wandered the house, her heels clicking softly against the wooden stairs as she descended. The ground floor revealed its secrets under closer inspection. The sturdy beams of the living room weren’t purely decorative—thin, carefully concealed anchor points dotted their lengths, subtle enough that a casual guest might miss them. A coffee table in the corner had curious rings along its underside, their purpose obvious to her trained eye. Even the oversized armchair had thick leather straps discreetly folded into its arms and legs, waiting for the right moment.

In the kitchen, she ran her fingers along the heavy oak dining table. The craftsmanship was beautiful, but it was the small additions that caught her attention—embedded metal loops at the corners, perfectly placed for securing someone spread-eagle across its surface. The cupboards, too, had their peculiarities. One opened to reveal an array of leather harnesses and gags, tucked behind the more mundane cooking utensils. Another held bottles of lube and silicone polish neatly lined up beside jars of honey and olive oil.

She stepped outside to explore the barn, the slight sway of her hips making the tail behind her flick and tug. Her breath hitched when a particularly sharp pull caught her off guard, the heels amplifying every sway of her hips.

Inside the barn, the stables were just as suggestive as the house. The walls were lined with polished wooden rails, all equipped with hidden cuffs and loops. The hayloft ladder had been retrofitted with additional straps, allowing for creative use. The air smelled faintly of leather and straw, the echoes of past scenes practically tangible.

The outbuilding workshop revealed a bricolage érotique. Coils of chain and neatly folded tarps filled one corner, while a workbench held an assortment of hardware clearly repurposed for restraint—hand-forged cuffs, steel collars, and even a half-finished yoke. The carriages in the garage gleamed, but what caught her eye were the extra storage racks. They held spare shafts, fitted with grips clearly meant for someone in harness to pull, and padded bars designed for securing limbs in ways that could only be described as indulgently cruel.

By the time she circled back to the house, the sun had dipped low in the sky, the amber light casting long shadows. Each step she took, each shift of the tail, sent another wave of stimulation through her, the subtle torment keeping her on edge. The farm felt alive with possibilities. Six weeks. She could feel her pulse quicken at the thought of what she might do with all this time.

The latex sheets squeaked against Delphine’s bodysuit as she slid into bed. She took her time with the restraints, savoring the ritual. The leather cuffs fit snugly around her knees and ankles, locking them together before she tied her ankles to the footboard with a short rope. Her high collar followed, pulled tight and secured to the headboard, a firm reminder with every breath.

Finally, she locked her hands behind her back, threading her arms through elbow restraints and clicking her wrists into her cellphone-controlled wristbands with practiced ease. The timer had been set earlier, ticking silently toward morning. With the last click, the world shifted; she was utterly bound, her body stretched taut between the headboard and footboard.

She tried to shift, but each movement emphasized her helplessness. Turning onto her side was the only option, the restraints forcing her to abandon the comfort of her back. The plug refused to be ignored, its fullness pressing in time with every adjustment, teasing her without mercy. Her thighs trembled faintly, but there was no relief to be found; her hands, locked behind her, were utterly useless. Frustration mixed with arousal as her breathing slowed, the edge of exhaustion after the long drive overtaking her. Her bonds left her chaste and simmering, the ache of denial shaping her dreams.



Exploring the Realm

Morning light crept through the window, casting a soft glow over the room. The timer clicked open, releasing her from the night’s bindings. Delphine took her time unraveling herself, stiff but invigorated by the subtle soreness in her muscles. She headed to the shower, and peeled off the catsuit with care, scrubbing it clean before tending to herself, letting the hot water cascade over her, washing away the traces of sweat and tension.

Once finished, she chose a thick black latex suit, its heavy material clinging to her like armor. There was no tail this time, but the high neck and full-length sleeves with integrated gloves provided their own form of constraint. She added a pair of heavy rubber boots with thick and sturdy soles before throwing on a mundane trench coat. It concealed the latex but made her look unseasonably overdressed in the warm weather. Still, the outfit felt right—a barrier between her and the world.

The farm beckoned, and Delphine wandered out into the fields. Some lay fallow, their soil turned and waiting, while others were alive with growth. Young Lavender stretched in neat rows, not quite yet ready to bloom. Olive trees clustered at the edge of the property, their silver-green leaves shimmering in the sunlight. She spotted patches of grapevines further out, the young leaves hinting at the promise of summer’s yield.

The land descended gently toward a small lake, its deep blue surface a rarity amid the vineyards and rocky terrain of the region. She crossed a weathered wooden bridge spanning a narrow stream, its shallow water burbling over smooth stones. The planks groaned under her boots, their sun-bleached edges frayed with age. Nearby, a modest boathouse nestled by the lake, its faded paint blending with the wildflowers and grasses starting to bloom. Next to it, a narrow pier extended a few meters over the still water, the wood pale and worn smooth by countless hot summers and damp spring mornings.
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Rounding the lake, the landscape shifted subtly. It climbed again, and the far side was bordered by a small copse of pines and scrub oaks, their fresh spring growth tinged with green and silver. Through the trees, she glimpsed the route départementale, a ribbon of asphalt threading through the countryside. The ground dropped sharply where the wood ended, the eight-meter cliff offering a clear view of the road below, with a small path following the edge of the cliff with a few meters of safety. She lingered in the cool shade, the resinous scent of pine mingling with the faint hum of passing cars, the sound oddly soothing against the backdrop of birdsong.

On the way back, Delphine wandered a longer path through the woods, letting her curiosity dictate her steps. The boathouse caught her eye again, and she ducked inside to explore its rustic interior. Dust motes hung suspended in the beams of sunlight filtering through warped wooden boards. A pair of well-worn oars leaned haphazardly against the wall, while an overturned rowboat, its paint peeling in places, rested on sawhorses. Outside, the pier beckoned once more; from its edge, the lake stretched serenely.

The narrow pier felt sturdier underfoot than it looked, it looked weathered, but it did not creak. Delphine slipped out of her trench coat, draping it neatly over the edge of the pier. The lake stretched before her, smooth as glass, its cool surface reflecting the sky. She didn’t hesitate, stepping into the water fully clad in her black latex suit and boots.

The water embraced her in an instant, cool against the tight latex clinging to her skin. Each movement sent ripples over her body, the suit compressing her curves with every shift. The heavy rubber boots added weight to her steps, pulling her deeper with a muted resistance. She moved slowly, savoring the contrast—the slickness of the water over the suit, the firm grip of the latex, the steady drag of the boots. The lake’s pressure was constant, an unyielding presence that amplified every sensation, wrapping her in a cocoon of awareness.

For a while, she floated, her body buoyed by the lake while the boots threatened to pull her back to the bottom. The interplay of restraint and freedom, lightness and heaviness, sent shivers along her spine. Every stretch and turn heightened the suit’s grip, the latex amplifying the cold kiss of the water. She closed her eyes, losing herself in the sensations, the lake cradling her like a patient lover.

Eventually, she waded back to the pier, water streaming from her in rivulets that glinted in the sun. Climbing onto the boards, she sat cross-legged and worked on her boots, pulling each one free with a satisfying pop before turning them upside down to empty the trapped lake water. She let the boots dry for a moment, the sun warming her damp latex as it hugged her tighter with the heat. Then, with a soft sigh, she slid the boots back on, the faint squelch of residual water making her smile. The sun continued to work on the suit, drying it to a gleaming shine as she stretched her legs out along the pier.

When the suit was dry and her moment of stillness had passed, Delphine gathered her trench coat, tossing it over her shoulder. She walked back to the farmhouse, her black latex glistening in the noonday sun. The suit caught the light with every step, reflecting flashes of silver along her thighs and torso. The walk was leisurely, the warmth of the day contrasting sharply with the cool memory of the lake still lingering on her skin.

At the house, she hung the trench coat neatly and set the boots aside to dry fully. She swapped them for the wedges from the day before. To complete the outfit, she buckled on a short latex underbust corset, the thick latex and reinforced boning cinching her waist and enhancing the suit’s curves. The added pressure was comforting, a constant reminder of its presence.

In the kitchen, Delphine browsed through the well-stocked shelves, eventually assembling a light meal: a simple salad of fresh greens, bright tomatoes, and slices of cured ham drizzled with olive oil and balsamic vinegar. She toasted a few slices of crusty bread, rubbing them with garlic and topping them with a thick layer of creamy goat cheese. The flavors were clean and satisfying, the kind of rustic fare that felt perfectly in tune with the farmhouse.



Some Serious Discomfort

After cleaning up, Delphine leaned against the kitchen counter, a faint smile playing on her lips. “Time to get into some serious discomfort,” she murmured to herself.

From her stash, she selected a suspension harness, sturdy and well-padded to spread the weight. Ropes and her trusty smartphone-controlled shackles joined the pile. She added a set of dildos, a gag, a blindfold, a spreader bar, and a battery-driven motor she’d brought for a pulley system. Then she headed to the barn, her mind already spinning with plans.

The barn was silent when Delphine climbed the ladder to the hayloft. Crawling, the beam made faint creaks as Delphine tested the pulley system. The heavy-duty ropes looped securely through the stationary block and the motorized moving pulley gleamed faintly in the dim light, their tension reassuring. The system was overengineered, a fortress of safety, but that only made the upcoming torment more thrilling. She descended carefully and went to where the pulley descended into the middle of the open space.

The harness lay on the ground, spreader bar gleamed wickedly nearby, and the rope dangled from above. She opened the crotch zipper of her latex catsuit, the smooth sound slicing through the quiet. Her toys waited, their surfaces already slicked with lubricant, glistening obscenely in the filtered sunlight.

First, the anal plug—thick, motorized, and with plenty of electrical stimulation surfaces. She pressed it against her, the blunt tip breaching her with a slow, firm pressure. It filled her completely, stretching her until the widest point passend, and it was sucked into place by her contracting sphincter. Her breath caught, the sheer size leaving her gasping. Next came the vaginal vibe, a size she would normally consider excessive. It slid in slowly, her body protesting as it stretched her wider. By the time it settled inside her core felt very full from the double intruders. Finally, the butterfly, carefully positioned over her clit, cupping it with the lightest of touches. She zipped the suit closed, trapping everything in its tight embrace. The added pressure of the latex only amplified her awareness, every shift reminding her of how deeply she was filled and how vulnerable she’d made herself.

The harness came next, wrapping her torso in snug straps that lifted and separated her breasts beneath the latex. Another strap was running through her crotch, right over the dildos and the butterfly, pressing them in deeper as she tightened the straps. The spreader bar clicked into place between her boots, forcing her legs apart and locking them there. She attached the pulley to the harness at her back and reached for her phone, activating the control program. The devices connected instantly, their acknowledgment beeps echoing in the barn.

The gag slid between her lips, its thick panel covering her mouth, the bulb pressing her tongue flat as she buckled it tight. The blindfold followed, robbing her of sight and sharpening every other sense. Finally, the wrist cuffs—she twisted her arms behind her, threading them through the loops on the harness to fix her elbows, and snapping the cuffs shut. A final beep confirmed the system was live. She stood there, bound, gagged, and blindfolded, the hum of her control program filling her ears as she waited.

The pulley engaged with a mechanical whir, lifting her off the ground in a single smooth motion. Her weight settled into the harness, the spreader bar forcing her legs wide as the tension in the ropes grew. She began to turn slowly. The pull on the harness pressed the plug deeper, angling it cruelly against her walls, while the vibe shifted inside her, nudging at places it had no right to reach. The butterfly was pulled taut against her clit, its tiny motors coming to life in teasing bursts of vibration.

The torment began slowly. The vibe inside her pulsed irregularly, sending shocks of pleasure and pain through her core. The plug hummed to life, its motors grinding against her sensitive inner walls in rolling waves. The butterfly fluttered sporadically, vibrating just enough to tease without ever offering relief. Then came the shocks—short, sharp bursts of electricity that crackled against her clit and the sensitive flesh inside her. They stung, a flash of pain that made her thighs quiver in their restraints, her muscles instinctively trying to close despite the spreader bar.

She twisted slightly in the air, her body jerking with each new wave of sensation. The program was relentless, alternating between teasing vibrations and harsh shocks. The vibe would build her up, its relentless pulsing dragging her toward the edge, only for the plug to grind cruelly against her, holding her there in maddening denial. The butterfly added insult to injury, its subtle flutters dancing over her clit just enough to make her ache.

Her breathing turned ragged behind the gag, muffled cries escaping as the shocks came faster, each one igniting a fresh burst of torment. The denial was excruciating. Every time her body tensed in anticipation of release, the program would shift, pulling her back from the brink. Her legs trembled, her arms strained against the cuffs, but there was no escape.

The ache in her muscles grew, the relentless pull of the harness leaving her stretched and exposed. The intruders inside her felt impossibly large, their constant stimulation pushing her further into desperation. Her mind swam in a haze of frustration and submission, every nerve alight with pain and pleasure that refused to resolve. Minutes felt like hours as the program continued its brutal dance, leaving her helpless, denied, and utterly at its mercy.

Then the faint hum of a car engine broke the stillness of the barn.

Her heart skipped, the sound growing louder, closer, until it stopped abruptly outside the farmhouse. A car door slammed. Panic gripped her chest like a vice. She couldn’t see, couldn’t call out, couldn’t even turn to look. All she could do was listen, her ears straining as a voice called out.

“Amelie?”

Her breath hitched behind the gag, panic swelling to a crescendo. The program chose that moment to escalate, sending brutal shocks through all three implements. The plug, the vibe, and the butterfly lit her up from the inside, jolting her nerves with sharp, biting punishment. She fought to suppress a cry, her teeth digging into the gag as her body jerked against the restraints. Her thighs quivered, the spreader bar holding them wide apart, while the relentless harness kept the butterfly pressed firmly against her clit, where it’s electrodes zapped her straight into her nervous system.

Footsteps crunched outside, drawing closer. Delphine’s mind raced, her fear sharpening every sensation. She was helpless, dangling spread-eagle in the barn, fully on display for anyone who happened to look. She wasn’t visible immediately from the driveway. She hoped. But the barn doors were slightly ajar, and all it would take was a few steps inside. Her face flushed with shame and arousal, her breaths ragged and muffled as she pulled uselessly against her bindings.

“Amelie?”

The voice rang out again, louder this time, accompanied by the sound of boots scuffing against dirt. Her pulse pounded in her ears, drowning out everything but her own ragged attempts to stay silent. The shocks were unrelenting, each one driving her to the edge of her endurance. The plug ground cruelly inside her, stretching her unbearably with every jolt. The vibe throbbed against her inner walls, teasing her mercilessly, while the butterfly sent cruel flutters across her clit. She bit down on the gag harder, her moans trapped in her throat.

The footsteps paused.

For a moment, all she could hear was the rush of blood in her ears and the faint creak of the pulley system as her body strained against it.

Then a car door slammed again, the motor roared back to life, and the vehicle began to pull away.

Relief flooded her—but the program had no intention of letting her savor it. The shocks ebbed, replaced by deep, rolling vibrations. The butterfly buzzed with maddening intensity, perfectly positioned by the harness to stimulate her already overstimulated clit. The vibe inside her pulsed with relentless rhythm, its girth stretching her to the point of aching pleasure, while the plug rotated, grinding against every sensitive spot it could find.

Her body betrayed her, the tension snapping all at once as she came with a guttural, muffled cry. The orgasm wracked her, sharp and overwhelming, leaving her trembling in its wake. The car was gone, but the echoes of her humiliation lingered, tangled with the raw, undeniable thrill of almost being discovered.

She hung in the harness, limp and gasping, the latex suit clinging to her sweat-drenched skin. But the program didn’t stop. The vibe continued to hum, its unyielding rhythm dragging her toward another peak. The butterfly pressed harder against her, the harness ensuring there was no escape from its torment. Her overstimulated nerves screamed in protest, but her body responded anyway, each wave of pleasure crashing harder than the last.

Her mind pleaded for respite. Enough. Please, enough. But the setup was built well, perfect in its merciless efficiency. The next orgasm hit her like a freight train, her muscles seizing as her body convulsed. Tears leaked from under the blindfold, the gag muffling her broken, desperate cries. She couldn’t stop it. She couldn’t fight it. She was utterly powerless.

Exhaustion weighed her down, her head drooping against the harness straps, but the program kept going. The butterfly, relentless and cruel, buzzed directly over her clit, its vibrations forcing another orgasm out of her quivering body. She tried to twist away, to shift the pressure, but the pulley system held her rigid, offering no escape. Her thighs trembled violently, her wrists raw against the cuffs as she struggled uselessly.

Helpless. Exposed. Controlled. It was everything she’d wanted, and yet too much. Her mind teetered on the edge of panic, her body alight with sensation that offered no reprieve. Another climax barreled through her, leaving her hanging limp and broken in the aftermath. The vibes didn’t care. They kept working, relentless and unfeeling, driving her higher and higher, until she couldn’t tell where the pleasure ended and the torment began.

The world around Delphine blurred as she hung limp in the harness, the echoes of her relentless torment still resonating through her body. The implements stopped at some point, though she didn’t notice, lost in the haze of overstimulation. Slowly, the motor lowered her, the harness relaxing until her knees brushed the hay-strewn ground. Her legs remained forced wide apart by the spreader bar, the taut latex pulling uncomfortably at her skin. The wrist restrained clicked open and fell to the ground.

She breathed heavily through the panel gag, each exhalation warm and humid against the trapped space. The blindfold pressed firmly over her eyes, keeping her in darkness. Her elbows, threaded behind her through the harness elbow loops, pinned her posture awkwardly, leaving her at the mercy of her restraints. As her weight settled, the now-quiet toys lodged within her pressed painfully, a constant reminder of her earlier excesses.

Eventually, she stirred, trying to orient herself. The strain of the spreader bar made even shifting her legs impossible. She twisted experimentally, testing her arms against the loops, but they held firm. She knew the mechanics of getting free, but knowing didn’t make it easier. She tried to angle her arms upward, leveraging her shoulders to loosen the tension, but it was slow, agonizing work. Sweat beaded on her forehead and slid down the inside of her heavy latex suit, pooling unpleasantly at the seams.

Minutes passed before she finally wrenched her arms free, the exertion leaving her trembling. She paused, catching her breath through the gag, her body slumped forward in the harness. Slowly, she worked the buckle at her legs, freeing herself from the spreader bar. The relief was immediate but short-lived as she stood unsteadily, unlocking the harness and peeling away the blindfold. The barn came back into view, dim light filtering through the high windows, the suspended ropes swaying gently above her.

She reached for her phone, setting the three intruders to a low, constant hum that buzzed faintly through her exhausted body. The vibrations were maddening in their subtlety, keeping her on edge without offering relief. Still gagged and corseted, her wedges tapping softly on the barn floor, she began the slow task of cleaning up. She worked methodically, her muscles protesting every motion as she returned the ropes, cuffs, and motorized pulley to their places.

As she crossed the threshold of the barn toward the house, she caught sight of something at the doorstep—a small plastic crate with three bottles of milk and a few jars of yogurt. Her pulse quickened momentarily. The milkman. The voice she’d heard earlier. The realization sent a fresh wave of heat through her, a mix of embarrassment, arousal, and the lingering thrill of almost being caught. She averted her gaze from the crate, carrying her gear inside as if ignoring the evidence might erase it.

Once everything was tucked away, she returned to the door and picked up the milk, carrying it to the kitchen and placing it in the fridge alongside the yogurt. She closed the door with a quiet sigh, her reflection in the glossy surface catching her attention. The gag gleamed between her lips, the corset accentuating her waist, the latex catching the light with every breath.

A flick of her thumb on the phone ramped up the vibrations. The butterfly pressed harder against her clit, its buzzing growing more insistent. The vaginal vibe pulsed in time, while the plug ground deeper, adding layers of pressure and stimulation. The challenge came to her in a moment of whimsy: could she make it to the upstairs bathroom before her body betrayed her?

She took the first step, the wedge heels shifting her weight forward, making every movement deliberate. The vibrations intensified with every step, the butterfly’s relentless hum igniting her nerves. She gripped the railing as she ascended, her thighs trembling, the overstimulation robbing her of balance. Halfway up the stairs, her body gave in.

The orgasm slammed into her, loud and uncontrollable. Her muffled cries echoed in the empty house as she leaned against the wall, her body convulsing. The toys didn’t stop, their relentless stimulation driving her higher even as she fought to steady herself. She stayed there for several moments, gasping against the gag, her legs quivering as she tried to collect herself.

When she finally reached the bathroom, she glanced at her reflection in the mirror, flushed and disheveled but grinning faintly behind the gag. Challenge failed! Punishment tonight!, she thought, the memory of her failure already forming ideas for the evening.



Sealing in for the Night

The climb to the bathroom had left Delphine trembling, each step an effort as the aftershocks of her orgasm still wracked her body. By the time she made it inside, she leaned against the sink, flushed cheeks, sweat dampening the edges of her hair, and she could feel the sweat running under the latex.

She worked slowly, starting with the gag. The buckle was stiff from her earlier exertion, but eventually, it gave way, and she spat out the bulb and the saliva it collected. Dropping it into the sink, she unzipped the suit, peeling it away from her sticky skin inch by inch. The latex clung to her, reluctant to let go, and as it came off, she felt the cool air prickling across her exposed body. The toys followed next—the plug sliding out first, leaving a deep ache, followed by the vibe and the butterfly. She dropped them unceremoniously into the sink, the slick surfaces gleaming under the overhead light.

Delphine stepped into the shower, turning the water hot, letting it cascade over her sore muscles. The sensation was a relief, washing away the sweat and tension, the steam rising around her like a cocoon. She stood under the spray longer than she needed, her thoughts already drifting toward the punishment she would plan for herself. After toweling off, she cleaned her latex suit and the toys with care, rinsing and drying them meticulously before setting them aside.

She wrapped herself into a summer dress and wandered back downstairs when an idea struck her, and she was drawn to the barn’s inventory of tools. A vacuum bed—a perfect combination of restraint, discomfort, and exhaustion. It wouldn’t be easy, but with the supplies at hand, she could make it work. She dug through the barn’s shelves and storage, finding a pump, several pipes, and spare latex sheets. Her hands worked quickly, assembling the parts into two makeshift frames with a lip between, and a hinge on one side. Then she brought her contraption into her bedroom. She sealed lip between the sheets carefully along the edges, leaving just enough of an opening for the breather mask’s air inlet, threading the tube through a hole in the frame. It was crude but airtight enough, and by the time she stepped back to admire her work, she felt a rush of anticipation.

After a light dinner—just enough to keep her strength up—she returned to the bedroom, preparing for the night ahead. She slipped into a lighter latex suit, the material smooth and thin against her freshly cleaned skin. Once again, she filled herself—this time deliberately, with the same toys as before. The plug slid in, settling deep, while the vibe pressed snugly against her walls. The butterfly nestled over her clit, its position perfect for prolonged torment. The zip of her suit locked everything in place.

The breather mask replaced her usual gag, its snug fit creating a faint pressure over her face. She connected the air inlet to the hole in the frame, adjusting the tube until it was secure. With everything ready, she crawled into the improvised vacuum bed, lying flat between the latex sheets. The material felt cool and slick, brushing against her suit as she adjusted her position. Her fingers moved quickly to set the timer for the pump, ensuring it would release her in the morning. Once everything was in place, she sealed herself in.

The pump’s low whine started almost immediately. She felt the latex tightening around her, the sheets sucking in against her body with a relentless force. The material molded itself to every contour—her legs, arms, chest, and face pressed into unforgiving stillness. The pressure was absolute, freezing her in position, leaving no room to twitch or shift. Her breath came through the long air tube, each inhale faintly labored. Though she knew she had air, the sensation of the restricted flow kept her nerves on edge, the mask amplifying the faint resistance with every breath.

Claustrophobia settled in as the vacuum bed did its work. The latex clung tighter with every second, pinning her down as if the very weight of the world rested on her. She couldn’t move. Her limbs were immobile, her chest barely rising under the relentless pressure. The toys inside her didn’t buzz or hum yet, but their presence was a constant torment, their size and position heightened by her inability to adjust. Her heart raced, her breathing shallow and fast, each gasp filtered through the narrow tube. It was terrifying, exhilarating—a perfect storm of helplessness.

Time blurred. The sensation of being trapped consumed her, her mind cycling through waves of panic and arousal. She tried to move, to test the limits of her bonds, but the vacuum bed refused to give even a millimeter. She was sweating, but that was inside her suit–which clung tightly against the latex of the vacuum bed.. She could do nothing but lie there, vulnerable, controlled, and utterly at the mercy of her own design. The faint sound of her own breathing through the tube became her only anchor, a reminder that she was still here, still alive, still bound.

The first vibrations came without warning, humming to life deep within her, catching Delphine off guard. The anal plug began its slow, torturous rotations, grinding against her insides in maddening waves, while the vibe pulsed steadily, filling her with a relentless rhythm. The butterfly buzzed alive, pressing insistently against her clit, its vibrations sharp and direct. She tried to shift, to wriggle, to alleviate the overwhelming pressure building inside her, but the vacuum bed held her firmly in place. The latex clung to every curve of her body, unyielding, sealing her in its airtight grip.

Her breathing quickened, each inhale an effort through the narrow tube of the breather mask. She struggled to calm herself, but the sensations coursing through her left her body trembling and her mind racing. The arousal mounted unbearably, her muscles straining against the unrelenting confinement, yet the limited airflow kept her tethered to the brink of panic. Each desperate breath through the tube felt thin, as if the air wasn’t enough, and the more she fought to suck in oxygen, the tighter the mask seemed to press against her face.

Her heart thundered in her chest as she teetered between two edges—release and terror. The vibrations were merciless, the plug grinding deeper, the vibe throbbing in time with her pulse, the butterfly dragging her closer to the precipice. Her body begged for release, every nerve alight with tension, but the claustrophobic pressure of the vacuum bed and the struggle for air made the experience as terrifying as it was erotic. She felt the swell of panic creeping in, her breath hitching, her vision swimming behind the blindfold of latex sealing her in darkness.

Then, just as suddenly as they’d started, the vibrations stopped. The silence was deafening. Her body sagged in frustration, every muscle trembling with exhaustion and denied pleasure. The toys remained inside her, an unyielding presence, but without the stimulation, they left her on the edge, raw and unsatisfied. She couldn’t even sigh in relief—the breather mask muffled every sound. Slowly, her breathing began to even out, the tightness in her chest easing. The fight drained from her limbs as she sank back into the relentless grip of the vacuum bed, her body limp and helpless. The exhaustion eventually overtook her, and she drifted into a restless sleep, trapped and denied.

The night offered her no reprieve. At irregular intervals, the automation turned the vibrations back on, pulling her from sleep with a jolt of stimulation. Her body convulsed within the latex cocoon, her mind unable to process whether she was dreaming or awake. Each time, the vibrations brought her to the brink of climax, her breaths shortening, her chest heaving against the unyielding pressure of the bed. The breather tube taunted her, forcing her to regulate her panicked gasps as she fought for control. And each time, the toys stopped before she could find release, leaving her trembling and denied, unable to do anything but endure.

The irregularity of the stimulation left her disoriented, floating in a fog of time that seemed endless. She had no sense of how long she’d been trapped, no frame of reference for the hours passing in the darkness. Her body ached, her mind swam with frustration and exhaustion. The need to pee added another layer of torment, the pressure building unbearably. She clenched against the urge, unwilling to let go inside the latex, her pride holding fast even in her helpless state.

At last, the hum of the pump returned, this time in reverse. The vacuum bed began to inflate, the pressure easing as the latex sheets released their grip. She lay there for a moment, dazed and disoriented, before the breather mask hissed as she pulled it off her face. Then she staggered to her feet, the toys still locked inside her, and stumbled to the bathroom. She unzipped herself just in time, shedding toys, plunking herself down on the toilet with a gasp of relief, her body sagging as she emptied herself.

When the immediate need was satisfied, she took her time peeling off the suit, the latex sticking to her skin as she tugged it free. She tossed it aside and stepped into the steaming shower, letting the hot water cascade over her. Her muscles ached, her skin felt raw, but the heat soothed her, melting away the night’s tension.

Her hands drifted over her body, fingers tracing her breasts. She cupped them, teasing her nipples into stiff peaks, the sensation sharp and electrifying. The water slicked her skin, heightening every touch. One hand moved lower, sliding between her legs, her fingers finding the swollen, sensitive flesh aching for release. She didn’t hold back, letting her fingers work with purpose, her body trembling as the waves of pleasure finally consumed her. The orgasm was shattering, her cries echoing softly in the tiled space, her body sagging against the shower wall as she rode the aftershocks.

The water poured over her, washing everything away. After the shower, she went back to the bedroom. Pushing the frames of the vacuum bed away, she fell back on the bed and soon slept again.



Catching up on lost Sleep

Delphine woke late, her body sluggish with exhaustion, the lingering ache of the night’s torment making every movement deliberate. The house was still and warm, the sunlight slanting through the shutters in golden ribbons. Today, she would take it slow. No latex, no restriction—just a simple day of scouting, of letting her mind wander as freely as her feet.

She dressed in civilian clothes: a light cotton blouse tucked into high-waisted trousers, the fabric soft against her skin, a reminder of normalcy after so many nights in latex. Her boots were practical, sturdy enough for the uneven forest paths, their well-worn soles promising sure footing. She braided her hair to keep it off her neck, already aware that the April sun this far south would be warmer than expected.

Breakfast was simple and indulgent. A fresh croissant, still flaky and buttery, torn apart and dipped into café au lait. A dish of yogurt from the milkman’s delivery, drizzled with thick and golden lavender honey. She lingered over her meal, savoring the quiet, letting the warmth of the coffee settle inside her.

When she was ready, she packed a small picnic basket—a wedge of cheese, a crusty baguette, a handful of olives, a small bottle of wine. A proper outing deserved proper food. With her pack slung over her shoulder, she stepped outside into the late morning sun, stretching lazily before making her way toward the forest.

The path took her first past the lake, its surface smooth under the cloudless sky. The reflection of the trees wavered gently, the water lapping at the wooden pier she had visited the day before. She followed the shoreline, the scent of damp earth and pine in the air, and soon reached the small copse that bordered the cliff. The land here rose gradually, the dirt path running parallel to the busy route départementale below, though the dense undergrowth shielded much of it from view.

Delphine took her time, stopping often to examine the landscape with a critical eye. She wasn’t just looking for beauty—though there was plenty of that—but for something specific: places where she could disappear, where the world could be narrowed to nothing but her and the restraints she would create for herself.

The first promising spot was between two sturdy trees, their trunks thick and covered in rough bark. The ground between them was soft with fallen leaves, a natural bedding, and the space was just wide enough for her to be spreadeagled between them, hidden from the path by a curtain of bushes. She traced her fingers over the bark, imagining the bite of rope around her wrists, the helpless stretch of her limbs, the tension locking her in place.

Further on, she found another possibility—a thick, stable branch extending over a small drop in the terrain, creating the perfect anchor point for suspension. If she bound herself here, she would be held in the air, just out of reach of the ground, her body swinging slightly with the breeze. The thought made her shiver, though whether from anticipation or something deeper, she wasn’t sure. The brush surrounding the area was dense enough to keep her out of sight from the road but still allowed glimpses of the landscape beyond.

She continued, the midday sun high overhead now, the heat pressing down more insistently. The air smelled of pine and dry grass, the hum of insects rising in the warmth. A little farther on, she found the perfect spot.

It was set slightly back from the cliff edge, shielded by a thicket of young hackberry and bxowood. The view beyond was stunning—rolling fields leading to the distant shimmer of Roussillon’s ochre cliffs. The road below was audible but unseen, the occasional rush of a passing car a distant reminder of the world outside. Here, a natural clearing opened up beneath a broad downy oak, its branches wide and gnarled. The trunk was sturdy, the limbs thick, and with a few adjustments, she could make it into a perfect setup for suspension—or something more restrictive.

She ran her hands over the bark, her mind already spinning with ideas. She could loop rope around that low-hanging branch, lock herself in place, hanging just a few inches off the ground. Or she could use the trunk itself, wrapping her body against it, limbs pinned in an embrace of her own making. The thought sent a slow heat curling in her stomach.

Satisfied, she wandered a few steps further into the sunlit clearing, the grass soft and inviting, shot with thyme, lavender and even an occasional orchid. This would do for lunch. She laid out her picnic, arranging the food with absentminded care. The bread cracked beneath her fingers as she tore it, the cheese melting slightly in the warmth of the day. She poured herself a small glass of wine, taking a slow sip as she leaned back, letting the sun soak into her skin.

The forest around her buzzed with life, the warm wind stirring the leaves overhead. She smiled to herself, stretching lazily in the grass. Tomorrow she would return to that spot with equipment. But for now, she would enjoy the peace, the heat, and the quiet thrill of knowing what was to come.

Delphine stretched out in the warm grass, the remnants of her picnic put back into her basket. The sun hung lazily overhead, filtering through the leaves in shifting golden patterns. She pulled out her tablet, already loaded with a selection of smut—favorites she had meant to reread for ages.

Kathryn Locksley’s work was first, the kind of wickedly clever filth that made her laugh as much as it made her squirm. The dialogue was sharp, the predicaments delightfully inventive – a scenario that involved magicians powering spells with sexual energy, hence they were in chastity belts all the time. She found herself grinning even as a slow heat pooled in her belly.

The ponygirl story by BitOfFun followed—a German author she had stumbled upon by chance. The level of detail and the clever world building were fun, sometimes absurd and deeply arousing. The world involved Gnomes riding ponygirls, and an arbitrary distinction between humans and ponygirls, with the protagonist changing between both states and being awfully good and content being an obedient ponygirl. At one point, she laughed out loud, startling a bird from the bushes nearby, when the true origin of the protagonist was revealed.

The heat of the afternoon, the warmth in her limbs from the wine, and the low, simmering arousal from the stories made for a pleasant haze. She stretched her legs, toes flexing against the grass, letting the feeling linger before finally forcing herself upright. She packed her things slowly, reluctant to leave, then slung the basket over her arm and started the leisurely walk back toward the farmhouse.

By the time she arrived, the shadows had begun to stretch longer across the landscape. She didn’t stop long—just enough to drop off her basket and grab her bike. The village was only a short ride away, and she wanted to stock up on fresh food while she had the chance.

The ride downhill was smooth and easy, the warm wind whipping past her as she coasted into the heart of the tiny village. It was the kind of place that existed outside of time, the narrow streets mostly deserted in the late afternoon lull. Some of the roads were so small that traffic had to take turns at single-lane sections, waiting at slow, blinking traffic lights. She cycled past stone houses with faded shutters, past a café where a handful of old men played cards under an awning, their conversation slow and unhurried.

The market was quiet, a few stalls still open with fresh produce—plump tomatoes, dark purple figs, bundles of herbs spilling from baskets. She picked out what she needed, adding a fresh round of bread, a block of sharp cheese, and a bottle of local wine to her haul. The shopkeeper nodded at her purchases, barely looking up from his newspaper as she paid.

By the time she cycled back, the sun had dipped low, painting the sky in streaks of orange and violet. The ride uphill was slower, her legs protesting after the long day, but she made it back just as the last light faded, coasting into the farmhouse’s courtyard with the deep satisfaction of a day well spent.

She unpacked her goods, setting the wine on the counter and tucking the cheese and produce into the fridge. The house was quiet, the air still warm from the day. Her bed called to her—this time, she wasn’t in the mood for elaborate setups or self-imposed torment. Tonight was about catching up on sleep.

She stripped down, sliding into a thin latex bodysuit, just enough to feel covered but still free. The latex sheets were cool at first, then warmed to her body as she settled in. No ropes, no cuffs—just the smooth press of the material against her skin, a comforting embrace rather than a binding one.

Her body was exhausted, but pleasantly so. The night stretched ahead, dark and undisturbed. She sighed into her pillow, her thoughts drifting hazily between the stories she’d read and the plans she’d made for the next time she ventured into the woods.

Sleep claimed her quickly, deep and dreamless.



A Forest Nymph

The morning air was crisp, carrying the scent of damp earth and budding leaves as Delphine stepped outside. The light dress she had chosen fluttered lightly against her bare skin, a teasing whisper of fabric that only made her more aware of what she wasn’t wearing beneath it. Her wedge sandals gave her a slow, deliberate stride, each step a soft tap against the ground as she wandered toward the copse.

The day had an almost unreal quality—the warmth of early April unusual, the bright green of the new leaves glowing as if the forest itself was alive with light. Somewhere nearby, a nightingale trilled its melodic song, an unmistakable herald of spring. Delphine took her time, her pace unhurried, letting the morning settle around her.

When she reached the oak, she placed her basket and backpack down and ran her fingers over the bark. The rough surface was warm from the early sun, textured and unyielding. She traced its deep ridges, imagining the sensation of it pressed against her bare skin.

The preparation was methodical. She tested the anchor points at the base, knots secure and unyielding. The branches above stretched wide, perfect for what she had in mind. She tied loops, threaded ropes, and attached the Bluetooth winches, making sure the setup was flawless. The shackles at the end of the winch ropes dangled, waiting.

The wind stirred the fresh leaves overhead, casting flickering patterns of light and shadow over her as she stood at the threshold of her choice. The belt she had packed lay untouched in her bag, as did the toys. She hesitated, fingers brushing over them. But no—today wasn’t about that. Today was about exposure, about raw vulnerability, about stripping herself down to nothing and embracing the helplessness in its purest form.

She unfastened her dress and let it slip from her shoulders, the fabric pooling silently around her feet. The warmth of the day kissed her skin, the contrast between sunlit warmth and the lingering chill in the shadows sending shivers across her bare flesh.

The first ropes secured her ankles, spreading her legs apart as she cinched the knots against the sturdy roots. She tested them, pulling experimentally—solid, no give. Then came the final step. The shackles closed around her wrists, nylon-cushioned metal cold against her skin.

She picked up her phone, connected the winches, and set the timer. The hood waited in her hands, rubber soft and pliant. It was always an act of surrender to pull it over her head, sealing herself away from the world. She pressed the gag between her lips, feeling it mold to the shape of her mouth. The hood slid over her face, snug and consuming, wrapping her head in a silent, airless embrace. Her fingers fumbled for the air guides, pressing them into place, aligning the tiny nose holes with her nostrils. She inhaled sharply, testing—air flowed, but every breath was a reminder of its restriction, the tightness making her hyperaware of each inhale, each exhale.

This was it.

A moment of stillness. A last chance.

The winches whined to life.

The ropes pulled. Her arms lifted, stretching outward, higher, tighter. The tension built, her body drawn into position, limbs forced into a perfect, helpless “X” against the oak. The last few inches of movement weren’t necessary, but the program didn’t care—it pulled just enough to make her toes barely touch the ground, just enough to make her feel weightless and utterly exposed.

The bark bit into her back, rough against her skin. The wind caressed her helpless body, teasing across her stomach, between her thighs, over her hardened nipples. She was here, completely open, completely bound, completely alone.

Hidden from the road, yet utterly visible to anyone who might wander too close. The world around her carried on, indifferent, while she hung there, suspended in the perfect silence of restraint.

The world was nothing but warmth, pressure, and the tight embrace of her bindings. Delphine hung there, spreadeagled, her back pressed against the rough bark of the oak, her limbs stretched wide and unrelenting. The heavy latex hood swallowed her senses, plunging her into a silent, airless void where the only sound was her own breathing, loud and rhythmic through the tiny nose holes. Each inhale was measured, each exhale deafening inside the tight seal of rubber wrapped around her skull.

The wind shifted the leaves above, dappling her pale skin with shifting patterns of sunlight, but she couldn’t see it. The sun climbed higher, its warmth creeping over her body, but the fresh green canopy shielded her from the worst of it. Time blurred. She had no frame of reference, no way to track the minutes, the hours. Her muscles ached, the ropes holding her firm, allowing no reprieve. She shifted slightly, but the bark bit into her back in protest. A small whimper escaped the gag inside the hood, swallowed immediately by the latex pressing tight against her lips.

Then the itching started. Somewhere—on her stomach? Her hip? The crook of her elbow?—something crawled over her skin, an insect, maybe two. She couldn’t tell exactly where, couldn’t brush it away, couldn’t even react beyond the slight shudder that coursed through her body. The sensation was maddening, a small torment among greater ones.

Her mind began to wander. Had someone passed by the path? Was that a footstep, or just the wind through the underbrush? The hood made it impossible to tell. She started hallucinating whispers, phantom voices carried by the breeze. Was someone watching? Did someone see her? Was she truly alone?

She lost all sense of time.

Then—something cold.

Wet.

Between her legs.

A snuffling, nuzzling sensation against her inner thigh. Something breathing against her most vulnerable spot.

Delphine’s body locked up in sheer terror, every nerve firing at once. The reaction was instant, primal. She wrenched at her bonds, thrashing as best she could, but the ropes held her firm, her own engineering ensuring her complete helplessness. A muffled, strangled moan of panic disappeared into the rubber hood, her breath coming in frantic gasps through the narrow air holes.

A dog. It had to be a dog.

The sniffing continued, exploratory, insistent, the wet nose brushing over her exposed folds, ticklish and terrifying in equal measure. Her body betrayed her, the deep throb of arousal mingling with the raw panic. She pulled harder, the bark scraping her skin, her muscles screaming in protest.

Then—salvation.

A voice, distant at first, then closer. “Something something, Milou, viens ici!”

The sniffing stopped. The sound of paws retreating. Silence.

Delphine froze, straining, trying to hear more, but the hood rendered everything muffled, indistinct. The ropes held her still, nothing but her heavy breathing filling the void inside the latex cocoon. Her panic hadn’t abated. Was the owner still there? Were they looking for the dog? Had they seen her? Had they realized?

She yanked at her bonds again, her body twisting in futility, but the effort only left her panting harder, her arms burning from exertion. Let me go, let me go, let me go, her body screamed, but her mind knew the truth—there was no escape.

Then—a voice.

Right by her ear.

“Do you want out?”

Her entire body went still.

She wasn’t alone.

She hadn’t been alone for who knew how long.

Delphine’s mind reeled, a thousand thoughts crashing into each other, all leading to the same, terrifying realization—someone had found her. Someone had stepped close enough to whisper against her latex-covered ear.

The panic pooled in her veins, turning molten between her legs.

A choice.

A test.

She swallowed hard, her breath coming shallow, shaking with the weight of the moment. Slowly, deliberately, she shook her head.

Delphine hung in the growing silence, every nerve tuned to the unknown. She strained, twisting her head, trying to listen, trying to catch even the smallest sound. Were they still here? Had they left? The hood gave her nothing, the rubber sealing her in, the thick material swallowing all external noise. She was deaf, blind, alone in her own world.

Then—again.

A voice, close, almost intimate, as if the speaker were pressing their lips right against the side of her hood.

“You know that you are very… accessible, don’t you? I could have my way with you, play with you however I wanted, and you wouldn’t be able to do a thing to stop me. That’s why you bound yourself here, isn’t it?”

She sucked in a sharp breath through her nose, pushing out all the air she had left in one panicked exhale. She tried to close her legs, but the ropes anchoring her ankles refused her, keeping her stretched wide. She turned her head again, frantic, useless, her mind racing through every possible explanation. Who was this? A passerby? Someone who had been watching her all along?

Another breath—too fast—the tiny nose holes made her fight for air, each inhale small, unsatisfying, making her feel even more trapped.

Silence.

Then the voice again, right by her ear, impossibly close.

“Answer me. That’s why you bound yourself here, isn’t it? Because you’re a shameless slut who wants to be fondled by strangers?”

She froze. Her stomach clenched, the cold sweat of panic meeting the molten heat pooling lower. She wanted to shake her head, to deny, to say no, but it wasn’t true.

Slowly, as if the motion were being pulled from her against her will, she nodded.

A soft hum of approval.

“Good little slut. I’m going to give you what you desire, and you won’t be able to do anything about it. Don’t worry—you won’t come. That’s what you want, isn’t it? To be helpless and denied?”

Her breath hitched. And still—she nodded.

The hands came next.

Not rushed. Not groping. A slow touch, exploratory, like someone savoring the feel of her, mapping every inch of her body before deciding where to linger.

But something was wrong.

The hands were slender, deliberate, knowing. They didn’t go straight for her clit, her nipples—no crude desperation. These hands understood how to play, how to ignite her without even touching the places that mattered most. They skimmed along her ribs, traced the soft dip of her stomach, brushed the underside of her breasts without truly claiming them.

The realization hit her in a slow, dawning wave.

A woman.

This was a woman’s touch.

And she took her time.

Delphine’s body reacted instinctively, arching under the careful caress, trying to press herself against the hands, guide them to where she needed them. But the stranger was patient, maddeningly so, her hands always shifting just before Delphine could catch them, teasing the edges of her sensitivity without ever satisfying it.

Every touch made her more aware of how stretched she was, how open, how vulnerable. She was on full display, but the stranger wouldn’t give her what she craved. Instead, she made her feel—made her want.

The unseen woman was patient, excruciatingly so. Her touch was slow, deliberate, teasing Delphine with feather-light caresses that never quite reached where she needed them. The rough bark pressed into her back, a contrast to the unbearable softness of those wandering fingers.

Then, finally, contact. Fingers found a nipple, rubbing it, rolling it between thumb and forefinger, testing its sensitivity. Delphine inhaled sharply, her chest rising against the restraint of the ropes, her body aching for more. She leaned into the touch, as much as her bindings would allow, her breath coming faster through the narrow nose holes of her mask.

Her tormentor noticed the change, the way her body reacted. A pause, then the index finger bent against the thumb, flicking the stiff peak with an unexpected sharpness. Delphine jerked in her bindings, a muffled moan lost in the rubber hood. Before she could recover, the hand cupped her breast fully, soothing the sting, fingers massaging, kneading gently, only to repeat the cruel flick once more.

The rhythm continued, flick, soothe, flick, soothe—pleasure and pain blending into an intoxicating cocktail. Her tormentor twisted a nipple, rolling it between two fingers, stretching it, then pinching sharply before letting her hand glide down Delphine’s torso, teasing the ribs, dipping lower.

Fingertips traced her waist, nails dragging lightly over her hips before cupping her ass. The grip was firm, possessive, fingers kneading as if weighing the flesh, as if claiming it. Then lower still, down the inside of her thighs. Sharp nails dug in, not quite breaking the skin, but marking their presence, a delicious scrape of pain that sent shivers through her helpless form.

Then—warmth. Lips closed around a nipple, soft and wet, drawing it into a teasing pull. The suction sent a violent spark through Delphine’s body, her restrained limbs twitching instinctively. A flick of the tongue, followed by a nip, teeth pressing in, biting down, tugging. Her moan was strangled against the rubber gag, the vibrations of her sound only making her tormentor’s lips curl into a smile against her skin.

Delphine’s breath came in heavy, labored pulls through the mask, trapped between the exposure of her bindings and the overwhelming claustrophobia of her enclosure. The unseen woman’s hands and lips explored her fully now, her left hand teasing one breast, her lips wrapped around the other, sucking, nipping, driving her deeper into helpless arousal. Her right hand cupped Delphine’s mons, fingers dipping into the heat of her wetness, collecting the evidence of her torment, slick fingers spreading the arousal over her nether lips. They danced over the entrance, seeking, teasing, but carefully, deliberately, never touching the one spot Delphine ached for most.

Delphine’s body arched instinctively, a desperate attempt to meet the searching fingers, to rock herself against the invading touch, but the ropes held her taut. She was stretched, vulnerable, entirely at the mercy of the woman who orchestrated her pleasure with cruel precision. Her tormentor dictated the pace, took what she wanted, gave only what she allowed.

Then, finally, fingers slipped inside her. One, then another, then a third, filling her, stretching her, plunging deep in rhythmic strokes. Delphine’s breathing turned erratic, the small holes in her mask suddenly insufficient for the air she needed. She struggled to drag in each breath, her chest rising and falling in rapid, shallow gasps, panic threading through the pleasure—but the unseen woman did not relent.

The relentless fingers drove into her, pumping, curling, pressing into every aching point inside her. Then—the touch she both craved and feared. A thumb, pressing, rubbing in perfect synchronicity with the deep, thrusting fingers inside her.

The pressure built, overwhelming, unbearable, until it crashed over her like a tidal wave. She screamed into the gag, body convulsing, muscles locking, every nerve consumed by a brutal, unstoppable orgasm. The ropes held her firm as her body writhed, her walls clenching around the intruding fingers, the sensation dragging her under, drowning her in the depths of her own surrender.

Delphine sagged forward in her bonds, her body spent, the tension in her limbs giving way to exhaustion. A soft, warm presence pressed against her—buttons from a blouse or a sundress grazing her bare skin. A female body, firm yet gentle, holding her, supporting her. A right hand cupped her below, possessive, grounding, while a strong left arm wrapped around her waist, bracing her, preventing her from collapsing completely.

Soft whispers floated next to her ear, breath warm against the sweat-dampened latex of her hood.

“You did so well. Good girl. That is how I like my slut. Well done, Delphine.”

Delphine froze.

What?

A bolt of ice shot through her, panic washing away the haze of pleasure.

She knows my name.

She wrenched at her bindings, trying to find purchase against the ground, struggling to push herself up, mind racing. Who was this? Who is playing with me?

“Ssssh, don’t panic,” the voice soothed, hands shifting to steady her, offering reassurance rather than restraint. “I’m not going to hurt you. Unless you want me to.” There was amusement in the tone, a smile lurking beneath the words.

Delphine stilled, listening. The voice—muffled before—was clearer now. Familiar. Not a stranger’s voice, but one she had heard before. Where? When?

“I’m going to remove the hood, if you want me to,” the unseen woman offered.

Delphine swallowed, pulse hammering in her throat. Then, slowly, she nodded.

Fingers hooked into the edge of the hood, peeling the tight rubber away. The gag came loose, her jaw aching as it expelled from her mouth. Brightness engulfed her. She squeezed her eyes shut, overwhelmed by the midday sun, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she tried to steady herself.

A silhouette took shape, slow and gradual. A woman, slightly older than Delphine. A summer dress. A soft, but well-defined figure. Long, straight black hair, cascading over her shoulders.

Behind her, a German Shepherd sat attentively, watching.

The woman smiled.

“I am Oceanmaster,” she said. “My name is Sylphide.”
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