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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 41

taken all the shelves out and made it into
an almost bare, small room, with only one
piece of furniture: a wooden bench long
enough for me to sleep on or be tied down
to, when desired. The ceiling is high (it’s an
older building) and suspension from rings
he’s fastened in place is very exciting just
from the height I can be raised to. The
walls and floor, as in Slave B’s cell also
have rings attached. There is almost no
variation that I haven’t been bound into.
through the use of the various connections.
One nicety that it has, that I am both for
and against (depending on the weather) is
that it is connected into the building’s air
conditioning.

On this last weekend I spent almost for-
ty hours in the closet/cell. It was very hot
and still outside and the temperature in our
cell would have been unbearable. I was
semi-suspended (feet just touching the
floor) with my ankles spreadeagled to the
side walls. Bill visited me often for brief
sessions but the periods of time in between
visits seemed like eternities. It’s not that I
or Bill want to “soften” the effects of our
cell, it’s more that we both realize that a
degree of comfort, under those circum-
stances adds to the effect when we’re to-
gether. If ’'m washed out, my hair falling
into my face and I’m smelly with perspira-
tion, Bill’s apt to get turned off. If I'm
fresh (or relatively so anyway) from a
reasonable temperature, it’s better for both
of us. So much for the single creature com-
fort I can enjoy.

We’ve contracted, but not yet met,
some of the advertisers in L.I. We're ex-
pecting to have a couple from Denver visit
us in September and are looking forward to

it very much. Although we haven’t yet

gotten into a session with others, we’ve
corresponded with them for quite a while
now, exchanging letters and photos. The
woman is “slave” of the pair as I am and it
appears that we have much in common. As
I said, we’re very much looking forward to

" the experience.

Ms. Behr, I’ve taken up so much of your
time now. I want to thank you for your
patience. I hope you can understand, I feel
as though I am still in a different world.
There is no one except Bill to talk to or tell
of my feelings, I know that he understands
and I’'m sure that I'll have much to talk
about with our visitors, but I feel as though
you’re my friend and I know I've gotten
much from your publications. As I said
before, it was your magazines that allowed
us to realize that our feelings and desires
were not all that strange. Thanks again.

Sincerely,
D.

Dear Barbara,

If asked to state my preferences, I come
down very heavily on the side of your
Australian reader who wants to see your
models dressed as cheerleaders or wearing
tennis clothing.

Now we’re talking! I too love to see a
pretty girl wearing a tight sweater and
short skirt. Sox and white sneakers too so
long as the legs are good enough to take it.
Your coverage of “The Cheerleaders” in
BTP 2/12 was excellent, and really very

generous in terms of space. Thanks for that. -

One thing I’ve noticed is that the ‘true
life’ bondage situations shown in Bondage
Classics never seem to depart from certain
repeated ideas very often. Always heels,
for instance, which is great for the glamor
angle (and probably suit most models
after all), but is short on variety perhaps.
Not a cheerleader or a pair of white
sneakers among them! After seeing how
very sexy your models appeared in “The
Cheerleaders” (especially the victim) there
surely can be few arguments against such
departures from the norm. I’d be interested
in knowing what sort of response you’ve
had on that particular movie and subject.
All my male friends who have seen both
the HOM movie and the BTP coverage
agree that they were pleasantly surprised.
Apparently that theme had an unexpected
impact.

When I was living on the East Coast
about ten years, I was dating a girl named
Cindy who had been a cheerleader at
College. Both Cindy and her flat-mate,
Angela, knew about my fascination for

‘girls in gym wear, and they decided to

dress up in some of their old gear for a stir.
I called one weekend to find both of them
sitting watching television, as casual as
could be, in form-fitting sweaters and de-
lightfully short white skirts. They weren’t
complete cheerleader outfits, you under-
stand, but at least they had on those oh so
tiny skirts and those pointed-toed white
sneakers that used to be in fashion around
then, with long white sox. Their hair was
up in pigtails for the occasion, and they
wore the most cheeky expressions I have
ever seen on two women.

I went straight on to ‘automatic’ (I can’t
think of a better word for it), grabbed
Cindy, lifted her bodily, and raced off
with her to the bedroom. Angie just sat
there laughing. But all I did was lock Cindy
in a closet while I grabbed whatever scarves
and stockings I could find, even two bras
that were hanging in the bathroom, and
went back to attend to Angela.

I grabbed her from behind, got her
down on the floor, and started tying her

BOUND TO PLEASE

up with stockings. When I had her hands
and feet tied, I took great pleasure in gag-
ging her with one of her own bras, after
first stuffing a scarf in her mouth. Un-
fortunately, it didn’t occur to me then to
use her panties for a gag. It was a nice
touch just the same. Then I went and got
Cindy from the closet, made her lay face
down on the bed while I tied her hands
with stockings, then gagged her with a
scarf and bra as I had Angie. I made her
walk in to her friend then, got her down on
the floor and tied her feet.

We all have our favorite fantasies, and
here was mine, brought to life in full
living color, so incredibly real that my head
spun just trying to take it all in. Two
women that [ knew both bound and gagged
as cheerleaders, in those cheeky little skirts,
high white sox, and those super-feminine
tapered white sneakers on their feet. Your
film brought all this back!

Being on automatic, I was fully deter-
mined to take both of them, but after free-
ing Cindy’s feet and getting off with her
then and there, I guess it took it out of
me. My one consolation was that Angela
was forced to lie there tied up next to us
through the whole thing.

Looking back on it, the whole episode
seems quite amazing and certainly was not
appreciated enough at the time. It
happened too quickly. Regrettably, I have
never been able to engineer another situ-
ation quite as spontaneous and exciting as
that one.

Incidentally, I should add for the bene-
fit of your other sneaker-lover in BTP 2/11
that part of the foreplay in the above
session involved me kissing both girls’
bound feet. Though I am not consciously
a foot fetishist, I have vivid recollections
of raising both victims’ white sneaker-clad
feet to my lips, inserting the pointed toes
actually into my mouth, and then kissing
and licking the thick rubber soles while the
girls lay there watching me.

This whole adventure was brought back
to me last summer when I moved over here.

‘Everyone knows the cover shot of Barbra
Streisand’s ‘Superman’ album, showing

Miss S. in gym togs. Well, in a repair shop
here in LA where I was having my car
looked at, I noticed that cover pinned to
the workshop wall, but added to in a very
interesting fashion. Someone had taken a
black marker pen and applied ropes to
Barbra’s arms, hands and feet. A neatly
cut piece of masking tape covered her-
mouth. Go take a look at the album cover
for yourself. The pose is just right for it!
Bye for now, and thanks for the memories.

JV.L
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