


















































LITERALLY BOUND

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR

Dear Barbara: ,

I just received your latest BOUND TO PLEASE (2/9) and was
appreciative to see my letter, along with your reply. I hope you
didn’t take my comments the wrong way; it was merely that I
hadn’t seen much in the way of comments from your office. AsI
said, I always enjoy the letters section and particularly your re-
plies.

Regarding BTP 2/9, I particularly enjoyed the photo scenes
utilizing two girls at the same time. You’ve used two at various
times before, but usually only in perhaps one series in a publica-
tion. This time you provided three out of the total six photo
series with “twice the fun,” thanks. By the way, the girl in the
last article, “Reflections,” is a beautiful model. I hope we can see
more of her in future issues. I realize that she was also in one of
the articles earlier in this issue but there wasn’t nearly as much
exposure. Concerning the letters from PMA and Mrs. ST, as well
as the use of two models in a bondage sequence, how about con-
sidering the following two ideas?

(1) Two models (re PMA). A series of good suspension shots
involving two girls at the same time would be good. There could
be a counter-balance situation in which each girl is suspended by
the weight of her companion. Another might be one where two
girls are securely roped together, ankle to ankle, thigh to thigh,
arm to amm, etc., and suspended. Suspension could be spread-
eagled within an upright frame, or inverted, hanging by their
ankles. Even without suspension, the use of two women
identically tied and to one another, face to face, or back to back,
would be different.

(2) Suggestion from Mrs. ST. A series utilizing metal restraints
would be very different and nice for HOM. Additionally, you
might consider some variation in the studios (or wherever) that
you do your work in. It seems to me that the majority of the
photo series are taken with ropes or whatever restraints are used,
being attached, temporarily, to posts, beds, pulleys, etc. The
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effect, when you think about it, is that of a temporary or make-
shift arrangement. How about considering installing some perma-
nent but simple connections into the walls, floors, etc., to give a
more secure and positive look? I don’t really mean screw eyes —
these are OK but still not positive looking for a visual effect. It
should be something of the weight of heavy duty lock shackles.
These, if anchored in the floor and walls, would give a real look
of security, as well as provide a practical fastening point. Chains,
permanently attached to the shackles (not just tied on) would
then give a real dungeon-like atmosphere to the photos. Just a
couple of thoughts you might want to consider.

Gotta go now; enjoyed BTP very much and am looking
forward to the next HOM publication to get to the local book
store. Keep up the good work!

Sincerely
D.R.

Dear Barbara Behr:

I've just finished reading a letter in your latest magazine and
am taking this opportunity to write you. I also enjoy reading
through your magazines and letting my imagination carry me
away.

But what really thrills and excites me is when things like that
actually happen. I love being tightly bound and gagged and help-
less before my master. I live for the moments when he demands
my obedience. When he binds me, the pressure and tightness of
the restraints, as well as the mingling of the pain, send chills
through me. I love the feel of his whip as it caresses my body or
when my ass burns from the curling embrace of his belt.
Whether he is rough, or if he is sometimes gentle, the fact that I
am able to please him gives me a great deal of pleasure. But
either with the ropes or the gag or the humiliation he makes me
go through (for he often has me made up bizarrely and in ex-
tremely trampish clothing, and exhibits me in public) or whether
he has me act in a degrading manner in front of his select group
of friends, portraying various animals, I get a rather warm stimu-
lating flow inside. But my greatest pleasure is after he has
enjoyed himself and I have reached a point where I'm ready to
explode, surrounding his long, hard, throbbing penis with my
mouth and using my tongue and lips, bring him to his climax.

I guess what I'm really saying is that I am totally his slave (I
love the bondage and humiliation, the pain and ecstasy that
results from them) and I would want it no other way. Nor would
anyone ever be able to convince me to change my way of life.
It is a life that I’ve chosen and I’'m proud of it.

S.E.

Dear Editor:

I just had to tell you how much I enjoyed your issue of
BOUND TO PLEASE 2/8. The stories relating to the pictures
were excellent and I hope you do this format more often. We
know bondage is best undertaken under mutual consent but,
don’t we also have our daydreams and fantasies? What I mean to
say is I loved the way you presented the girls in a not-so-willing
manner in BTP 2/8.

Also, I liked the struggling scenes you showed. Very enticing!
Thanks for the bare feet too, although some should have had their
big toes tied.

As a customer I buy your magazines for the top quality of
the bondage but mostly for the barefoot and toe bondage you
sometimes show. I really wish you would show more bare soles
and big toe stringing. Also more hogtie scenes and upside down
suspension -— all barefoot, of course. Thanks again.

JI.

continued









F. E. Campbell

Ever hear the theory that most men hate women? It's true! It's
deep in the subconscious, but it’s there. Now, don’t get excited,
that is not the reason we love to tie their pretty little hands! Ill
get around to that later. There's a connection, but let me work
around to it in my own way. First off, why do we bear ‘'em a
grudge!

Well, why wouldn’t we be mad at ‘'em! Figure it out: For the
first years of our lives we are utterly dependent on them. They
boss us around. They tell us what to do. They feed and clothe us
and make us learn to play the piano and be nice to the bratty
little girl next door who sticks her tongue out at us every time we
pass. But these things are just the beginning, the groundwork for
the really solid hate we work up to later.

It's in adolescence the going gets rough. We become aware of
certain interesting equipment girls carry around with them. We
discover, at first with genuine annoyance, that in some strange
way we've been programmed to respond to these enticing appur-
tenances the little darlings wiggle at us all day long. There is a
year or two around this period in which we would still prefer to
go to the baseball game, but finally the bouncing breast, the
thrusting nipple and the nubile thigh get the best of us. It is the
first major victory in a long series for the little girls. We, poor
twits that we are, fail to recognize defeat. |f we manage to put
our hand on even one of these female assets we glow with pride.
What hopeless innocents we are!

Other male defeats follow in rapid succession. There comes the
“Don’t touch!” injunction. The sweet young things spend most
of their time and half their father’s money in seeing just how far
they can get their tits to stick out in front and how tight a cover-
ing they can contrive for their tight little ass. They then proceed
to wiggle and shake these delightful items in front of our faces so
we could hardly ignore them if we tried. But when we respond
and strive to pay the ultimate compliment of touching these
exhibits we are angrily repulsed with a number of stock broad-
sides that | suppose their mother must have taught ‘em: ““Don’t
you dare!” or “Get your hands away, you filthy beast!” or “Is
that all you ever think of!”’ or ““Cool it or I'll call a cop!”” It’s like
being asked to a turkey dinner and having the plate snatched
away from under your knife and fork.

The male’s next crushing defeat is money. Girls and money are
synonymous. No money, no girl! With an engaging nobility they
assure us that money is not important to them. They are quite
right, it isn't. They use ours! The sweet innocent little bag of
tricks who says “Money isn't everything'’ is the one who expects
us to dine her at the most expensive joint in town. We pay. This is
the beginning of the lifelong rearguard action of our losing battle
to make enough dough to keep dear little Phyllis in bread.

Where is bondage in all this! Hold on, I’ll get there!

The unfortunate male now approaches the greatest female
victory of all. He marries one of them. He does it against every-
body’s good advice and against his own better judgment. But the
poor bastard’s been programmed for it so he hasn’t a chance. He
surrenders gracefully and gets up to his ears in hock for rings and

neT TOUCH!

honeymoons and a house and furniture and bailing her no-good
brother out of jail.

You've probably had enough of this. You can recognize the
progression. We've got our hero to the place where hate builds
steadily day by day along with the bills and the dirty diapers.
He's been bilked! When he saw his first bouncing tit he never
bargained for anything like this! Resentment builds: subcon-
scious, but it’s there!

By this time the poor innocent has made the acquaintance of
bondage. But it’s the wrong kind. He is in a cage whose symbolic
bars are prohibitions: “Don’t play poker with the boys” or
“Don’t ask your folks for Sunday dinner” or “You can’t go to
the ball game” or ““You can drop those horrid people you used to
know.” There gets to be more bars all the time even though the
cage gets smaller and smaller.

The whole thing’s pretty sad, isn’t it! He's up against that law
of diminishing returns only worse. | think, for the purposes of
this article, we now drop our hero and leave him to his monthly
payments. He has served his purpose, both to his little woman
and to us. To dwell on his continuing defeats would be only
morbid. He is just one more casualty of woman triumphant!

But that isn’t how it should be! Something has gone wrong!
The human race didn’t start out that way, so somewhere along
the line we must have gone astray. Ah, ha, you exclaim, he's
finally getting around to it! You are right, | am! Screams aloud,
doesn’t it! | mean about where we went astray. Man took the
wrong turning when he put away the chains, the shackles, the
locks and the cage, and closed the slave markets. It ruined the
male and was the cruelest thing we ever did to women. We robbed
them of being female. We left ‘'em with more inhibitions and
hangups than either they or us have been able to cope with since.
Everybody got cheated. But most of all, the men!

We have now arrived at our favorite topic. Without apology |
am going to suggest we take a good hard look at it. We have been
treating it as fun and games, which indeed it is, but could there be
a more serious application for the cord and the chain and the
emotions that go with them. Need we untock the handcuffs in
time to go to the Gillinghams for bridge. .. ? Need we. .. ! And
that new washer and dryer we've been hearing so much
about. .. ? Seems to me a Bishop gag could make the existing
appliances resume their old attraction.

A bit late, you say. Well, admittedly there’s a lot of slack to
pick up. But remember, there’s a whole new generation of daugh-
ters on the way up, they could still be saved. Perhaps we stand at
a turning point. Suppose we made a fantasy real. .. ? We could!

Little Jenny, aged fifteen, is off to school. A careful mother
checks her coat, her books, her shoelace, and last but not least
slips the handcuffs on the willing wrists, making sure they are a
notch tighter than that day last week when Ma had her sus-
picions. .. ! To the youthful Jenny the shining tokens on her
wrists would inhibit nothing. But they would make her aware of
being female. To her it would become natural that boys did not
wear restraints. The boys were MALE! Jenny would know her
place.

(Continued on page 52)
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How To Answer An Ad

1. Write your letter and enclose it in an unsealed envelope.
This envelope should have your correct address printed or
typed on the upper left hand corner and a loose postage stamp
enclosed in the envelope. If you want your letter airmailed, be
sure to enclose an airmail stamp and write Airmail on the
envelope.

tact on the lower right hand corner of the envelope. We will
then properly address the envelope and mail it for you.

3. All forwarding must be accompanied by the coupon below,
completed and properly signed, unless you have a permanent
disclaimer card on file with House of Milan. In that case, simply
write your customer code number above your name and address
in the upper left hand corner of the envelope with each letter
to be forwarded. A permanent disclaimer card is available from
our Forwarding Department and will be sent to you upon
request.

4. Non-subscribers send two dollars for the first letter and one
dollar for each additional letter being forwarded at the same
time. Subscribers pay one dollar for the first letter and fifty
cents for each additiona!l forwarded at the same time. Please
note special savings for non-subscribers on coupon below.

2. Write the code number of the person that you wish to con-

5. If it is no longer possible to forward your letter due to the
advertiser moving or becoming inactive, your letter will be de-
stroyed and your envelope with proper credits returned to you.
Your letter will be returned only if you state on the outside of
the envelope ‘‘Return All Contents"”.

6. Do not send ANY money to any of our advertisers with your
initial letter. In the event an advertiser offers something for
sale, such as photos, etc. you must not send the cash with your
initial letter through our Forwarding Dept. Wait until you have
established contact before you decide to purchase anything.

How To Place An Ad

Personal ads from ladies and couples (with photo of the female) are
accepted free of charge. Ads from ladies and couples without an
accompanying photo and any male ad, with or without a photo, must
pay $5.00 per insertion. Every advertisement must be submitted along
with the coupon below, completed and properly signed.

SPECIAL SAVINGS: Non-subscribers can NOW forward letters for
only a small fraction of the regular rate by using forwarding coupons.

EIGHT coupons $5.00 FIFTEEN coupons $8.00

I am enclosing $ _ __ _ _ please forward the attached
letters and send the remaining coupons to me for future use.
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1 am forwarding letters:

[ Subscriber’s rate.
[ Non-subscriber’s rate.
O SPECIAL SAVINGS.

I will obey ALL local, state and federal regulations that pertain to my
correspondence and meetings by and through this correspondence club
and its members.

Signature _ _ __ __ _ _ __ _________ Date _ _ __ _ _ __ _______
(Please Print)

Name __ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _______ Address_ __ _ _ ____ ______
City ______________ State _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ __ Zip_ __ _ ______.

CIRCLE ONE. Letter will follow code number in ad:

C - Couple M - Male G
F - Female TV- Transvestite

Group

List under the state, city or town of:

I am enclosing my ad on a separate sheet of paper with my name and
address printed.

O Lady’s and couple’s FREE personal ad accompanied by photo.
O Lady’s or couple’s personal ad without photo. $5.00 per insertion.
[0 Male personal ad. $5.00 per insertion.

I, the undersigned, hereby represent that | am 21 years of age -or older, that the
photograph sent to you is in fact an actual photo of myself and that | compiled
the data for the ad sent in to you. | hereby give you my consent to publish my
photo and ad in this or any other publication connected with you or the promotion
thereof. It is expressly understood that you may edit or re-write my ad at your
sole discretion. | understand that no proofs of photos or ads will be supplied for
my approval and | waive all claims respecting accuracy or reproduction of either
due to mistake or technical failures. | understand that my ad(s) and/or photo(s)
will not be returned to me. | also understand that the HOUSE OF MILAN CORP. is
in no way responsible for any transactions between myself and any person or
persons | contact through its publications. | shall not use this or any of HOUSE
OF MILAN CORP’S publications for any purpose other than that for which they are
intended: the friendly correspondence between discriminating adults.

Signature
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STAY INFORMED!

Do Not Write
In This Space

HOUSE OF MILAN is into ‘everything’ that

you want. We have hundreds of products,
many more magazines, great movies, etc. We
will tell you all about them, PLUS keep you
up to date with mailings when new things
happen.

SAVE SOME STEPS

To the right you will find our disclaimer form
that you may sign and return to us, so that we
will be able to notify you of new product
announcements, movies and magazine releases
as soon as they become available.

We even have SALES!

So . .. please fill out the form right now, and
get it in the mail to us today!! We're here to
keep you informed.

I, the undersigned, hereby direct House of Milan Corp. to mail to me all
brochures, catalogues, magazines, merchandise, and related promotional
material for their product lines and social activities. I realize that these items,
brochures, etc. may be considered sexually oriented and DO NOT want
‘sexually oriented material’ or other identification written on the envelope or
package mailed to me. 1 am an adult, 21 years of age or older. In the event
that I no longer wish this material coming to me in the future I will notify
House of Milan Corp. in writing and allow up to four weeks for the deletion
to become final (due to mailings in preparation when notification is received).

Signed _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ Date_ ___ ___ _______
Name _ Age __ __ _ _______
Address _ o
City __ _ _ State_ __ _ _ _______ Zip

Upon receipt of this form we will mail to you your ‘customer number’ that
may be used in all correspondence to us. It will be especially helpful in
forwarding replies to our advertisers, requesting that your name be removed
from our list and prompt tracing of orders.

MAIL ALL COUPONS TO: HOUSE OF MILAN CORP., P.0. BOX 24080, LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 90024
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(Continued)

Bondage would come to have duality. We have rodeos in which
the cowpoke rides a bucking horse for fun. But the following day
he may be going through exactly the same set of motions with
the most serious intent of training a horse into ways of useful-
ness. We have a parallel. Don‘t stop the fun, but make it pay.

Window shopping of an afternoon sends wifey-dear home tired
and discontented. Obviate the hazard by joining her feet with a
neat set of ankle shackles before you leave for work. If even this
fails to deter her from too many koffee klatches with the neigh-
boring girls, you can always have a longer chain trailing to a ring
set in the floor. It's all very practical.

Absurd, you say, it could never happen! It could, y’know. You
could make it happen, and very easily too. Since you, in this New
Order, would now be head of the house you would be called
upon to provide preventive bondage and punitive bondage. The
first stops the dear girl from getting into trouble, the second
teaches her a lesson when she manages to do it anyway. You
come home to find she has ransacked your desk to find your
tickets for Saturday’s game and has given them to her cousin
who's in town for the weekend from Gopher Burrow, Wyoming.
Obviously she has busy little hands that could do with an object
lesson, so you tie them behind her back for the evening—after she
has done the dishes, of course. Simple, humane, and damned
attractive!

What an industry would burgeon! Handcuffs would be of
silver, and cords of silk. Shackles would be works of art. The girls
would watch to ensure their chains shone no less brightly than
the lady’s next door. And as for that snippity cousin Florence
with her new collar from Paris . . . well, we'll show her! But don’t
shudder, boys! This time the money would be well spent. One
envisions the GNP rising to all-time highs.

Every well-appointed home would have its pillory. Its location
would be worthy of some thought and planning. It does not have
to be in the basement. Why not the front lawn! A nice little
lesson in humiliation along with her couple of hours with her
neck and hands neatly out of mischief. Prominently displayed on
the kitchen wall would be the schedule of penalties for her infrac-
tion of the household rules. But don’t let yourself be governed by
it entirely. If you want to put her in the stocks for a couple of
hours just for the hell of it, do so. She’s your girl and they are
your stocks. Never let her forget. That's the essence of the New
Age: she’s your property. And why not!!l Dammit, she cost
enough.

You will have heard the term *The emerging nations.” Hard to
say what they’re emerging from or where they aim to go. But
they can teach us a trick or two. | got this info first-hand from a
female who has just emigrated on the basis that North American
girls have it a lot better than any girls anywhere else. We could
have told her that, but it’s nice to have our opinion confirmed.
Anyway, this charming and highly educated young woman told
me of some manners and customs that leave me green with envy.
If | could offer counsel to any of these enlightened people |
would certainly suggest they go easy on this emerging bit. I'd say
they have about done all the emerging they need to do. Any more
might be dangerous. :

They beat their wives.

Yes, actually! The lucky so-and-so’s! They have things in good
order in these places. No matter what their social status may be,
hubby is boss. The girls know exactly where they stand. The first
bit of querulous questioning about ‘“Where were you to four
o’clock this morning?”’ and the girl barely has time to say
“Qoops, sorry!” and turn her cheek before the first clout con-
nects. The system works fine.

Now, don’t get me wrong. These people are not primitive. |
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saw the family album. They have as many clothes and as many
cars and the same houses we have here. The only difference is
that their little girls know their place and keep it. When they get
bored they question their husband’s judgment and get soundly
thrashed. Everyone is happy.

Mind you, whilst I’'m all for this sort of thing, | do feel a bit of
caution and finesse is warranted. No sense spoiling her bridge-
work or breaking her glasses when nature has provided a most
obvious and convenient portion of her person for correction. But
what I’'m really working up to is the second campaign. Having
established dual bondage as a part of the American Dream, we
can then move on to the small matter of caning their bottoms if
they don’t behave. We would then have the perfect State, the
envy of all! We might even add something to that inscription on
the Statue of Liberty. Something about bending over. . ..

But we want to talk about bondage. The fact is that there isn't
all that much to say about it. The logic of keeping a bit of cord
and a pair of handcuffs around the house is so obvious that it
needs no enlargement. My main motive in putting pen to paper
here is to propound my own sentiment that we don’t do it
enough or for all the reasons that justify its use. Its possibilities
are manifold. For instance, why go to the expense of putting fem-
inine wrongdoers in jail. Wouldn't it be better to set the term of
their sentence and then make ‘em wear handcuffs for the whole
time. If they have been very bad girls we can go a step further and
make them take short steps with something shining between their
ankles. Or for truly awful crimes a nice bronze collar. . ..

Builders would conform. Each room in a house would have a
stout ring firmly embedded in the wall or floor. The little girl
could be clipped to it in much the same way as cowboys used a
hitching post. It would be a wonderful convenience. All the
better homes would have a dungeon. No ghosts or water dripping
down the walls (though it’s a nice thought!), but a grim stone
chamber where wife or daughter or girl friend can do a bit of
quiet thinking while tethered to the wall. What a marvelous atmo-
sphere for good resolutions. Large cages would be sold in the
better pet shops.

And think of weddings! Here indeed would be fertile ground.
Most wedding ceremonies are soaked in symbolism. Let’s do it
right. If the little darling didn’t know her place before, then make
certain she knows it now. That bit about marching up the aisle on
Daddy’s arm—it could now have some practical point. She needs a
bit of support because her feet are chained. Think what a magnifi-
cent accompaniment Mendelssohn’s immortal march would make
to the clatter of the links as she makes her way to what had
always been the greatest female victory.

And don’t let’s bother with a ring, unless it was through her
nose! There can be no doubt as to what will take its place. When
the sacred moment comes, the groom will tightly clasp the hand-
cuffs on the proffered wrists, knowing that from now on he’ll
have at least a fifty-fifty break. He will lead her proudly to the
waiting car by a tether to a collar around her neck. The best man
need not be entirely redundant, he can carry the keys. The
groom’s gifts to the bridesmaids could be silver thumbcuffs with
which they can practice on each other.

Oh happy day!

Mind you, the poor sap still needs beware through the honey-
moon. He is in a vulnerable state of mind which his darling bride
will seek to exploit to the full. | can see some practical advantage
in relieving little Poppy of her ankle chains, but he should balk at
any coaxing about the handcuffs. They stay on! If he takes ‘em
off, he's lost. Woman’s nature does not change. |f she can fox you
she will. Man is her natural prey. It is up to us to let her know
we're hep. This is one of the reasons | look ahead to campaign



(Continued from oage 20)

Dear Barbara:

To keep you up on the latest events in our life, John came
home the day before yesterday with your latest copy of BOUND
TO PLEASE (No. 9). As usual, we both enjoyed it very much.
Also, as usual, he got some new ideas from it to try on me.

He especially liked the girl on the cover and the photo of her
on page 61 in “Reflections on Power and Pain.” His idea
actually came out of a small sort of criticism of the photos.
He felt that she would be terribly uncomfortable bowed back-
ward as she was but that there was no reason for her to stay in
that position because there was nothing to prevent her from
simply sitting down on her legs. It was then that he had the
“idea” for me.

I saw the look in his eyes and tried to get away but he was too
fast and had me pinned in about two minutes. In about one
more minute, my clothing had disappeared and I was sitting on
the floor, hands wrapped around the leg of the dining room
table, cuffed together, while he disappeared to get a “few
things.”

In a few minutes he came back with an array of cuffs and
straps and steel rods which he promptly started to attach to my
previously unrestrained legs. Ten minutes later my hands were
free of the table leg but refastened with rope behind my back
and I was in almost the same position as your model but without
her chance at sitting down. 1 was braced as rigidly as a statue,
without even the usual fig leaf.

John had placed cuffs on my ankles and thighs and used the
steel spreader bars to connect them to one another as well as
criss-crossing from the left ankle to right thigh and right ankle to
left thigh. The bars locked my legs so tightly into a fixed posi-
tion that my knee and hip joints started to ache almost
immediately. At that point I could offer little resistance when
he unlocked my handcuffs and retied my arms, wrist to elbow
tightly, left wrist to right elbow, etc.

Now in a kneeling position he used four more rods and
attached one end of each to each of the cuffs and brought all
four rods together to a point, something like an Indian teepee
frame. With a wide leather collar around my neck he attached
the tips of the rods to the collar link and I was bent backward
for good. It was frankly an extremely uncomfortable position.
The bars were too long to let me sit down on my haunches and
too short to actually hold me up, so it was necessary to use my
own muscles continuously to remain in a position between
kneeling upright and sitting.

Kneeling was easier on my hips and knees than with my legs
out straight but as my knees and ankles were spread apart, I
was actually in an immovable four-point position. There could
have been an earthquake right then and I couldn’t have been
knocked sideways. John had gagged me when he tied my arms
so I couldn’t even tell him how awful my muscles were start-
ing to hurt but I’'m sure he knew.

It was then just 9 o’clock and my “dear husband” didn’t
want to miss his favorite show, “Police Woman,” so he lifted
me up (with some difficulty, 'm happy to say, because of my
rigid bondage) and carried me inside to the living room and
positioned me on the floor next to his chair. He was “kind”
enough to set up a mirror so I could also watch the show
although it was upside down to me and he sat down to watch
for the FULL HOUR.

Oh, he paid some attention to me as I knelt there; during each
commercial his hand wandered down the side of the chair and to
my spread-open crotch. As soon as the commercial was over,
he’d stop, just about when I wished he’d continue. He can be a
SOB sometimes. As for his show, I like it too, but I often wonder
if he’d prefer to have me or Angie D. tied up in front of him.

At last when the show was over, he gave me a bit more atten-
tion. I, frankly, love to be strapped across my breasts. I don’t
mean a whipping that cuts and leaves welts for a week, but a good
strapping that reddens the flesh and builds up a terrific heat. In
the position I was in, my breasts were a perfect target, as was my
stomach, crotch and thighs.

He used a broad but light leather strap and must have laid it
into me for 10 minutes. I still couldn’t speak but my mind was
sending out brain waves begging him to stop and take me. I no
longer thought about the position I was in; the heat had built up
so much inside of me that all I wanted was him.

When he finally took the cuffs and steel rods off of my legs
I was flat on my back in a second and he was inside of me in the
next second. It was worth waiting for. He never did get to take
the ropes off of my arms (until much later) but we had a beauti-
ful night. I don’t know if it was me or Angie D. who turned him
on so much but I really don’t care.

Love,
Pat

Dear Barbara:

Since I tell you when I am not happy, I want to tell you when
I am happy. I am delighted with BTP 2/5. The photo articles,
“Mountain of Pleasure” (by the way, aren’t they the couple from
“Tamed Bitch”?), “Balanced B&D,” “Pleasing Melange of
Opposites” and “Haughty Latin” were great! Although I
haven’t been too sold on the plasticuffs, the article, “Plastic
Punctuation” was terrific and the model very shapely! The color
photo of her on the back cover with those lovely heels, black
nylons and garter belt were worth the price. I do hope this is a
trend, as I like what I am seeing from H.O.M. recently. The
centerfold of the model in black gloves, corselet, nylons, heels,
tightly bound and gagged, was out of sight.

I am again beginning to believe that you DO listen to people
when they tell you of their likes and dislikes.

Thanks again for listening.

LW.

number two. It sort of rounds out the treatment and fills in any
bits that bondage misses.

There's the matter of shopping. Need | say more! Even the
most delightful damsel can be difficult in a department store. So
make her carry a bit of cord in her bag. She might as well, every-
thing else is in there. If she places her hot little hand too lovingly
on too many costly items tie her hands behind her back. Doing
this bit of domestic authority in public would be a salutary
lesson, both for her and for other watching wives. If she then
substituted her tongue for her fingers her bag may as well carry a
gag as well. A gag will also obviate those interminable animated

chatterings when she meets someone she knows and you have to
stand and look at the foundation garments.

One treats it with humor, or as a clinical study. Perhaps it is
not all that easy to come to grips with because it means so much.
We would like to impart our knowledge and our dream to those
who read or hear. But behind the quips and the notions and the
dreams there lies a vision of a land in which the cord and the
chain will have their place. A liberated place wherein Man will
hold the key and tie the knot and a smiling girl will hold out to
him the bonds she longs to bear. )

THE END
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