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A New Challenge

I awoke slowly at first, and then all at once when I realized I was bound so tight I couldn’t even wiggle my toes!  I filled my lungs to shout for help, but before I could scream down the hotel, my brain caught up with reality; my new lover, Master Andrew Taupe, had left me tied up at my own request after the most amazing night of bondage sex I’d ever experienced.

Sleeping in a hogtie had seemed like a good idea at time, and truthfully it was high on my bucket list of things to try, but eight hours in the same position was testing my limits like never before.  My arms were numb from the ropes at both wrist and elbow, and those binds also made my shoulders ache something fierce, making the three or four ropes around my legs feel practically comfortable in comparison.

Well, comfortable was the wrong word to use since the rope connecting my ankles and elbows arched my back like a pretzel, and having my feet pulled en-pointe from the toe tie was just plain overkill.  My position wouldn’t have been bearable for even a few minutes if I wasn’t so flexible, and Master Taupe such a masterful rigger.

Speaking of which, where the hell was he?  The last thing I remembered was his naked body spooned against me from the front, but the utter silence around me was proof positive I was alone in the room.  Did he have to run down to the convention floor to give a rigging demo?  Maybe he went to his own room to change.  Maybe he decided he didn’t like me anymore and left me like this as a way of breaking it off.

Then I heard the toilet flush, and realized I was just being paranoid.  I also realized how badly I needed to pee, and hoped he let me loose before I made an embarrassing stain on the bed sheets.  Make that another
 embarrassing stain, since there were already plenty after the marathon session we’d enjoyed last night.

Thankfully he emerged and immediately began untying me, a process which went a lot faster than I expected considering how many kisses and caresses accompanied his actions.  It’s entirely possible we might’ve picked up right where we left off last night if I didn’t need to do something about my overfull bladder, and he didn’t need to get down to the convention floor to give a rigging demo.

It was a bit of a shame I wouldn’t be able to participate as a volunteer for his show, but it was going to take me a little while to recover from the hogtie, and even longer to get ready.  Not only that, but I needed to stay fresh if I wanted to do well at today’s bondage casino games.

The vendors came up with the casino idea as a way to pass the time on the third and slowest day of the convention, and I’d earned enough credit modeling their wares I was able to buy into the games.  I was a little vague on the details of exactly what these games entailed, but I was excited to find out.

An extra-long, hot shower took care of my stiff muscles and gave me the chance to clean my latex catsuit, hood, panel ball gag, and the new buzzing bedroom buddies I’d picked up here at the convention.  I had a bit of a love/hate relationship with my new buddies, since they did their job almost too well, and some of the preprogrammed settings were rather extreme.

The main toy had a powerful vibrator motor at the end of the realistic looking shaft, a second for my G-spot, and a third directly over my clit.  Each was controlled by an app and could be set to keep me on the edge of orgasm practically forever or make me cum my brains out almost instantly.

The backdoor companion was controlled by the same app, and other than making me feel overstuffed, was quickly converting me into an anal lover.  When all the vibrators in both buddies were running at the same time, it was a truly mind-blowing experience.  It was really
 tempting to have some fun with them before heading down to the show, but this was the last day of the convention, and I just didn’t have the time.

I compromised by sliding them in place before pulling on my catsuit.  This way I could still have some discreet fun if the casino turned out to be boring.  With the catsuit, stockings, gloves, hood, panel gag, and goggles covering every inch of exposed skin, I should be able to hide a quickie or two no matter where I was.  Not that discretion was absolutely necessary, but cumming in the middle of a crowd without anyone knowing was quite the thrill.

I ordered and ate a quick room service breakfast before putting on my hood, gag, cuffs, and collar, despite it making me later than I liked.  I’d most likely need the energy today, and if today was anything like yesterday, I wasn’t sure when I’d get another chance to eat. 

I had to waste another five minutes polishing fingerprints off my lovely latex, and several more looking for my room keycard and show ID badge, but at last I was ready to go have some fun.  The strange looks I got in the lobby didn’t faze me today, but it was still a relief to get into the convention hall where any looks cast my way were due to admiration on how hot I looked, not how weird.

Looks I got in plenty but not because my attire was out of place. It was because over the course of the last two days I’d proven myself to be a true fetish and bondage enthusiast.  I’d not only been an eager volunteer for all of Master Taupe’s rigging demos, but I’d spent hours upon hours modeling the kinky wares of various vendors.

Being completely encased in latex I can’t say my face was known, but my form was, and I received numerous greetings as I made my way over to the stage where Master Taupe put on his show.  The large ball and heavy rubber panel of my gag prevented me from replying, obviously, but I gave a nod of acknowledgement to everyone, and felt like I belonged.

Bondage models were in extremely short supply, so in addition to trying things I’d never be able to afford on my own, my live demonstrations earned me a lot of credit here at the convention.  It was what gave me my stake in today’s bondage casino, although to be perfectly honest, I’d enjoyed myself so much I would’ve gladly done it for free just for the experience.

I’d actually enjoyed the experience more than anyone (hopefully) realized, thanks to Master Taupe controlling my buzzing buddies all day.  He was a master… no pun intended… at keeping me on the brink of orgasm until he
 decided it was time to cum, usually when my orgasmic convulsions might be mistaken as an escape attempt from whatever I was restrained in at the time.

Speaking of Master Taupe, I saw his stage was empty other than a few scraps of rope, but I knew where he was likely to be.  He liked to sit down and have a quiet beer after doing a show, and sure enough, I found him waiting for me at the small table behind the stage.

“You look more amazing every time I see you,” he said sweetly, rising to give me a hug.  “But you’re also late, so we need to get you registered ASAP or you’ll miss out.  Come with me and I’ll explain as much as I can on the way.

“First off, there are all the typical casino games you can play against the house like blackjack or roulette, but those are usually a losing proposition since the odds are against you.  The best action is against other players, both in table games and in competitions.  I suggest you concentrate on poker if you’re any good at it.”

“Competitions?” I mumbled around my gag.  Thankfully, he was fluent in gag-speak.

“Our casino is a mix of games of chance and challenges that’ll push your limits further than you imagined possible.  What makes our casino special is that betting isn’t just done with credits, but with random challenges determined by the spin of a wheel.

“Let’s say you’re playing a game of poker and have a great hand.  You bet a hundred credits and three level one spins, but wind up losing.  It sucks to be you because the pit boss will now spin his virtual wheel… it’s actually a computer program… to determine your forfeit.  Think of strip poker, but in reverse.

“Let’s say it lands on armbinder, posture collar, and ballet boots.  It’s time to settle up, so before you can play again, you need to find a vendor wearing a white flower lapel or hair pin that has the item you need.  You’re now stuck wearing those items until you win a hand with a level one bet, and then instead of giving a spin to your opponent, you can cancel one of yours.

“There are assistants available to help players who are bound or gagged, but only up to a point.  If you get too deep in the hole, the only way to clear the board is to participate in a competition that others will bet on, but I recommend that only as a last resort.

“The sybian duration challenge is a crowd favorite, since it lets us bet on so many things like who cums first or last, who cums the least or most, and who lasts the shortest or longest time before throwing in the towel.  The girl who lasts the longest loses all of her restraints, second and third place lose some items, and the one who finishes in last is in trouble.

“She not only keeps all her restraints but gets put on display in even more restrictive bondage until the next challenge begins.  If you ever get in that position, you’re pretty much screwed, so avoid it at all costs.  I also suggest you stick to level one or two bets, level three at the most if you’re feeling supremely confident.”

I’d been fumbling to unbuckle my gag as we walked and was finally able to pop the ball out of my mouth.  “How many levels are there, and what kinds of things happen at each one?”

“Five.  Level one is restraints, two is punishments, three is adult toys in combination with one and two, and four adds sexual contact to the mix.  You don’t want to know what level five entails.  Never
 bet level five, and if someone else does, fold immediately no matter how good you think your hand is.  Any loss will
 be enforced, so consider it an order.”

I knew restraints would somehow come into play based on the ‘bondage casino’ description, but I hadn’t expected the rest.  I assumed this was going to be a way to turn my small stake into one large enough to open the bondage and fetish storefront Master Taupe proposed, but the reality was more than a little daunting.

Level one sounded fun enough to deliberately lose now and then, although I’d never actually throw a hand.  I was in it to win it.  Level two punishments weren’t exactly my cup of tea, but I’d risk taking a flogging or two if it meant staying in with a good hand.  Level three would be embarrassing since everyone would be watching for it, but wasn’t a serious problem considering how many times I’d already cum in front of these people.

I wasn’t sure what sexual contact for level four entailed, or rather I didn’t know what options were on the wheel.  Would I have to give a hand job?  Suck a cock?  Lick pussy or have mine licked?  Hell, a bad spin might even mean I’d be tied down for a public ass fucking!

That was worst case scenario, though, but since the rest sounded fun, I decided to go for it.  I signed the contract at the registration desk without even reading it, had a microchip encoded tag added to my collar to track me as a player, and was then allowed to enter the curtained off area at the back.

I didn’t find a wizard behind the curtain, but I definitely wasn’t in Kansas anymore.


Testing the Waters

As promised, there were slot machines, blackjack tables, roulette wheels, craps, and more to choose from.  I knew slots were a sucker bet, but as I read the sign explaining the operating mechanism for a potentially bound and gagged player, I wanted to try a few spins to see if it really worked as advertised.  Master Taupe was busy talking to someone, so I had a few minutes.

I lifted a leg over the horizontal bar that took the place of a stool, and as soon as my crotch settled over it, the machine began scanning for my tag.  A moment later it found my chip, beeped, and displayed my status in the top left corner.

Player: Candice B.

Credits: 1500

Credits per Spin (1-100): 1

The instructions said the machine could be operated verbally, by touching the appropriate buttons on the panel, or by a lever near my feet in case my arms were tied behind my back and I was gagged.  I also noticed a set of ankle cuffs near the floor and supposed they could be used if a Master wanted to keep his sub literally tied to the machine while he played for her.

I tried the lever first, and as soon as the icons on the video screen began spinning, I felt the bar between my legs begin to rumble.  It only lasted two seconds, and the sensation was dulled somewhat by the toy already in place down there, but damn that thing was powerful.  With a naked crotch, a girl could wind up winning no matter how much she lost betting!

My spin was a dud, the icons settling on ball gag, dildo, cuff, whip, and cuff.  I had to chuckle when I thought how appropriate the custom icons were, since it was a near certainty there were no cherries in this place, although there might be a few lemons.

I pressed the button for my second spin, which was also a dud, and used voice command for the third.  To my delight, this time I got three ball gags, which paid out a hundred credits!  It also came with one hundred seconds of vibrations, and even dulled by my buddy it damn near got me off!

Those ankle cuffs made a lot more sense now, but as powerful as the vibrating bar was, what would happen to a bound slave if her Master bet a hundred credits and got the two thousand to one payout from five armbinders?  If my math was right, a single credit was over a half hour of intense vibrations, and a max bet would be damn near two and a half days!

I’m sure there was some sort of upper limit, but since I wasn’t likely to find myself in that position, I didn’t worry about it.  I saw Master Taupe finish his conversation and head my way, so I cashed out my new total of 1597 credits and wiggled backwards off the bar.

“I’ve got a bag of mixed news,” he began, taking me by the arm and heading towards the table games.  “Unfortunately, the main poker game has already started, and the substitute list is full, so it looks like you can’t get in until way later, if at all.  On a positive note, numerous smaller games will be going on all day, and by playing against weaker players you might be able to clean up quite handily.”

“I’ll kick their asses,” I vowed.

“Another bright bit of news is that several of the companies you modeled for yesterday are willing to back your play, which means your overall stake is several times larger than your personal amount.”

“How much more?” I asked.

“A little north of ten thousand.  Any winnings will be split with them, of course, but you’ll still come out ahead by being able to make larger bets.  Assuming you win, that is.”

“This all sounds good to me so far, so what’s the bad news?”

“I’m the only rigger who showed up to work today, so I’ll be on stage almost constantly.  In other words, I dumped you in deep water full of sharks and won’t be around to help you out, so you’ll either sink, swim, or get devoured on your own.”

That news made me stop in my tracks for a moment, but only for a moment.  Over the last two days I came to realize this convention was one big safe zone, and no matter how helpless I became, the people here followed the rules precisely.  I might have my tits squeezed a time or two, but I wouldn’t be raped, beaten, or kidnapped.  I’d miss having him by my side, but I could handle it, and told him so.

“Confidence is good, but overconfidence will sink you over every time.  Play with
 your head, not over it.”

With those final words of wisdom, he pulled me into his arms for a deep kiss, a tight hug, and a surprise squeeze of my ass before running off to do his next show.  I watched until he was out of sight, and then turned my attention to the tables around me.  It was an eye opener to say the least.

The closest girl had either been at it for a while, had supremely bad luck, or both.  She was completely naked except for a big red ball trainer gag, posture collar, armbinder, ballet boots, and ankle cuffs that were locked directly together.  She played with the help of a staff assistant who held her cards and pointed to each in turn, so she could grunt for which ones she wanted to discard.  I hoped for her sake she won a hand soon, because any further restraints would make moving literally impossible for the poor girl.

As interesting as her predicament was, my eyes were drawn over to the next table where a middle-aged woman sat alone, playing blackjack.  That looked like the perfect place to test the waters, so I stepped next to her and asked if I could join in.

“Of course, my dear,” she replied.  “The game is blackjack at a table minimum of ten credits per hand, and I propose we spice things up with a friendly little side bet.  Ten rounds of ten hands, with the loser of each round earning a level one restraint of the winner’s choice for one hour.”

She made it sound simple, but I could do the math.  It was a thousand credits minimum, and potentially enough restraints to immobilize me completely!  Still, I didn’t want to look like a pussy the first time I dipped my toes in the water, and the chances of losing every single round were pretty slim, so I nodded my agreement and took a seat.

As the dealer shuffled the cards, a games supervisor came over to witness the terms of our wager, and scan each of our tags.  I didn’t see her total, but mine said 12,097 so my sponsor credits had already been added in.  That was the only good news, since I had the worst run of cards I’d ever seen, and the ‘friendly’ cougar I was playing against showed she had some sharp teeth.

With an ease that made me want to scream in frustration, she trounced me in seven out of ten rounds, and asked if I cared to go again.  I was stubborn and overly competitive, but I wasn’t stupid; I knew she was out of my league, so I meekly declined and accepted my fate.

“I’ll allow you your own gag since you’re being a good sport, but everything else you need can be found at booth #1447.”  She then took my picture with her phone and texted it to someone.  “Franklin will have your restraints waiting for you so you can get back to the games lickety-split, and I hope you enjoy your experience incarcerated in Madame Maxine’s Prison Restraints.  Please feel free to try your luck again any time.”

I knew I’d been played for a fool, but it was a much-needed reality check.  Just because I was good at cards, it didn’t follow that everyone else here was bad, and it could’ve been much worse.  Despite losing most rounds, I was only down a hundred and fifty credits, and I’d only be stuck in my restraints for an hour.  In recognition of her skill, I gave her the honor of buckling my gag in place, and then headed to booth #1447.

I took the long way around so Master Taupe wouldn’t see I was already losing, but it still only took a few minutes to get to booth forty-seven in aisle fourteen.  Based on what Franklin had waiting, I knew my return journey would take much longer.

The first item was a set of handcuffs made in one solid piece rather than two cuffs with a connecting chain.  They wouldn’t have been too bad if it wasn’t for the other two pieces.  The second was a collar connected to a set of upper arm cuffs, with a bar that connected the collar to both sets of cuffs.  The last piece was a set of heavy steel shackles and chains that went around my ankles, above my knees, around my waist, and linked up with the wrist cuffs.

It was a supremely restrictive rig that limited my pace to a scant inch or two per step but wasn’t as uncomfortable as I imagined.  He took a few pictures before clipping a set of keys to my collar, telling me that someone would find me in an hour to release me, and waved me on my way.

He also informed me I’d get a twenty percent discount if I chose to purchase these restraints, and despite my anger at being played by Maxine, I’d probably buy them if I could afford it at the end of the day.  If Master Taupe and I ever opened our fetish store and dungeon, we’d need quality restraints like this.

I was less sanguine about my restraints after thirty long minutes of shuffling through the crowd to get back to the casino, sweating like a pig under all my latex, but such was life.  I didn’t want to start another table game until I was free, so I decided to see how hard it was to gamble via an assistant, and chose roulette as a challenging, yet straightforward test.

The pit boss snapped his fingers and had someone at my side mere seconds after I stepped up to the table, and he used a pointer with a set of cards to determine how much I wanted to bet, and where I wanted them placed.  It wasn’t near as awkward as I thought it would be, and the other players took the slight delay I caused with good humor.  Then again, they were probably used to it and were having just as much fun watching me as they were playing the game.

I kind of liked the attention, and wished I had access to my phone so I could see how well I could hide an orgasm under such close scrutiny, but alas, it wasn’t to be.  The closest I got to the ‘Big O’ was when the ball landed right on my number once, putting my stake back into the positive.

My hour was also up at that point, so once I was released, I decided not to push my luck at roulette, and find a proper poker game where skill counted for more.  I was done testing the waters here… it was time to start getting serious.


Poker Time

I saw an empty chair at a four person table and took it before someone else could.  I shouldn’t judge after my episode with Maxine, but the guy and both girls looked like chumps, and I wanted to be the predator with the sharp, gnashing teeth this time.  Even if I was wrong, this table was draw poker with only a one credit ante and a max bet of ten, so I shouldn’t get in too deep.

I played cautiously at first while I tried to get a read on my opponents, and they seemed to have the same idea since we went ten hands without anyone betting even a level one spin.  Out of those ten I folded three times, lost twice, won four times with good cards and won a fifth on a pure bluff.  I was doing well credit wise, but it wasn’t much of a bondage game without the bondage part, so when I was dealt three jacks, I decided to make things interesting.

“I bet five and a level one spin,” I said, adding a slightly hesitant note to my voice so I wouldn’t scare my opponents into folding.

Rather than scare them, I apparently opened the floodgates.  Janice and Betty both raised with a level one spin, and Gary raised with a ball gag.  I didn’t know you could bet a specific item, but nobody else thought it was unusual, so I called and discarded two cards.

I had a hard time keeping my poker face when I was dealt a pair of sevens, but the hood and goggles helped.  A full house was a pretty strong hand, so I bet ten and another spin.  My opponents either had good cards, thought I was bluffing, or didn’t care if they lost; Janice raised with another spin, Betty with nipple clamps, and Gary with a vibrating butt plug.

Things had just got really real, really fast.  I lay my cards down with a flourish, causing Janice to throw her three aces down in disgust, and Gary laid out his cards with a shrug.  I chuckled under my breath when I saw he’d been bluffing with queen high garbage, but then Betty revealed her cards and that breath caught in my throat.  Four of a fucking kind!

As if losing that heavily wasn’t bad enough, a chime sounded just as the dealer confirmed her win and was gathering the cards.  Apparently, that was the settle-up signal, so I wouldn’t even get the chance to cancel anything with a few decent hands and well-placed bets.  If it wasn’t for bad luck, I wouldn’t have any at all!

Actually, that’s not completely true.  I had my own gag and anal toy (as did Gary), so I didn’t have to deal with the oversized monstrosities assigned to Janice.  I had to unzip the crotch of my catsuit and bend over to show it to them. While embarrassing, it wasn’t nearly as bad as what Gary and Janice would have to do!

Make that embarrassing for Janice; Gary showed none whatsoever as he pulled his plug and some lube out of a bag at his feet, offered them to Betty to ‘do the honors’, and dropped his pants.  Yeah, he’d stayed in to lose on purpose.

While that was going on, a pit boss came over with a tablet and placed it in the middle of the table to select our random bondage elements.  The first spin landed on posture collar, the second on leg irons, the third on a solid metal restraint called a fiddle, and the last on chastity device.  Gary swore at that one, since the male version of a chastity device was a cock cage and was fairly unpleasant if he got an erection.  Since the butt plug was already making him hard, he was in for a rough time.

On the other hand, I was quite happy with the way things turned out.  While restrictive, none of the restraints would severely hamper my ability to play on my own, and I knew exactly where I could get everything.  I could get leg irons at the prison restraint booth I was at earlier, a posture collar from the place I’d bought all my latex accessories, and the last two at a booth that specialized in every sort of stainless steel restraint imaginable.

In fact, the biggest obstacle I’d have to live with was my damn backdoor buddy.  After turning it on, the pit boss locked my phone in a leather pouch to keep me from cheating, and the vibrations were strong enough that I could feel them on all my adjacent sensitive bits.  I didn’t think it was enough to make me cum, but it would definitely make me horny enough to mess with my concentration.

Janice, probably wanting a bit of revenge, suggested we keep the group together for another game, so we headed out to the convention floor together.  Our first stop was at a booth right outside the curtain where she got a spongy tennis sized ball gag jammed in her mouth, and to keep things fair, Gary and I let Betty buckle ours in place as well.

Nipple clamps were available at the same booth, and now Janice faced another big decision.  My nipples were big and hard enough that the clover clamps had good purchase through my latex catsuit, and Gary unbuttoned his shirt so his could be attached, but Janice wore a tight T-shirt that would get in the way.

That meant the clamps had to go directly on her nipples with the shirt pressing down on them, making them feel twice as harsh, or she’d have to lose the shirt entirely.  She chose to forsake her modesty and save the extra pain.  Considering how my own nipples felt, I didn’t blame her in the least.

Her butt plug was next on the agenda, and it was a good thing she was so well gagged, because she did not
 take it well.  It took at least five minutes of patient work before they were able to get it all the way in, and you wouldn’t believe the size of the crowd it attracted.  She was lucky she was wearing a skirt that mostly
 covered her privates, but it was easily as embarrassing for her as it was painful.

She waddled like a bowlegged duck when we left that booth and went to collect our posture collars, and I couldn’t help but feel a little sorry for her.  On the other hand, she could’ve simply folded if she wasn’t willing to deal with the consequences of losing.  My sympathy had a short shelf life that ended when she stepped to the side to let me deal with the most restrictive of the posture collars.

It was constructed out of heavy steel and covered with a thick layer of latex, with flanges that cupped my jaw tightly up top, and settled over both shoulders to completely immobilize my head from below.  It was also a few sizes too small for my neck, several sizes too tall, and forced me to bend over a fair amount if I wanted to see anything other than the ceiling.

I wanted to return the favor at our next stop for the chastity belt and fiddle, but never had the chance. I was stuck with what the vendor chose for me, which was both heavier and more restrictive than I imagined.  Thanks to the thickness of my posture collar, the neck loop of the fiddle barely fit, which meant I couldn’t even move my hands from side to side like the others.  I’d need some help playing after all.

The chastity belt they locked around my waist and through my crotch was heavy and tight, but not too terribly uncomfortable.  At the very least, it was way, way better than what Gary had to endure.  Right in full view of everyone they pulled down his pants, got rid of his erection with a handful of ice cubes, and locked his junk in a cage that looked impossibly small for the size package he had.

They also left his pants down around his ankles, making our last stop for leg irons almost redundant for him.  Almost, but not quite, since the chain connecting our shackles was only a couple of links long, making for a slow trip back to the casino area.  Betty seemed to be enjoying herself way too much at our expense, stopping our kinky convoy numerous times for pictures, and I made a silent vow to make sure she got her share in the near future.  I suspected Janice felt the same as I did, and even Gary would probably enjoy a little payback.

Back at our table, Betty was given the option of changing the game since she was the obvious winner, and she chose Texas hold ‘em with a five-credit ante and a max of twenty-five per bet.  I would’ve smiled if I had the ability, since this was the main game I played all through college, and I was damn good at it.  We all agreed and were dealt our first two cards.

The dealer had to help me look at my hole cards, (seven and ten of hearts) but after that I was able to play on my own via a combination of hand gestures, finger pointing, and grunts.  Betty was in the driver’s seat, but opened with a check rather than a bet, which was common when only two of the seven cards were in play.  I checked as well by raising my left hand with the fingers against each other to do the same, as did Janice and Gary.

With nobody betting or folding, the dealer immediately dealt out the first three community cards, or the flop, and the gears in my head started spinning as I calculated the odds of what I could put together.  The ace of spades was no help, but the nine of hearts fit in as a flush, a longshot straight flush, or a potential inside straight with the last card, the six of clubs.

Betty bet ten, and I figured she was most likely holding a pair.  I called by using the thumbs up gesture but refrained from flashing my five open fingers which would’ve signified a raise of five every time I did it.  I wanted to see what the turn card held first, and so did the others.

It was the two of hearts, which gave me decent odds for a flush, left me open for an inside straight, and killed off my straight flush.  Betty bet ten again, which most likely meant it was no help to her, but she didn’t want fold.  I didn’t want to risk getting in a betting war while praying for a heart or an eight, so I just called her bet, and then folded after Gary raised ten.  Janice also folded.

I should’ve stuck with it since the river card was the heart I needed, and my flush would’ve beat Betty’s two pair and Gary’s three of a kind, but that’s gambling for you.  I had to fold the next two hands as well, but then got dealt a pair of jacks with the other two on the table in the flop.

It was tempting to bet the limit, but if I did then the others would all fold and I’d only win the ante.  I flashed ten fingers for ten credits, and then one which I rotated to indicate a spin as well.  To my utter delight, Betty must’ve thought I had three of a kind or was bluffing, since she raised ten plus another spin.  Janice and Gary had both folded, so I decided to hit Betty hard, and raised twenty along with another spin.  She hesitated for a heartbeat but called.

I bet twenty-five plus a spin after the next card, and the same again with the last.  I knew I’d won before the hole cards were flipped, since the best she could’ve had was a full house, and four of a kind beats all but a straight flush or the ultra-rare royal flush.  I needed to use three out of the five spins to get rid of my nipple clamps, fiddle, and posture collar, but I could live with the rest for a while, and gleefully put two spins on Betty’s tally sheet.

Janice was happy after winning the next hand, since it included two spins that would allow her to lose that football up her ass and the clamps on her tits.  Then she got stupid and started betting big with a jack high straight, which backfired and not only cancelled her reprieve, but added three new ones to her predicament when I beat her with a better straight!

By the time the settle-up chime sounded again, she was nine restraints and one punishment in the hole and was declared to be too incapacitated to continue playing based on the spins she got.  Gary wasn’t much better off, since he really
 wanted to lose that cock cage, and desperately played hands he should’ve folded on.  He opted to try a challenge instead of playing another round of cards, leaving just me and Betty.

I should’ve been able to get rid of everything twice over, but kept assigning most of my won spins to the others, especially Betty.  Unfortunately, she won often enough that all she had to deal with in the end was a lousy pair of handcuffs, and I still wore my leg irons and had my buddy merrily buzzing away.  I could easily ignore my shackled ankles, but the incessant vibrations were becoming a distraction too powerful to ignore for much longer.

I’d get my chance soon enough and hopefully get my revenge on Betty as well; nobody came to fill the empty seats, so it was time for a direct one on one battle with even higher stakes.


One on One

The new game was poker with two draws of two cards, a twenty-credit ante, and max bet of a hundred.  My balance was currently sitting at 12,639 credits, but with stakes like this, that could change a lot by the time our session ended.  I just hoped it went in the right direction.

On a more immediate and personal level, I fervently hoped I didn’t lose too many hands to Betty, since she was betting spins the way a drunken sailor spends his cash in port after a long time out at sea.  She wasn’t sticking to level one spins either, and was mixing levels one, two, and three almost at random.

I needed to be cautious about having so many spins piled on me I’d wind up in more dire straits than Janice, yet I couldn’t be overly meek, or I’d lose even worse.  I did my best to spot some sort of pattern to her betting as we kept playing, but I was so close to orgasm I just couldn’t get my brain to function right.  At least I was winning a few decent sized bets.

Hmm… now that I thought about it, I was actually up almost a thousand credits so far, but I was way, way behind on spins.  That was it!  She wasn’t trying to win money and break my bank; this little bitch was trying to completely knock me out of the casino, just like Janice!

Okay… so now that I knew what game she was playing, what could I do to counter it?  I’d have to get creative and experiment with some randomness of my own, and I knew at least one thing that would make me a winner no matter what happened with the cards.

“I bet fifty and an orgasm right here and now.”

Well that caught her by surprise big time, and with how long she hesitated, I think she came close to folding.  She must have some decent cards, but I didn’t care if I lost this hand; I’d found a chink in her armor, would get the chance to relieve the burning need between my legs, and most important of all I’d be able to think straight again.

Her two pair easily beat my steaming pile of nothing, but I’d succeeded in confusing and rattling her, and the look of relief that crossed her face when she won was almost as priceless as the orgasm I was about to have.  I didn’t even care that I’d be center stage for the crowd around us, half of which had their phones out to record me cumming in public.  (That wasn’t allowed on the convention floor, but apparently different rules applied back here.)

The pit boss came around the table to unlock the pouch holding my phone, but before I could get my hands on it, the lady who sold me my buzzing buddy spoke up.  Felicity, I think her name was.

“I would recommend the program called ‘Ride the Wave’,” she interjected.  “It’s short, but I guarantee it’ll make her cum her brains out.”

Shit!  While I wanted to cum so bad I could taste it, I didn’t want to experience the multiple orgasms I knew the thing was capable of inflicting on me.  The whole point was to clear my head, not fuck me up by making me cum drunk!

The pit boss thanked her for the tip, and immediately I felt a tickle deep inside me as the vibrator at the tip came to life, followed a moment later by the one at my G-spot, and then by the one over my clit.  The vibes went back to G-spot and tip before increasing in power for the next wave, and while the power was still fairly low, I knew it wouldn’t be too many more cycles until I started cumming.

We were dealt another hand, but the waves of vibrations were doing such a number on me I was barely aware of what cards I held, or what she bet.  I gasped the word call and tossed away two cards just as the next wave reached my clit and sent me into orbit.

After being teased for so long, to call my climax powerful was like saying a hurricane is a little breezy.  Waves of pleasure coursed through my veins in sync with the wave pattern of vibrations that were getting stronger with each set, extending my orgasm far beyond what I thought was humanly possible, with no end in sight.

I howled like a banshee and was grinding my hips so hard I would have fallen off my chair if someone hadn’t grabbed my arms to hold me in place.  Through rolling, unfocused eyes I saw I’d crushed my cards in a tightly clenched fist, and gasped the word call again since it was a safe assumption the dealer was waiting on me to make a play.

I should’ve folded since I had no idea what cards I held, but simple logic took a distant second place to orgasmic bliss.  Nothing else mattered at this particular moment in time, there was only the orgasm.  And then with one last high peak of the wave it ended, leaving me gasping for air, and with a pounding in my ears that was only partially due to how fast my heart was racing.

As the fog cleared, I realized the rest of the pounding I heard was thunderous applause from a crowd so thick I couldn’t see anything other than people and phones and flashes of light from their pictures.  I bet it wouldn’t take more than five minutes before one of the videos could be found on an internet porn sight, but on the bright side, my identity was protected by a layer of shiny black latex.

I was floating in the warm fuzzy bliss of my afterglow when it occurred to me the dealer was waiting for me to show my cards.  I sheepishly straightened out the crumpled mass in my hands, and laid them out on the table, interested myself to find out what I had.  To my surprise, the crowd’s delight, and Betty’s utter disgust, I held three kings and won the hand!

Betty wasn’t just disgusted; she was absolutely livid and incoherent with a combination of fear and rage.  When I found out why a moment later, it was like Christmas had come early.  Positive she’d win the hand, she’d gone for the kill and had bet ‘Ride the Wave’ all three times, trying to put me in a cum-coma and knock me out of the competition.  Talk about your all-time backfires!

While we waited for the dealer to open and deep shuffle a new deck of cards, Felicity had someone rush over a toy like mine from her booth, along with a harness to hold it firmly in place and prevent any cheating.  Betty tried to argue that the harness wasn’t necessary or part of the bet, but the pit boss was adamant, and threatened to confiscate all her credits and then force her into it anyway.  Reneging on a bet was just as frowned upon as cheating was, and severe consequences were in store for anyone who tried either.

We were in the middle of the next hand when her new best buddy arrive, although the look she gave it was more like one reserved for a mortal enemy.  I suppose in a way it was, because knowing firsthand how effective that program was, she was in some serious trouble.

She folded so she could get it over with, and with the look of someone facing the gallows, quickly hiked up her dress, and pulled down her lacy white panties.  Felicity coated it with lube before passing it to her in exchange for her phone, and while Betty was trying to use the table to hide her sliding it in place, she installed the app and queued up the triple program.

Unfortunately for her modesty, she had to step away from the table and hike her dress up even more so Felicity could buckle the harness in place, and the plethora of phones were still out and recording.  She didn’t look very relieved when her dress was pulled back down and she resumed her seat, since she knew her true
 embarrassment was about to begin.

I didn’t feel sorry for her in the least, since it was only by sheer luck I wasn’t on the receiving end of the triple ride.  In a way I was even a little envious of her.  The pleasure she was about to experience was almost beyond belief, and I’d found the thrill of having multiple forced orgasms in front of this crowd of spectators to be even more powerful than that of cumming in secret.

I knew the program began when I saw her jump slightly but figured it would take a minute before the wonderful vibrations began interfering with her ability to play poker.  I watched her eyes carefully, and the moment they started to glaze over and lose focus I began betting like there was no tomorrow.

At first, she matched my bets and even raised a few times, but then her first orgasm steamrolled over her, and it became easier than taking candy from a baby.  If I had even halfway decent cards I bet level one, two, and three spins, not to mention plenty of credits, and if my hand sucked I could make her fold by betting something shocking enough to punch through her orgasmic haze.

Betting another round of riding the wave was usually all it took, but I also had some fun at her expense, and came up with a few things I thought would be even more embarrassing for her.  Even better, if I timed it just as another orgasm was being ripped out of her, I could sneak one by her completely and have a double win.

She didn’t handle multiple orgasms as well as I did, so by the time the triple program finished she was a complete and utter mess.  She was also so deep in the hole with spins, I didn’t know if it was possible to fit that many restraints on a person at the same time!

Then there were the ‘specials’ I’d managed to sneak in.  I still felt bad about Gary suffering in that cock cage, so I’d placed a bet the loser would have to suck him off.  I was also thankful for how well the dealer had kept the game moving, so he’d get the pleasure of taking her up the ass while she endures her punishments.  Always tip your dealer, folks.

As for me I was free and clear, got my phone back with buddy number two shut off, and had 25,859 credits in the bank.  It was enough to buy into the big championship game that was the finale of the bondage casino, where the stakes and consequences of losing were even larger.

Betty wouldn’t get the chance to work anything off since the settle-up chime had just sounded, but to be honest, prolonging the game at this point would’ve only made her situation worse.  Heck, they weren’t even going to try to make her walk the convention floor to collect her restraints and other accessories.  They were calling for volunteers to fetch them for her.

There were plenty of takers, since the person who returned with a required item got to put it on her, and within minutes her bondage began to take shape.  The first order of business was a gag to stop her feeble protests of how this wasn’t fair, and how it was supposed to be me tied up instead of her.  They used a large ring gag with an inflatable plug that could be removed later for her ‘date’ with Gary.

Her last words were a threat to ‘get me for this’, but it was her own damn fault for trying to bury me while my brain was shut down from orgasm overload.  Speaking of which, I couldn’t help but notice that when they removed her dress and bra, they left the vibrator and harness in place, so I expected she was in for even more fun with her new best friend and worst enemy.

Her arms were immobilized next, in a chicken wing tie with vet wrap, followed by a set of belts that pulled them slightly behind her.  It was an interesting tie that I’d like to try myself sometime, but preferably in private with Master Taupe.  Speaking of which, I needed to tell him what had happened so far and see if he had any advice for my next match.  I sent him a quick text and returned to watching Betty’s incarceration.

A thin strap went around the base of each of her breasts, puffing them up like pretty pink balloons with a perky little cherry on top.  Those cherries were soon squished by the same set of nipple clamps that I’d worn not too long ago, which I found to be quite ironic, and more than a little amusing.  Karma’s a bitch.

While two people laced a corset around her waist, two more were working her feet into what looked like steel ballet boots but without the leather, just a frame to hold her feet en-pointe.  Another person blindfolded her moments before someone else slipped an open face leather hood over her head, and there were so many people working on her at once he could barely reach the laces to finish securing it.

What I thought at first was a simple posture collar turned out to be an actual neck corset that must’ve been way more restrictive than what I’d worn earlier, but looked really, really hot.  I asked which booth it came from, fully intending to use some of my winnings to buy one of my own.  Maybe I’d buy this
 one so I’d have a souvenir.

Her bondage was finished with the application of a short spreader bar between her knees, a longer one between her ankles, and a leash they used to keep her bent over her stool.  The leash wasn’t really needed since I doubted she’d be able to even stand on her own, let alone walk away or escape, but it was symbolic I guess.

While waiting for someone to find Gary, Felicity started a new program for her buddy called the O-Clock.  Simply put, the toy would bring her to the edge of orgasm and hold her there until quarter past the hour when it would make her cum.  It did the same again at half past and quarter to, and then at the top of the hour it would run harder and longer to draw multiples out of her.  It sounded like fun to me, as long as it didn’t go on all night.

In fact, other than the ass fucking and numerous paddle spanks she’d have to endure, I wouldn’t have minded being in her place.  A recurring fantasy I had involved being bound and banged repeatedly by several Masters at the same time, although I’d never have the guts to actually do something so hardcore.  Her current predicament was just on the sane side of that fantasy, with the buzzing buddy taking the place of all those cocks.

Just thinking about it made me so horny I couldn’t help myself, and discreetly turned my own buddies back on for a quickie.  It took mere seconds before I was quivering in ecstasy and trying not to show it, even though all eyes were on Betty, not me.

I reluctantly shut them off after just the one, since the championship game was about to start, where I’d be facing my toughest opponents so far.  In fact, I even went to the restroom and took my buddies out so they couldn’t be used against me.  This was going to be the make or break game, and I had the feeling the loser would wind up even worse off than Betty and Janice combined.


The Championship Game

I wasn’t at all surprised to find Madame Maxine was one of the championship players, but the other girl sitting at the table wasn’t someone I expected to see.  It was Layla; a maid at this hotel, shameless exhibitionist, and the only girl I knew who enjoyed extreme bondage as much as I did.

“Looks like we’re a threesome today, Dearie,” Maxine said in greeting as I took my seat.  “We usually have four, but all the best regular players seem to be tied up at the moment.”

“Kudos for beating Betty at her own game,” Layla added.  “Last time I played against her I wound up mummified on a sybian for the whole after-party, with an electrified butt plug up my arse, and my mouth open for all takers.  I swallowed so much cum that night I’m surprised it didn’t start leaking out of my ears!”

I thought she was pulling my chain in order to throw me off for our game, but then she showed me some pictures of that night on her phone.  Unlike a lot of girls, I didn’t mind sucking cock, and a forced orgasm in bondage was the best kind there was, but an entire night like that was insane!  That scene had to be a result of one of the level five spins Master Taupe warned me to avoid at all costs.

As extreme as it looked and sounded, Layla was talking about it like it was one of the greatest nights of her life, and maybe it was.  It would definitely be a memorable experience, and it couldn’t have freaked her out too much, because here she was about to play in the highest stakes game of the bondage casino where it might very well happen to her again.

It struck me that she might be playing so it would
 happen to her again, and if true it meant the only real competition was Maxine.  I was feeling better about my chances in the upcoming game, but then our dealer arrived and explained a few rule differences that made me wonder if I wasn’t in over my head.

First off, any spin or bet lost wasn’t held until the end of the game but was applied immediately no matter what it was.  Secondly, the game only ended when two of us were either out of credits, or completely immobilized and unable to play.  There was also no removing any restraints or accessories once they were on a person, so even the ultimate winner would likely spend the night bound to some degree.

Ante was a hundred, max bet a thousand, and the game was Texas hold ‘em with a progressive bondage element to ensure the game wouldn’t be boring and go on all night.  Every fifth hand the house would assign something to all three of us, so even if we didn’t make any special bets, it wouldn’t be long before we were all trussed up tighter than a trio of rotisserie chickens.

Being an exhibitionist, I wasn’t overly surprised to see Layla take off her T-shirt and shorts before we began, (the only clothes she was wearing) but then Maxine started to do the same!  She wore a bright orange leotard underneath her clothes, which I suppose fit in with her company’s prison restraint theme, although the skin-tight spandex did absolutely nothing to preserve her modesty.  It even had little holes to allow her nipples to poke through!

“Clothing can bunch up most uncomfortably underneath serious restraints,” she simply said when she saw me staring.  Then continued in a louder voice, “At Madame Maxine’s Prison Restraints, we like to avoid any unintentional
 discomfort, preferring that any you experience is completely on purpose!”

While she said it as a joke, it was true.  It made me glad I was wearing my lovely latex suit instead of street clothes I’d have had to take off, but it made me wonder just what kind of bondage I was in for.  The dealer finished shuffling and asked us to ante up, so I guess I was about to find out the hard way.

I thought for sure the bondage betting would start hard and fast right out of the gate, but both Layla and Maxine seemed content with normal bets, so I followed suit.  It gave me time to learn my opponents and find out how bad the house restraints were.

The first items assigned were simple leather cuffs for our ankles and knees, a tall, stiff collar, and a web like body harness.  We each had two assistants who put each item on us equally and fairly, but so far it wasn’t anything that interfered with our ability to play the game or even restricted any movement.  I knew that freedom couldn’t last and was proven right with the next batch of items.

Rigid sleeves of leather and steel were slid over each arm and were locked in place at a half dozen points from armpit to wrist.  An interesting three-piece spreader bar was next, with a long bar that went between my ankles as expected, but it also had two shorter bars that ran up to the knee cuffs.  It didn’t lock my legs as hard as my arms, but I wouldn’t be sitting or squatting from this point forward.

Since we could no longer sit on a regular stool, they took care of the problem by giving us the ‘seats’ from the slot machines.  With the spreader bar holding my legs wide my toes barely reached the floor, so the horizontal bar pressed incredibly hard against my crotch.  On my bare
 crotch, to my embarrassment; my ‘helpful’ assistants unzipped my suit and spread my labia before sitting me down on the thing.

I didn’t have my buddy to insulate against the vibrations this time, so if they turned this thing on, I was screwed.  On the other hand, maybe I could use it to screw with my opponents.  Layla either had the same thought, or figured it was a bet she wouldn’t mind losing, since she bet two minutes of full power vibrations on the next hand.  Maxine didn’t exactly look happy with this development, but she stayed in the game, as did I.

I needed one more diamond for a flush, and since I suspected Maxine had a weak hand, I bet another two minutes to either make her fold or pay her back for beating me earlier.  Layla added yet another two minutes with her final bet, but rather than folding, Maxine raised with nipple clamps tied to the bar.

I cursed up a storm inside my head, knowing she’d played me once again with her fake look of worry, and sure enough she won handily.  My nipples were already rock hard, and Layla’s looked like you could cut glass with her perky buds, but our assistants still took a minute to play with them to ensure the clamps had a lot of meat to bite down on.  Or maybe they just wanted to play with our tits for a bit.

The clamps they chose when they finally got down to business were medical compression clamps and hurt like a bitch.  It got worse when they tied them to the bar between my legs with (in my opinion) an unnecessarily taut string, and I renewed my vow to get back at Maxine.

The vibrations began immediately after they were done and were even stronger than I’d imagined.  An unfortunate side-effect of the powerful vibrations was how they transmitted up the string to my aching nipples, and there was no stopping it until time ran out.

There was also no stopping the impending explosion building between my legs, but the nipple clamps did help delay the inevitable for an extra minute or so.  It left me enough presence of mind to fold each hand rather than hope I got lucky again, but that was okay; I was up several thousand already, so throwing away a few hundred was nothing.

The only problem I had with a delayed orgasm is that when it finally hits, it hits me hard.  While that’s normally a good thing… in private… right now there were more people watching and filming me than ever, and I was neither quiet nor calm when it burst free.  More accurately I screamed like I was being murdered and shook like I was having some sort of seizure.

The pleasure was so intense I couldn’t stop myself from trying to hump the bar, despite how the rocking motion pulled on my captive nipples.  Hell, the pain wasn’t even really pain anymore, just another set of powerful sensations that amplified the unbelievable pleasure.  I know I came at least three times before the timer ended but was too messed up to say for sure it wasn’t more.

That bar between my legs was more like a jackhammer than a vibrator.  It had left my poor pussy throbbing, aching, and so sensitive that any future orgasms would deliver just as much torment as pleasure.  If I was smart, I’d be extra careful from this point forward, but the smirk on Maxine’s face took caution off the board.

I got a little extra recovery time before the next hand, since it was past time for more bondage, but they’d decided to wait until the show was over before adding our restraints.  Puffy bondage mittens were locked over our hands, so now our assistants actually had to help us rather than just making our lives progressively more difficult.  They also locked our wrists behind our backs, but that was a minor detail until the next devious item came into play.

It was a wide, thick leather belt that was locked crushingly tight around the waist, but that wasn’t the devious part.  An adjustable bar was screwed into a flange at the back of the belt, with the other end locked to our wrists, and when extended, it pushed our arms out into a sort of strappado.

Leaning forward didn’t help relieve the shoulder strain with this rig, but I made the mistake of trying anyway and had the strings connecting my nipples to the bar shortened in response.  I thought it was distinctly unfair, but at least they did the same thing to Layla to keep things equal between us.  Maxine’s smirk grew bigger and more obnoxious.

It was partially wiped off her face from the next three hands which were won by Layla.  The first one gave her nipple clamps like the ones we wore, and thankfully I folded on that one so the pain in my buds didn’t get any worse… at least until the next hand.  The second one electrified them, which was bad enough, but the third electrified the bar as well, and that was no fucking joke.

With the way I was forced to stay leaning forward, I couldn’t raise my engorged clit off the bar, and each pulse stung like a bitch!  Oddly enough, it also raised my arousal level a few notches, forcing me to fold the next time vibrations were bet and I had iffy cards.  I couldn’t afford to lose focus for even a second right now.  Patience was the key.

Biding my time turned out to be the right move.  Just as Layla was finishing her ride on the forced orgasm express, and they increased the level of our bondage by extending the length of the strappado bar, I got some great cards.  Maxine bet big, both in credits and in vibration time, and I knew I had her.

I raised her bet, doubling it, and then bet the same again for each following card, knowing there was no chance in hell she could be my four of a kind.  To be fair, her kings-over-jacks full house was a strong hand, but it didn’t beat four of a kind, and the look on her face when she realized she lost was absolutely priceless.

Thirty straight minutes of cumming on the most powerful vibrator on the planet pretty much put her out of the running, and Layla and I took turns finishing her off.  In short order we cleaned out her bank roll, added an inflatable gag, full face hood, vibrating butt plug, strict neck corset, and gave her a dozen random spins.  She was done like dinner.

While all eyes were on Maxine, Layla got my attention and whispered a proposal.  “This has been fun, but I’m ready to finish up and move on to the real fun.  The after-party will be starting soon, and all I can think about is what they did to me last time, and how much I enjoyed it.

“There’s no limit on bets for the final two, so let’s go all in on the next hand where you’re confident you’ll win.  You take home enough credits to open the fetish shop with Master Taupe and build your new dungeon, and I get the memory of a lifetime.  Oh, and don’t forget to add a nice big gag… Felicity’s selling a new multi-purpose ring gag that’s amazing.  What do ya say?”

Needless to say, I was suspicious, since it sounded too good to be true.  On the other hand, if there was anyone who would willingly submit to a level five scene it was Layla.  I gave her a curt nod, knowing I could simply bide my time and keep folding until I had an unbeatable hand.

I didn’t have long to wait.  When they finished trussing up Maxine and the dealer was ready to continue our game, I was dealt the eight and nine of spades for my hole cards, and the ten, jack, and queen came up on the flop.  Since a queen high straight flush was practically unbeatable, and Layla was wearing a frown on her face, I decided to go for it.

“I… I bet it all, plus a multi-purpose ring gag and a level five spin!” I blurted, nervous despite having the hand of a lifetime.

Layla sighed audibly before calling, as if she was having second thoughts about being the helpless subject of a level five scene.  The crowd gasped in awe and applauded when my assistant flipped up my hole cards to reveal the straight flush, and then went wild when Layla’s cards were revealed.

It was the king and ace of spades.  She had a royal flush.

I’d lost!


Level Five

I so stunned at the unexpected reversal of fortune, I don’t even remember the ring gag going in my mouth and by the time I came back to myself it was too late.  Someone had also pushed an inflatable bladder through the ring and was in the process of pumping it up as big as it would go, which was pretty fucking big!

I flashed Layla as much of a look of betrayal as I could with all my facial features covered, but she simply shrugged.  It wasn’t her fault I’d bet at the worst possible time, but she should’ve warned me not to make it!  A shake of the head would’ve been dandy… unless… did she somehow set me up?

No, she couldn’t possibly have known what cards she’d get, and folding on a one in a million hand was something I wouldn’t have done myself if our roles were reversed.  It was just how my luck always ran: good until it really mattered, and then complete shit.  Now I had to deal with the one thing Master Taupe warned me not to get into under any circumstances… level fucking five.

The pit boss made a big deal out of it, hyping it up like mad and describing past level five scenes in exquisite detail.  Did Layla really suck over a hundred cocks while riding the sybian?  Was Janice actually taken from behind for eight solid hours without being allowed to cum herself?  He had to be exaggerating, right?  Not a chance… at the end of his spiel he spun the wheel, and what it landed on shook me to my core.

“We’ve got a good one tonight, folks!” he gleefully exclaimed.  “Our lucky player gets to entertain us with a no limit, no holds barred bondage gangbang!  A few standard house rules apply, such as no burning, cutting, facial bruises, scars, or other permanent disfigurement, but all three holes are open for business, and will remain so until nobody wants to play with her anymore.”

While he was talking, my assistants removed enough of my restraints to take me off the bar, but not enough to allow me to make a run for it if I was so inclined.  I thought about it, sure, but even if I was completely free there were dozens of people around to make sure I fulfilled the terms of my foolish bet.

A moment later any chance of flight was eliminated when I was pushed back onto the card table, with my arms pulled out to the sides, and my spread legs hanging over the edge.  It was the pit boss himself who stepped up first, and since the crotch of my catsuit was already open from my time on the bar, he wasted no time.

I felt him rub the tip of his cock up and down my pussy a few times, and then with a single hard thrust he was inside me, and I became little more than an object to be used.  The complete lack of control was scary enough to almost make me shit myself, and becoming a public fuck toy was the ultimate degrading humiliation, so why after just a few strokes of the pit boss’s cock was I so close to cumming my brains out?

I fought against it with everything I had in me, but like waves hitting a sandcastle, each stroke eroded away a little more of my will until there was nothing left but the orgasm.  I couldn’t hide it either, not with his cock inside me being milked by my pussy contractions, and he made sure everyone around us knew by describing the feeling in loving detail.  My mortification was complete, but my debasement had just begun.

I was still in the midst of my orgasm when the inflatable part of my gag was removed and replaced with a double-sided penis.  The shorter end was still long enough to tickle the back of my throat, and locked in place with a simple twist, and the other side stuck out from my face a good eight inches.

It caught me off guard, since I hadn’t counted on the women here joining in on the action, but I shouldn’t have been surprised.  Layla was the grand champion, and obviously wasn’t about to be left out while just the boys had their fun.

She was still partially bound, so her two assistants helped her ‘climb aboard’, while a third held the rubber phallus in position as they slowly lowered her onto my head.  She took it in all the way, until the only thing I could see was her fat ass mashed so hard against my face I couldn’t even breathe until she started bouncing up and down.

She started out with both hands down near my hips, but one quickly moved inwards to rub my clit in time with the pit boss’s now rapid and urgent thrusts.  The extra stimulation overwhelmed me in an instant, so I came again at the same time he did, and I think Layla went over the edge as well, although it was hard to say for sure with all that was going on.

It was the dealer’s turn next, but before he began, he took a moment to tie my nipple clamps to Layla’s at her request.  She seemed to love it, humping my face faster and harder as soon as our nips were connected, but the harsh pulling made a sharp contrast to the pleasure her rapidly moving fingers were still delivering to my overly sensitive clit.

Dealer’s choice took on a whole new meaning when he decided to choose ass over pussy, but at least he used plenty of lube before completing my descent into depravity by going where no man had gone before.  It didn’t hurt nearly as much as I thought it would thanks to all the recent use of my new backdoor buddy, but I found there was a huge difference between an inanimate toy buzzing away, and being pounded like a veal cutlet.

The dealer seemed to have enough stamina to go for days, and Layla had easily as much endurance.  She was able to cum every couple of minutes, regular as clockwork, and from her third orgasm onward turned into quite the squirter.  I wouldn’t have cared about that, except my nostrils kept filling up with her juices every time it happened, and breathing was already hard enough without her drowning me as well.

Well, I’m pretty sure I squirted during my next two orgasms as well, so I couldn’t exactly blame her.  When the dealer finally finished and deposited his load of cum inside my ass, Layla decided she needed a short break before giving my tongue a test drive.  Someone pulled my nipple clamps off at that point, which hurt like a motherfucker, and caused me to buck so hard I almost sent Layla flying!

They were still throbbing like mad when they helped Layla off me a minute later, and when I looked down I could see two very red, very erect, slightly squashed nipples poking through the torn latex of my catsuit.  I didn’t have time to lament the damage to my four hundred dollar suit, since my two assistants were eager to extract payment for their service tonight, and neither wanted to wait on the other.

They stood me up, and with one from the front and the other behind, both plunged into me at the same time.  My feet completely left the ground with the power of their thrusts, and other than a few helping hands to make sure I didn’t fall sideways, I was actually held up by nothing other than their cocks!  Their huge
 cocks, to be precise; it felt like the guy behind me was built like a horse, and his was the smaller of the two!

I felt like a combination between a blowup doll and a piñata as they fucked me silly in midair to the enthusiastic cheers of the crowd.  I honestly have no idea how many times I came while they pounded away.  In a way it was a good thing they held me up by their tools, since there was no chance my legs could’ve done the job on their own.

I was stuffed and stretched to the absolute limit and beyond, but somewhere along the way I must’ve slipped deep into subspace, because all I felt was pure, primal pleasure, and I wanted more.  I got my wish, but not in the way I expected.

Once they finished, I was laid across a stool, the penis gag in my mouth was changed for one that looked like a rubber vagina, and a new string of people took turns fucking me from both ends at once.  I have no idea who they were, since I was now blindfolded on top of everything else.

Between the rubber insert and the solid ring holding it in place, there was no way I could actually suck a cock.  It was a true face fucking in every sense of the word and breathing without gagging took what little I had left, especially considering what was going on at the other end.

Layla was directing the show since she was the champion and requested all my openings remain full from now on.  That meant one of my buzzing buddies was always active and inside whichever hole between my legs wasn’t currently filled by a real cock.  It took things to an absolutely unbelievable level of intensity that kept me cumming so often my orgasms were more of a trial than my bondage.

When Layla was ready for round two with me, I was put back on the card table, but this time lying on top of a man with an undeniably massive cock in my ass, leaving me wide open for some serious double penetration hammering.  As promised, Layla didn’t use any of the gag accessories this time and expected me to use my tongue to bring her off.

Servicing her was the last thing I wanted to do, but all she did was clamp down hard to smother me until I started licking.  I don’t think I was very good at it, since I didn’t have much experience with girls, had the ring gag limiting what I could do, and was fairly delirious by this point.  I did my best since I knew she wasn’t likely to move until she finished having her fun.  I’m just lucky she was a horny little bitch who could cum with ease.

Her orgasm was quite obvious due the big squirt that filled my mouth faster than I could swallow, and surprisingly she was content with just the one climax this time.  I wasn’t about to get a break, though, since moments after she cleared the deck I felt the tip of a cock brush against my lips, giving me just enough warning to take a deep breath before it plunged all the way into my throat.

I now had three real cocks inside me for the first time ever, although the one in my pussy was different than the one from when Layla was riding my face.  Not that it really mattered much, as there were enough full ball sacks in the room to fuck me into oblivion and beyond.

I choked when the guy in my mouth shot his load, as I was in the midst of my own powerful orgasm at the time and he’d caught me off-guard.  I didn’t even get the chance to catch my breath when I felt a pussy press against my mouth again, and I’m pretty sure it was Layla due to the taste, smell, and how she smothered me until I started eating her out.

This time she not only cut off my air when my tongue stopped or slowed down, she let me know exactly how good of a job I was doing by playing with my tits.  When I was doing well she’d massage my breasts or gently run a finger over my nipples in a way that drove me wild, but if I slacked off for even a moment she began slapping my tits and twisting my nipples.

With that kind of motivation, I managed to bring her to climax fairly easily, but just like last time my mouth was filled with a fresh cock immediately after she finished.  I suspected she was alternating so she could get as many orgasms from me as she could without wearing herself out, which meant this cycle was likely to continue for a long, long time.

I had more trouble than usual with this guy, since he liked to hold his cock in my throat until I was desperate for air, then he’d pump so hard and fast I still couldn’t get enough air, and I was on the verge of blacking out the entire time.  It was a harsh reminder of just how little control I had over what they could do to me, although it did move Layla to take pity on me before taking her next turn.

I got a minute to catch my breath, have some water, and swallow a shot of whisky to ‘cleanse my palate’ as she jokingly put it.  The harsh burn of the whisky actually did a lot to revive me, so I did fairly well when she lowered herself down on me again and got her off in record time.  On the downside, it meant I was back to deep throating in short order, but at least this guy let me breathe on a semi-regular basis.

I got another short break after him because the guy in my ass finally
 finished, and there was a bit of a shuffle to reposition me with the next lucky contestant.  The problem now was that the new guy taking a turn at my ass was so big I thought he was gonna split me in half when he tried to push past my rosebud!

In order to facilitate entry, someone held a powerful vibrator hard against my clit until I was cumming uncontrollably, and the instant my muscles relaxed the head of his cock broke the plane and slid all
 the way in.  My poor ass was never going to be the same after taking this guy in there, but the pain didn’t last long, mostly because the vibrator was still going strong on my clit.

Several extended orgasms later the toy was finally taken away, and it was back to business as usual, although with a new twist.  The guy currently fucking me would step back every dozen thrusts or so and deliver a few stinging pussy slaps, with a crop most likely, before plunging back in, rinse and repeat.

By this time my overworked pussy and clit were so swollen and ultra-sensitive, you’d be safe to think this painful new assault would’ve driven away any chance of me having another orgasm, but you’d be wrong.  I wasn’t a pain slut by any means, and had never reached climax during a punishment before, but I came just as hard as I had when the vibrator was mashed on top of my clit.

I suppose it was because my body was so overloaded with sensations it could no longer tell the difference between pleasure and pain.  Not that I was complaining or anything, it was just something outside my experience, and not something I ever would’ve tried if given a say in the matter.

Maybe that’s why it hit me so hard.  The thing I loved most about bondage and submission was the loss of freedom and control. The more it was taken from me, the more I got out of it.  Never in a dozen lifetimes would I ever have willingly volunteered
 to be the fuck-toy in such an extensive bondage gangbang, but it was just a few short hours ago I’d gotten off by fantasizing about this very thing.

In fact, choosing
 to do this kind of scene would’ve made it less real and not nearly as exciting.  If I’d been allowed to direct the action, I would’ve satisfied a few guys, enjoyed a few good orgasms along the way, and then used my safe word to call it quits.  Layla wouldn’t be sitting on my face, King Kong wouldn’t be fucking me up the ass, and I sure as shit wouldn’t be doing any of this in a public setting.  Why the hell hadn’t I listened to Master Taupe, and stayed away from level five?

“You got greedy and stupid,” I heard him say, almost as if he was here.

Then Layla came and crawled off to make room for the next shlong, my blindfold was removed, and I saw he really was standing next to me.  Even through bleary and unfocused eyes I could tell he was disappointed in me for not listening to him, and I tried to tell him I was sorry and explain how it wasn’t my fault.  He responded by sticking his dick in my mouth.

He wasn’t in a mood to listen to excuses, or maybe he just wanted to literally ram the point down my throat that there were consequences to unwise actions.  Either way, his cavalier use of me was the cherry on top of my humiliation sundae.

I knew from past experience that Master Taupe had supreme self-control, and if he wanted to, could keep this up for over an hour by going slow and occasionally taking a step back for a brief respite.  I knew that was going to be the case this time, since he took at least ten or fifteen seconds to go all the way down, and the same on the withdrawal.

My tongue was worn out by this point from all the licking I’d done.  Combined with the ring gag and the way he held my head, I couldn’t do a single thing to help speed his blowjob along.  This might even become a new face fuck world record for extended duration.

He must’ve been madder at me than I thought because when Mr. Pussy Slap finished a few minutes in, Master Taupe asked to borrow his riding crop.  He stuck square on my left nipple when he went balls deep, and on the right one when he came out.  He wasn’t pulling his blows either, and I didn’t think I’d be able to take an hour or more like this without losing my shit entirely.

Just when I thought things couldn’t possibly get any worse, the elephant man below me started to buck and thrash like mad, followed by what felt like a gallon of cum being pumped deep inside me.  Someone was holding a vibe on my clit again while this was going on, so I was involuntarily helping him along as my own body was driven to a string of orgasms that I didn’t think I had in me after so long, but was incapable of stopping.

They kept me cumming until he finished and shrunk enough to slip out of my gaping asshole, and only then did I get some respite while I was rolled to the side so the next guy could take his place.  I watched Master Taupe idly playing with the cards scattered across the table while he waited until I was back in position, but then something strange happened.  He froze for a moment, and then quickly gathered all the cards and laid them out next to each other.

“Can someone please explain why there’s more than one ace of spades in this deck?” he asked.

Even in my muddled state of mind I instantly understood what he’d discovered; I lost the big bet because someone cheated!  The pit boss was there in a flash to look at the cards, and almost as fast, the dealer made a break for it.  Well, he tried to… in a room full of people who were expert at putting others into submission, and where there were probably hundreds of restraints lying around from the various games tonight, he didn’t make it far.

Less than two minutes later he was trussed up on the floor in a very
 tight hogtie, begging for mercy before his interrogation had even begun.  Under the threat of having a cattle prod shoved up his ass it took him all of two seconds to spill the beans, admitting that the reason why he’d done the deed was because of what had happened to his girlfriend Betty.

Simply put, she wanted revenge and he wanted to please her so he’d get laid.  He overheard Layla and me talking about the level five bet and stacked the deck while everyone had been distracted by what was happening to Maxine.  When they ungagged Betty to question her, the first thing out of her mouth was to call Eddy an idiot for not getting rid of the cards immediately, and that was enough to implicate her along with him.

Layla’s defense of ‘It seemed like a good idea at the time.’ didn’t cut it either.  Even though she hadn’t directly cheated herself, she’d known something wasn’t quite right, yet had followed through anyway.  They’d decide what to do with her later, but for now she was also gagged and hogtied until they could figure everything out.

They took their table games seriously in Vegas, and cheating at cards was almost up there with murder in their minds.  Combined with the extreme consequences of what losing had meant for me, there was some serious discussion going on between Master Taupe and the casino operators.

He was arguing on my behalf because for whatever reason, nobody bothered to release me, or even help me into a fucking chair.  I had no choice but to lay there drooling, with cum leaking out of my ass, while they hashed things out.  I suspect Master Taupe told them to leave me as I was since he was still mad at me for betting level five when he’d specifically told me not to.

I also suspected that at some point tonight I’d be finishing the blowjob I’d started, but for getting me out of this mess I’d gladly suck him off as many times as he wanted.  The discussion seemed to take forever, but they slowly worked it all out.

For starters, I was declared the champion and had all my credits restored, plus all of Layla’s, putting me at just over two hundred thousand.  Betty and Eddy were each fined an equal amount, with half going to me and half to the house, and it sounded like they’d be working it off over an extended period of time in a similar fashion to what I’d just done.

Eddy especially didn’t seem happy with his sentence, but apparently taking it up the ass was preferable to either jail time, or a one way trip out to the desert.  I hadn’t been joking when I said how serious of a crime cheating was around here.  The only thing they couldn’t figure out was what to do about Layla.

Master Taupe had some ideas, but needed to talk to me about them first, so I was finally able to lose that awful ring gag and close my aching jaw.  He did most of the talking, and I liked what he had in mind, so I only added a few suggestions of my own.  It was an almost perfect deal, and everyone agreed without amendments.

The casino managers were happy because the punishment would fit the crime, my sponsors would get their wares modeled and demonstrated in exquisite detail, and Master Taupe and I would get to open our new fetish store and dungeon business in a big way.  The only flaw was that knowing Layla, she wouldn’t see it as a punishment at all.  She’d probably see it more like a dream come true, but the dealer wasn’t the only one with an ace up his sleeve.

***

Even though we’d already arranged everything to perfection, I took one last lap around the store just to make sure.  The pegboards and shelves lining the walls were well stocked with a large variety of vibrators, dildos, butt plugs, nipple clamps, cuffs, collars, gags, whips, paddles, floggers… I’m sure you get the picture.

Leather and latex wear hung neatly on the garment racks, hoods were displayed on a row of mannequin heads, and the fetish footwear was polished until you could use every boot like a mirror.  We were as ready as we’d ever be for our grand opening, but before unlocking the doors I took a few minutes to check on our window display.

A luscious, latex covered female form was bent over in a stocks and pillory frame, locked in at neck, wrists, and feet as expected, plus a few extra pieces not used in medieval times.  Her breasts were clamped in place by another pillory type frame that was a little small considering the size of her globes, but that was all for the better to keep her from moving around.  Considering how much weight I’d hung from each nipple clamp I knew she wouldn’t want to move anyway, so I was actually doing her a favor, right?

The ends of the bit gag holding her mouth open were attached directly to the pillory board with long bolts on each side of her head to limit movement there, and a sturdy beam under her hips made sure she kept her ass up.  The last was important due to a last-minute accessory Master Taupe added to keep the display from looking too static: the automatic spanking machine.

It struck with a random delay of anywhere from ten to one hundred seconds, and my favorite part was that a bigger delay didn’t mean she was getting off easy.  The longer it took to wind up, the harder the blow was when the paddle struck.  It was nearly perfect, save for a twist of my own I was about to add.

“In the old days, it was typical for someone to remain in the pillory for days at a time,” I began, turning off the spanking machine and unzipping the crotch of her catsuit.  “In addition to being painful, it must’ve been boring as shit, so even though you’re only going to be stuck like this for twelve hours or so, I came up with a way to help you pass the time.”

I used plenty of lube on the butt plug before pressing it home but didn’t need any for its more important companion I slid in next door.  I zipped up her catsuit to hold them in place, turned the spanking machine back on, and went around front so I could look her in the eye.

“Felicity assures me the tease and deny mode on her high-tech toys is flawless, and can keep you on the edge of orgasm indefinitely without letting you cum, but I want to put it to the test to make sure.  Don’t worry about running out of juice either… I added a wireless charging station to the frame to make sure the batteries stay at full power.”

Making sure she could see I activated the tease and deny program with no timer to end it, I then blindfolded her, opened the curtains that had been blocking the outside window, and went to unlock the door.  We were open for business and it was going to be spectacular… at least until it was my turn to be bound for display.
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