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A Daring Weekend

I didn’t consider myself overly shy or innocent, but I still couldn’t stop from blushing as I stepped up to the registration podium to get my badge for the convention.  My discomfort was mainly due to the sign-in lady who was wearing a bubblegum pink latex catsuit that wouldn’t have left anything to the imagination if not for the shiny steel chastity belt covering her privates.

Her outfit was accented by a tall black collar, matching cuffs on her wrists, and ballet boots with such incredibly high heels I couldn’t imagine how she managed to wear them all day long.  My feet ached just looking at them, and walking anywhere would be damn near impossible, even without the heavy shackles linking her ankles together.

It was the kind of thing I expected to see at a convention devoted to all things BDSM, but not out in the hotel lobby!  Even for a city like Vegas it was pushing the limits, but the one saving grace was that with a lady like this to ogle, nobody would be looking at me for the minute or two it would take to get my access badge.

Or at least it wouldn’t have if I hadn’t forgotten to reclaim my driver’s license when I hurried away with my badge and handbook.  She shouted my name to get my attention, and with everyone staring she shuffled towards me with her ankle chain clinking preternaturally loud.  Talk about embarrassing!

It was almost enough to make me turn around and go home, but I knew I’d be fine once I got into the display hall where I’d be surrounded by likeminded perverts and fetishists.  Behind those doors I’d be just one among many, and nothing I could say, do, or buy would even raise an eyebrow.  I could even wear a mask or hood if I wanted to remain truly anonymous, and after my sign-in debacle, buying a full-face hood was going to be first on my agenda.

I’d wanted to get a good latex hood anyway, since the one that came with my catsuit fit about as well as a twelve inch condom on a two inch cock.  It totally looked like shit, and if I moved around too much it could shift so the nose holes no longer lined up with my nostrils, which scared the hell out of me.

That happened once during a self-bondage session and freaked me out so badly I forewent my favorite form of relaxation for months afterwards.  In addition to a hood that fit properly, I wanted to find other things to make my ‘hobby’ safer yet more intense, and hoped my credit card could handle the impulse buys I was sure to indulge in.  Good quality bondage gear could be exceedingly expensive, and I’d learned the hard way how bad the cheap shit could be.

All this ran through my mind as I rode the elevator up to the floor I was staying on, distracting me from the looks of those who’d witnessed the unfortunate scene in the lobby.  I swear I could actually feel them staring at my ass all the way up to my stop on the fourteenth floor.  I was actually trembling by the time I was able to escape.

It wasn’t a moment too soon either because I swear I could smell the result of my own arousal wafting up from between my legs.  As much as I hated to admit it, humiliation like this made me wetter than a leaky faucet, and denying my urges only seemed to make me hornier.  I had less self-control than a nympho in a dildo factory, but I couldn’t change how my brain was wired.

Thankfully my room was second to the left from the elevator, because I needed to get out of public sight before I really
 embarrassed myself.  I found it ironic how much of a contradiction I was to myself, hating public embarrassment so much, yet secretly getting off from it.  I’d brought none of my toys with me from home, but my fingers were more than sufficient to scratch the itch enough so I could take a shower, order room service, and plan my itinerary with a calm, albeit endorphin filled mind.

The show had started a few hours ago, but it was only Friday, and it ran until late Sunday night, so I had plenty of time to wander the aisles.  Besides… it shouldn’t be as crowded at night, giving me less of a chance to embarrass myself.

Buying a new buzzing bedroom buddy was going to be hard enough already, since most salesmen were males who seemed to think something the size of a fire hydrant did the job better than a normal sized device.  A saleswoman could be almost as bad, since I had yet to meet one who could credibly extoll the virtues of the toy she’d been supposedly intimate with, so I was screwed either way.  Or to be more precise, I wasn’t in the way I really wanted to be.

Don’t get me wrong.  I loved the feel of a hot, hard cock as much as anyone, but it was difficult to find one attached to someone I could trust enough to make me wonderfully helpless before, during, and after the act.  The last boyfriend I’d enjoyed to that extent had been two years ago, and I hadn’t realized how good I’d had it until I’d lost it.  My last attempt at submitting to a potential Master was such an unmitigated disaster I’d almost sworn off sex completely, and my body had taken months to recover from his cruelty.

Just the thought of him dampened my ardor, but it recovered quickly once I flipped through the handbook listing the displayers and their activities.  In addition to all the booths displaying their kinky wares, there were all sorts of live shows and demonstrations, and some of them allowed audience participation!

I wasn’t much interested in getting my ass paddled, and even wearing a mask I personally wouldn’t have the guts to try riding a sybian in public, but the rigging demonstrations sounded marvelous.  Getting to experience a tight hogtie or rope suspension from a professional rigger would be absolutely amazing.  As the icing on the cake, participation would earn me tokens that could be used towards any purchases I might make at the show!

To hell with planning; I could simply wander up and down the aisles from one side of the hall to the other, and eventually I’d see everything.  I liked my new plan so much I skipped the room service, took an extra quick shower, and didn’t even diddle myself!  That was the toughest decision, but I figured waiting until after I got back would make it feel even sweeter.  It was show time.


Show Time

It seemed to be a well-organized event, with change rooms and a coat check area for those that wanted to store their street clothes and wear something kinkier, making me wish I’d brought my catsuit down with me.  Purchases could also be sent straight here so the attendees wouldn’t have to carry stuff around all day, which I thought was a nice touch.

An even cooler option was the ability to get a pack mule ponygirl who’d follow you around all day with your stuff!  It was way
 too expensive for my meager budget even if any had been left to rent at this time of night, but it was cool nonetheless.

I saw one right off the bat when I entered the main hall, wearing a bit gag and fancy head harness with a tall red plume at the top.  A similar harness covered her torso, although ‘covered’ was a bad description, since it left all her breasts free to bounce around with each step she took on those awkward looking pony boots.  The small bells clamped to her nipples jingled in a musical counterpoint to the clop of her hooves, and I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to have a job like that.

Looking around further, I saw that several people had brought their own submissives to serve them.  A few were simply being led along by a leash attached to their collars, but one domineering-looking couple took it several steps beyond with their two slaves.

The girl wore an impossibly huge ball gag, neck stretching posture collar, super tight armbinder, and her leash was attached to the chain connecting the two clover clamps on her nipples.  The guy wore similar bondage gear, with the addition of a cage around his cock, and a rope leash tied tight around his whole package.  If these were just attendees like me, I couldn’t wait to see the real shows!

First things first: three stalls down was a booth selling latex gear, and while I wasn’t too worried anymore about people in here seeing my face, I still needed to buy a good hood.  From ten feet away I could smell the rubber, and inside the booth all that latex was almost overpowering and intoxicating.  In a weird sort of Pavlovian response, I became instantly aroused.

Hoods they had in plenty, starting as thin as a condom and running the gambit all the way up to discipline hoods better than a quarter inch thick!  It was too extreme for my tastes, so I concentrated on the ones closer to what I considered normal, around a half millimeter thick.  That was a tiny bit thicker than my catsuit so it would feel nice and restrictive, yet still thin enough to stretch and conform.

After much deliberation, I chose a deluxe model that had reinforcements around the eye, nose, and mouth openings, hard inserts for the nose to keep the nostrils from collapsing, and a zipper in back so I could get it on easier.  It also came with a matching blindfold, mouth panel, and a heavier panel with built-in ball gag, but it was damn expensive.

It actually cost more than my full catsuit did, but they had one in my size I could try on, and I was sold once I felt how perfectly it fit.  Most people might’ve found it to be a size too small, but I really loved the compression, and there was no way this one would slide around if I struggled too hard while having fun.

Since I planned to keep wearing it, the salesman said I could exchange it later if I decided it was too tight for long term comfort, but I doubted I was coming back unless it was to buy something else.  He also gave me a free collar imprinted with the convention logo and website for making a purchase over two hundred dollars, and while it wasn’t anything special, free was free.

I hung the hood accessories over my belt but buckled the collar around my neck before moving on.  Maybe later I’d try the ball gag on for size, but I still had at least one purchase I needed to make before I could silence myself with it.

I could see some activity on the stage at the end of the row so I hurried over to see what kind of show was starting.  There was a Twitter feed I could follow to get all the show information for the weekend, but I had yet to join it.  I wasn’t sure I wanted to wade through the barrage of tweets for the next two days, but on the other hand, there were stages all around the perimeter of the hall and I’d hate to miss a good show.  I’d worry about it later.

By some freak chance this was where the rigging demos I wanted to see were taking place, and they were still looking for volunteers!  Acting on impulse, I raised my hand to volunteer without even knowing what position they were going to demo, and the thrill of the unknown made me feel extra tingly.

I was fractionally more excited than scared until the girl next to me started to undress, and then the ratio inverted.  I wondered if I was expected to bare it all as well, but as if reading my mind the rigger about to tie me up jovially said it was optional.  I flashed him a weak smile of gratitude for his honesty, since if he’d told me I had to strip I would’ve believed him… and probably obeyed!

I was second in line out of four volunteers, and one by one we had our hands tied behind our backs while a camera took a close-up to display the rope work on the big screen at the back of the stage.  With my back to the crowd it let me see exactly what he was doing, and I couldn’t believe how incredibly hot it was!  It was only a few wraps of white cotton rope, a cinch, and a double knot, but it left me feeling weak in the knees.

Next was an upper arm bind, and while he didn’t pull my elbows completely together, it was tighter than any I’d experienced before.  There wasn’t as much shoulder stain as I thought there’d be, but where it was
 noticeable was the front of my shirt.  If I’d worn something even slightly
 tighter it might’ve burst at the seams, and as it was my rock-hard nipples were doing their best to poke their way through.

Wanting to watch the next two girls get tied made me miss what was done to the one prior, until it was actually happening to me.  I felt something cold and metallic slide between my bound wrists, and a moment later they were pulled high up above me, forcing me to bend over to accommodate the unexpected strappado.

I gasped as the shoulder strain I expected earlier made itself felt, although it still wasn’t as bad as I’d imagined from watching videos on the internet.  The gasp I’d let out was more from surprise than anything else, but the rigger stopped to make sure I was okay.

His instant concern made me feel a whole lot better about putting myself in his hands, but once I told him I had no problem at all with the position, his only response was a lopsided smile.  That, and an extra pull on the rope to tighten the strappado an extra few inches.

He didn’t take it as far as he could’ve, but the reason for that quickly became apparent.  I’d been turned towards the side facing the first girl, so there was no way I could miss the next step; a three foot long spreader bar between the ankles.  Spreading my legs that far apart when it was my turn was pretty damn embarrassing since his face was only inches away from my damp crotch and feeling so vulnerable wasn’t helping matters in the least.  As a side note, now
 I was starting to feel the shoulder strain.

“I see you brought a few extras with you,” he whispered into my ear.  “Do you want to be gagged to complete the experience?”

Without conscious input from my brain I found myself nodding my head, and then opening wide to allow him to pop the fat ball behind my teeth.  The panel had two straps to hold it in place, and he tightened both a little more than I would have if I was gagging myself, but not so much I couldn’t take it.

It was probably due to all the endorphins and adrenaline coursing through my veins, but the more helpless he made me, the more turned on I became.  I wasn’t sure how much longer this demo lasted, but the moment he set me free I was heading straight for the aisles with the vibrators, and then taking a quick trip up to my room.

I hadn’t realized he’d also taken the blindfold off my belt until the world went dark, but by then it was too late; with how muffled this new gag made my squawk of indignation, I knew speaking the words asking him to remove it was utterly impossible.  Panic made me freeze like a deer caught in the headlights, and then the comparison made me snort; if the deer was blindfolded, he wouldn’t have been caught in the light!

I sucked when it came to analogies.  It was an absurd thought to have considering the seriousness of my current predicament, but it calmed me down enough so I could concentrate on the here and now.  I heard the rigger speaking in front of me, talking about the more technical side of things, and what to watch for.

For example, the elbow rope was never to be put higher on the arm where the nerves and veins were closer to the surface, or you could accidentally hurt the subject.  He then joked how when he hurt a sub, it was never by accident.  At least I thought it was a joke until I heard him mentioning how nice nipple clamps tied off to the spreader bar looked.  From what I could hear I was sure the naked girl now sported those clamps and wondered if I was next.

“Even if you can’t see skin, you can tell by feel if the subject’s arms and shoulders are under too much strain,” he said, laying a hand on my shoulder.  “The flesh between the rotator cup and collarbone should be taut, but so much that you can’t grab a good pinch of meat.  Check the deltoid and triceps for similar tautness, and also that both sides feel even.

“Even with the most prominent target available, I don’t recommend using nipple clamps through a shirt since they never grip the same.  Either remove the shirt or find another way to secure the subject.”

I felt fingers at my throat, followed by pressure on the collar pulling my neck down.  I didn’t need eyes to know he’d tied my collar to the spreader bar, and it tightened my position considerably, but it was still a far better alternative than having my nipples clamped.

I was a little jealous of the next girl, since she had her position tightened up via a crotch rope with some knots tied in a strategic place.  Any movement she made would now cause a knot to rub over her clit, and I knew from experience it was entirely possible to reach orgasm that way.

The last girl had her hair tied off in a ponytail, with a rope pulling it back.  He recommended using a ring gag in conjunction with the hair tie, since it put her mouth at a most convenient height and angle.  For someone with a cock, that is.

That was the end of the demo, but he gave us all ten minutes to escape with the promise of five thousand show credits to any girl who could get free.  It was a sucker bet, but if the others were like me, it was ten minutes for us to all enjoy some real, professional bondage.

“Sorry about the blindfold, but it was just too perfect,” he said from close range.  “I see you have your phone clipped to your belt.  I was wondering if you wanted some pictures or a video so you can see how incredibly sexy you look right now.”

Once again, I nodded yes without even thinking about it, and felt him take it and unlock it with my finger.  It sounded like he took pictures from all sides and angles, and I did my best to struggle to make it look better for the video.  I’d never admit it to him, but I was looking forward to playing this video over and over when I was up in my room testing out my next purchase.

“Are you a professional bondage model?” he asked when he was done and began releasing me.  “If not, you should consider it.  You’re a natural, and I’d love to tie you up again during my next show if you’re interested.  It’s a frog tie suspension.”

Interested?  Hell yeah!  I nodded yes again, and he stopped untying me for a minute.

“I took the liberty of putting my number into your contact list under Master Top, and I have yours as well.  I’ll send you a text fifteen minutes before the show and authorize double credits for the performance.”

“Double credits?” I mumbled around the huge ball filling my mouth.  Amazingly, he understood what I’d said.

“Didn’t you know that volunteering earned you convention credits that can be used towards purchases here?  The strappado demo was worth twenty credits and based on your collar I’m betting that lovely hood came from someone here, so you’ll earn a few extras for displaying their wares.”

“Yup,” he said, after scanning my admittance badge.  “It’s on your profile, so you’re up to twenty-five credits now.  Keep it up and you’ll be able to get some nice swag by the end of the weekend.”

I thought it was beyond cool I was basically getting paid to do something I thoroughly enjoyed and might’ve even paid for myself, just for the experience.  I would’ve thanked him for the tip, but while he’d freed me from my restraints and removed the blindfold, he’d inexplicably left the gag in place.  I suspected he was either trying to discombobulate me, or subtly take my measure, and his next words confirmed it.

“I suppose I should also give you fair warning that the later shows tend to have more in the way of incidental contact, so if you object to a few intimate touches, speak now or forever hold your peace.”

Translation: once I was bound and helpless, he was going to play with my tits unless I told him to take a hike.  After a brief consideration, I kept my mouth shut, although with the ball gag halfway to dislocating my jaw, ‘shut’ was another bad description.  To be honest, I thought he was kinda hot and wouldn’t have minded something more than a casual grope or two… in the privacy of my own room that is.

He smiled when I didn’t even frown over the idea and gave me a little peck on the cheek before taking his leave.  As a side note, he had a really cute ass, and I could’ve stared at it all day if I didn’t have something more important to take care of.  It was time to find a big beautiful bitchin’ bodacious buzzing bedroom buddy.


Taking in the Displays

While I had only one objective in mind, those kinds of toys were all on the far end of the hall, and there were a lot of distractions between here and there.  Almost every booth had something interesting to see, and it was impossible to simply walk past a display like the one where a girl was being bound in a real straitjacket, or the ‘try before you buy’ stocks and pillories.  I was definitely coming back to that one to try, even though I wouldn’t be buying.

Then there was the free stuff.  Branded with their company name, logo, or website, I picked up a free handcuff key (always good to have), a couple of carabineer clips (handy for self-bondage), condoms, and sample packets of lubes and creams.  I was a sucker for free stuff.

There were also draws for the bigger and more expensive items.  One lucky person would win a straitjacket from the medical restraint booth, and all you had to do to enter was let them put you in one for a minimum of five minutes like the girl I’d seen.  Personally, I’d love to feel what it was like to wear one even if they didn’t have the contest, and would be returning to that booth as well.

Offering to win a straitjacket was a good way for them to get past the fetish and bondage model shortage, since Master Top was right.  At least half of the booths had signs advertising for short term models to display their wares, and I might’ve considered signing up if there wasn’t so much I wanted to see and do while I was here.

Before making it to the really fun stuff I entered straight up draws to win a set of cool metal shackles, gags from three different booths, a leather armbinder, and a set of nipple clamps I wasn’t sure I’d ever wear, but free was free.  Then I arrived in what could only be described as sex toy candy land.

Dildos in every imaginable shape, size, and color festooned every available surface, along with enough vibrating toys to cause a minor earthquake if they were all turned on at once.  From powerful wand vibrators to small discreet eggs, they literally had something for every occasion, and it’s a good thing they didn’t have a try before you buy policy or I might never leave.

What they did have was a plethora of draws… every single booth actually… and I let each and every one of them scan my badge to enter my name.  I had a funny vision of what I’d look like if I won everything and had to carry dozens of sex toys up to my room, but the odds of winning even one were pretty damn slim.  With my luck, even if I did manage to get my name drawn for anything it would probably be from that booth with the monster butt plugs.

Once I’d browsed them all I went back to the booth that interested me the most.  I had my eye on a high tech toy that had separate vibrators for the tip, g-spot, and clitoris, each of which could be individually controlled via a Bluetooth app.  The exterior portion was also form fitting and slim enough that it could theoretically be worn out in public without being too noticeable, which I thought was highly unlikely but super cool, if true.

To my utter shock, their claim was correct.  The sales lady I talked to was actually wearing one, and other than a bit of a bulge and leg gap, I wouldn’t have known she had anything that kinky going on between her legs.  My eyes bugged out when I heard the price, but the wide variety of special programs would be perfect for my self-bondage scenarios, and just the thought of being able to secretly wear it in public lit a fire in my groin.

The clincher was their show special, which was a free slim leather chastity belt type harness that not only made wearing the toy harder to detect but also held it extra tight over the pussy and clit for maximum effect.  I bought it on the spot and added it to the bag of free swag I’d collected, since I was heading straight to my room the instant my credit card cleared.  (She gave me a knowing little wink and promised it came fully charged.)

Fifteen minutes later I was naked in my room, washing it off and lubing it up, although to be honest the latter wasn’t really needed.  Just sliding the toy in place felt so damn good I was tempted to get off with it even without installing the app and turning on the vibrations, but I refrained so I could experience the full effect.

Part of the effect I was looking for needed the harness to make it a truly hands-free device, so I put that on as well.  I could already imagine a self-bondage scenario where I set it to relentlessly tease me for a full hour before finally allowing/forcing multiple orgasms out of me.

I also wanted to see how noticeable it was under the worst case scenario, so I unpacked my skin tight catsuit and began pulling it on.  Getting it just right was always an arduous process, especially my legs until it was past my hips, but the erotic compression from the slightly undersized suit just couldn’t be beat.

The top half was a little easier since it wasn’t quite as form fitting in the shoulders and arms as I would’ve liked, and I’d rigged up a pull string and hook to help me zip it up in the back.  I had to remove the collar in order to get the zip all the way up, but I put it right back on to hide the faint seam between suit and hood.

I didn’t consider myself overly vain but seeing at myself in the mirror I thought I’d never looked sexier.  The only thing missing was a gag, so I took a minute to rectify the problem, but then I couldn’t wait anymore; I reached for my phone to find out how good this new toy really was.

But before I could even open the app, I received a text from someone called Master Taupe.  It took me a moment to realize I’d misunderstood ‘Taupe’ as ‘Top’ earlier, and this was my ten minute warning for the suspension rigging demonstration.  Shit!  I wanted to cum so bad I could barely stand it, yet the suspension was a bucket list opportunity I’d regret forever if I missed out.

Ten minutes was barely enough time to get to the stage downstairs if I left right this second, so even a quickie with my toy was out of the question if I wanted to make it in time, let alone getting out of my catsuit so I could ditch the toy between my legs.  I had to make a decision now, and after a brief, agonizing moment typed my reply: OMW.

On my way I was.  Delaying only long enough to take my belt, phone, room card, and admittance badge, and slip into a pair of sandals, I sprinted out the door and mashed the elevator call button.  This was the point where I realized I still wore the gag, but considering everything else going on, it was the least of my worries.

Every eye turned my way when I stepped into the lobby, but I wasn’t breaking any laws and was completely anonymous, so I did my best to ignore them as I made my way to the relative safety of the convention hall.  The crowds hadn’t thinned like I’d expected so I barely made it in time, but as soon as I was close enough, I waved and got his attention so he wouldn’t think I was a no-show.

“Wow!  You look amazing,” he said, extending a hand to help me on the stage.  “Latex definitely suits you, and the white ropes will contrast perfectly against the black.  It might even make up for the fact that you’re the only one to volunteer for this particular demo.  Did you buy the catsuit here?”

I started to shake my head in the negative, but he was already scanning my badge.

“Nope.  The only new purchase is… oh my, you are a fun one, aren’t you?  I can see you wearing it now that I know to look for it, but I doubt anyone else will.  Were you planning on having a little bit of extra fun in the middle of the show?”

Embarrassed at being caught with my new toy, I looked away so he wouldn’t see the shame in my eyes.  I should’ve stayed in my room and told him I was too tired or something.

“Don’t worry, your secret is safe with me.  Personally, I think it’s refreshing to see a girl who knows what she wants and isn’t afraid to reach out and take it.  Now, are you ready to begin?”

I’d come too far to back out now, so despite my reservations, I let him lead me to center stage under the spotlight, where he rambled off his rehearsed spiel on the demo, while neatly binding my arms behind me in a box tie.  Like last time, I got to watch the tie take shape on the big screen at the back of the stage.  I could hardly believe he could do such a flawless job on me while looking out and talking to the crowd.

After my arms were secure, he started on the chest harness that would hold most of my upper body weight once I was off the ground.  This was the part he’d warned me about earlier, and he hadn’t been exaggerating about how much contact would take place.  He arranged and rearranged my tits at least once with every loop of rope that circled my body, making sure that each one was perfectly placed beneath, above, and between my jutting globes.

He also never failed to ‘accidentally’ twang the ropes off my prominent nipples, and the sensations were making my head spin with raw lust.  God, what I wouldn’t give to have had just five extra minutes in my hotel room to take the edge off.

Moving downwards, he removed my belt so it wouldn’t interfere with the lower part of the rope harness he was methodically weaving around me.  With a wink, he put my phone in his shirt pocket murmuring that he’d take another video and some pics for me once the rigging was complete.  I realized now his brownish-grey shirt was the color called taupe and wondered how I could’ve missed that earlier when I thought his name was Top.

He finished the lower harness with a rope around the top of each thigh, and my new toy stopped any incidental contact from taking place where they joined.  It was almost disappointing since it wouldn’t have taken much to send me over the edge, and I was so damn horny I didn’t care how many people were watching!

He had a half dozen ropes connecting me to the ring at the end of the winch before he lifted my first foot, bent it back to my ass, and placed the rope to hold calf to thigh.  He wrapped my leg tight enough that he had a hard time cinching it off, but he eventually managed without messing up any of the perfectly aligned loops and tied it off with a flourish.

Raising the winch until the toes of my right foot were barely touching the ground, he checked all his rope work one final time, and then without warning he pulled my foot out from under me.  I gasped as everything instantly felt twice as tight, falling forward until I was at a forty-five degree angle to the floor, and was barely aware of the rope rapidly circling my remaining limb to complete the frog tie.

Holy shit, this was intense!  I could wiggle and squirm around a fair amount, but every move one way put pressure on another, and trying to stay for more than a few seconds in anything other than the default hanging position was futile.  I thought I’d felt helpless in the strappado earlier, but that was nothing compared to this!

He began talking about pressure points and other things to watch for to ensure the suspension was safe and ‘reasonably’ comfortable for the subject, but his speech wasn’t much more than background noise to me at this point.  I’d given myself over to the bondage and was doing my best to memorize how each rope felt for future reference… a.k.a. later tonight when I was up in my room experimenting with my new toy.

My weight on the chest harness made it feel so tight it was akin to some serious breast bondage, a fact he pointed out to the crowd with a few accompanying squeezes that caused me to moan involuntarily.  The crowd laughed when he pointed out how much fun some weighted nipple clamps would be in a situation like this, and while he didn’t put any on me, he gave them enough of a pull that I rocked back and forth a little.  For the first time ever, I actually wanted
 to feel the relentless bite of clamps on my nipples and was a little disappointed he didn’t have any.

He also put his hand between my legs when he talked about ‘ease of access’, but I felt almost nothing with the toy blocking his touch.  It was a shame.  He was playing me like a lute, and if he could push my buttons so well on stage, I couldn’t help but wonder how he’d be in the sack.  Maybe before the weekend was over, I’d get the chance to find out, but I wasn’t gonna hold my breath; someone as hot as Master Taupe must have women throwing themselves at him twenty-four/seven.

The sound of applause brought me back to reality; with only me and Master Taupe on stage, the demo was already over.  Then he stepped in front of me and I saw a lopsided grin on his face, and I wondered if it really was.

“Since we have some extra time, would you like to stay like this for a little while longer?  I can give you fifteen minutes to struggle and enjoy yourself if you’d like.”

Doubting I’d ever experience this amazing position again, I quickly nodded in the affirmative.

“Perfect!  If you can get free by yourself in fifteen minutes, you’ll win a new car, but if not, you’ll have to let me buy you a drink.  Sound fair?”

As far as pickup lines go, I had to give him points for originality and started laughing so hard he thought I was choking and tried to remove my gag.  He figured it out a moment later when I kept turning my head to stop him and chuckled in response.

“Very well.  I’ll give you your fifteen minutes of uninterrupted fun, and if you want out early, simply recite the Rwandan pledge of allegiance in full.”

I laughed again at such a ludicrous safe word and began my even more absurd attempt at escape.  He gave me a playful slap on the ass to start me rocking and spinning then pulled my phone out of his pocket to record my adventure for me.  At least that’s what I thought he was doing until I felt a gentle thrum between my legs.

Oh my God!  When he promised me fifteen minutes of fun if I wanted it, I’d assumed he’d been talking about the bondage, but that wasn’t what he’d asked me at all.  I’d inadvertently given him permission to make me cum in front of a hall full of complete strangers!

I wasn’t going to be able to stop it either, since even at its lowest setting my new toy was hitting all the good spots with remarkable efficiency, and he was slowly increasing the power in between taking pictures and video clips.  Time was an abstract concept at this point, but if I lasted a full two minutes I’d be surprised.

Between one breath and the next I went from teetering on the edge, to a full blown orgasm that made my eyes roll up in my head.  I bucked, thrashed, and screamed as much as the gag allowed, only vaguely hoping that my extreme orgasm might be taken as a serious attempt at breaking free of my bonds.

I can’t ever remember cumming so hard before, and as the strength of the vibrations continued to increase, I quickly realized this was only the first of many to come.  My first climax had barely ended when the second hit me with the strength of a runaway freight train, and for a brief eternity my body seemed to be frozen in an extreme arch at the limits of what my restraints would allow.

White hot bursts of pleasure coursed through my veins again and again until I didn’t think I could take anymore, but I had no way of stopping it and my utter helplessness only seemed to amplify the strength.  I quite literally couldn’t stop cumming for the entire fifteen minutes!

By the time it was over and he cut the frog tie ropes, I couldn’t even stand on my own two feet.  He had to lower my ass all the way down to the floor before he could release me from the harness, and even then I wasn’t exactly steady.  My new buzzing buddy definitely deserved a five star review for performance and effectiveness, but it was the textbook definition of too much of a good thing.

If I had enough strength left to swing a leg, I’d give Master Taupe a good swift kick for doing that to me on stage, although to be fair, I doubt he had any idea on just how well the toy worked.  As far as he knew he’d simply given me what I’d wanted, and his words confirmed his cluelessness.

“That was the most impressive escape attempt I’ve ever seen,” he said, as he cut the last rope and freed my arms.  “You never stopped struggling for the entire fifteen minutes, and if I didn’t know better, I’d swear you even managed to sneak in an orgasm in the middle of it all.  It’s a good thing I never took the controls past thirty percent power, or you might’ve been in real trouble!”

Clueless indeed, unless he was shitting me to make me feel better.

“You look exhausted,” he continued, helping me to my feet.  “Do you want to chill backstage for a few minutes to catch your breath?”

I nodded yes, since there was no way in hell I’d be able to make it back to my room right now.  He helped me get to a chair behind the projection screen, handed me my phone, and then went back to collect my belt and sandals.  I’m not sure when it happened, but it seemed I’d kicked off my shoes at some point during my struggles.

My manual dexterity wasn’t quite up to par, so I was fumbling to remove my gag when he returned.  I let him take care of it for me, and after hanging it loosely around my neck, he even bent down to put my sandals back on my feet for me.

“So how about that drink?” he asked.  “There’s a lounge area at the back of the hall, or I could bring something back here if you’d like.”

Now that he mentioned it, I realized how thirsty I was.  “I’d love a beer, and here if you don’t mind.”

“I’ll be back as quick as I can,” he promised.

As soon as he rounded the corner, I grabbed my phone and pulled up the video he’d just taken.  I needed to see just how big of a fool I’d made of myself while I was cumming my brains out, and even though I was wiped out, it was too bad he’d find an empty chair when he returned.

To my surprise, it really did look like I was trying my hardest to break free.  The hood and panel gag made all the difference in the world, hiding my facial expressions completely, and even my moaning and groaning could be taken for simple exertion.  Being fully encased in latex also prevented the smell of my nectar from wafting out from between my legs and giving me away, so maybe he hadn’t been shitting me after all.

I decided to stick around to see if he was just being polite, or if maybe he had something more in mind.  I was determined to make the most out of this weekend. Give me an hour or two to recharge my batteries, and I’d be up for almost anything.


A Masterful Escort

I felt much better by the time I finished my beer and could’ve easily pounded back a dozen more if I’d been anywhere else.  This was not
 the place to get drunk, or God only knows what kind of trouble I might get into.

Master Taupe wasn’t just cute, he was quite a good conversationalist, and was the first person I’d been able to talk to about all things bondage.  He even had some funny stories about the first few times he had to perform in public as a rigger and things didn’t go quite according to plan.  I think he also liked me, since after I mentioned an interest in seeing more of the displays, he offered to go with me.

As an additional bonus, he also knew of a way that would let me take it easy while we wandered up and down the aisles, and after hearing his idea, it was an offer I simply couldn’t refuse.  We went straight to that medical restraint booth I’d noticed earlier, and since he knew the people there, was able to arrange something quite interesting for me.

The first part was straightforward… or straitjacket to be more accurate.  Rather than trying it on for five minutes like everyone else, they’d let me to wear it for as long as I wanted as a sort of mobile display.  Or would that be an immobilized display?

Either way, I held out my arms so Master Taupe could slide the jacket onto me, while the salesman stood at my back to do up the buckles.  It didn’t take long, but I had to admit I was a little disappointed at how loose it felt.  I’d always imagined a straitjacket would wrap me in an almost crushing embrace, but this was kind of lame.  Maybe I needed to try a smaller one.

My disappointment didn’t last long, though.  Immediately after I put my arms through the front loop and gave myself a hug, he did a second pass on all the back straps to tighten them properly, fastened my arms in that crushing embrace I’d been looking for, and added the crotch strap to ensure I couldn’t slide it over my head to escape.  To further seal my fate, each strap was then padlocked shut.  Wow… just wow.

I wasn’t sure when he’d taken my phone, but he had in it hand now and asked for my unlock code so he could take a couple of pics before they continued.  Yes, this was only the beginning.  While I posed for the camera, the salesman brought up a wheelchair and bumped it into the back of my legs, causing me to sit down rather abruptly.

Within seconds he had a heavy strap across my chest to show how easy it was to secure someone in the chair, but he left it loose for a moment to let me to wiggle fully onto the seat.  Once I was ‘comfortable’ he did it up properly and added a second belt over my thighs, while Master Taupe secured my ankles with those wide padded restraints you see in the movies or on certain fetish sites.

After a brief discussion they decided to forgo the head harness that would otherwise have immobilized my head to the back of the chair, since the whole purpose of this excursion was to let me see the displays.  As a compromise, he fitted me with one of those bite-restraint muzzles like Hannibal Lecter wore in Silence of the Lambs.  It was a little freaky, but better than the alternatives since it still allowed me to look around and talk.

That was about the only freedom left to me, other than the ability to wiggle my toes.  Was I insane for allowing a guy I hardly knew to restrain me so securely?  Probably, but this was a once in a lifetime opportunity, and the only reason it wasn’t on my bucket list was because it was a scenario I couldn’t have imagined in a million years.

Combining the effects of the straitjacket and the chair, I’d never been bound so tightly before, yet it wasn’t really uncomfortable, other than the fact I was getting pretty damn hot.  I’d already been sweating like crazy inside my latex suit… doubly so thanks to my exertions during the suspension, and the straitjacket was making it worse.

In sharp contrast, my feet were cold.  At the very least I should pick up some latex stockings to match my suit, and I should be able to get a pair for free with the show credits I’d earned.  Modeling these medical restraints was going to add even more to my balance, and if I could find a few more gigs like this, I might be able to get some pretty sweet stuff.

“Hello, my name is Andrew and I’ll be your chauffer today,” Master Taupe quipped, jolting me back to the present.  “Where would you like to go first?”

“I want to see everything, so why don’t we just start at one end and work our way through the hall?” I replied.

“Your wish is my command, my pretty little captive, and I don’t say that too often.  It’s usually the other way around!”

He said it jokingly, but I believed him.  He’d been quite domineering both times he’d tied me up, and for the second time I wondered what some private one on one time with him would be like.  He must be interested in me, or why else would he take the time to wheel my restrained ass around the hall?

He wasn’t just passively pushing me along either.  He asked a lot of questions about my bondage interests, fantasies, and experiences, and I found myself opening up to him quite easily for some reason.  Within an hour he probably knew more about my deepest, darkest desires than all my past boyfriends combined!

He was also an invaluable source of knowledge on practically everything being displayed, so I didn’t have to rely on the word of commission-driven people spouting their rehearsed sales pitches.  Even little things, like how having the arm holes too far apart on a pillory would cause undesirable strain and cramps was good to know.  It wasn’t a device designed to be comfortable for the subject, but a person could last much longer in one sized properly, which to me was a good thing.

After I asked him a few times to put my name in for a draw or to grab some freebies, he simplified matters by doing it automatically at every booth offering something.  Since he knew most of these people, he even got me some of the special freebies they only gave out to paying customers, like when I got my collar or the harness for my toy.

In addition to the regular nickel and dime stuff, by the time we were only halfway through the aisles I’d acquired a full set of wrist and ankle cuffs, some small padlocks, a few coils of rope, a ring gag, and a half dozen leather straps.  I’d also collected more compliments, propositions, and job offers than you could shake a stick at.

Halfway was as far as we got, though, since he received a text asking where he was.  He had another show about to begin and needed to get back to work.  He swore under his breath and quickly reversed course, but before we’d gone more than a few yards he stopped again.

“I won’t be able to release you in time for the demo, but if you trust me, I have an idea I think you might like.  Are you up for a surprise?  Decide fast.”

“Umm… okay,” I replied with only a slight hesitation.

“Great!  Wait here; I’ll only be a sec.”

I wasn’t sure where he thought I’d go trussed up like this, but I guess he was in a hurry.  True to his word, he returned in a few moments and wheeled me double-time to his stage, spoke a few quick words to the other rigger doing the show, and released me from the chair.

“While I begin, my good associate Master Taupe needs to tie up a few loose ends.  Literally,” the other rigger joked.  “It simply wouldn’t do to have his new playmate run off while he was distracted, am I right?”

Of course, everyone in the crowd agreed with him in a good natured way, and while he tied the first volunteer’s arms in a strict reverse prayer, Master Taupe unveiled my surprise: a pair of suspension cuffs and a three foot spreader bar!  Holy shit!

It was only the work of a moment to wrap the cuffs around my ankles, clip the spreader bar in place, and attach it to the winch.  Before I knew it, my feet were rising up off the floor, followed by my hips, chest, and head.  I began swaying back and forth once my head lost contact with the ground, and I felt completely discombobulated by this unfamiliar, inverted position.

“Surprise!  Are we having fun yet?  Good.  Ready for a little extra fun while I’m busy?”

I’d nodded yes to his first question, but vehemently shook my head no to his second.  I didn’t think I could handle another string of orgasms like the last time.

“No?  Not even a gentle little tease to enhance the bondage?”

I hesitated, wondering if his definition of teasing was the same as mine.  In a hurry, he took my hesitation for agreement, made a few quick taps on the screen of my phone, and rushed to join his partner.  Luckily the vibrations I felt were much gentler than last time, so I should be able to deal with it.

Maybe… even on this low setting the triple vibrators were doing a number on me, and I had no idea how long the demo would last.  Hanging upside down in a straitjacket like a piece of meat with my legs splayed wide wasn’t making it any easier either, nor was watching the pair of girls slowly becoming immobilized in that ultra-tight hogtie I’d long fantasized about.  As the icing on the cake, I had the best view in the house of Master Taupe’s cute, tight ass bending over his subject.  Hot!  Hot!  Hot!

Mind you, it would’ve been hotter if I
 was the one he was working on, but I shouldn’t really complain.  He could have just left me in the wheelchair while he worked, but instead he gave me a totally unique experience to enjoy.  It wasn’t exactly the most comfortable position to be in, with all my weight being supported by my ankles, and the extra blood in my head making my hood feel three sizes tighter, but I still liked it.

My triple threat buzzing buddy was also doing a good job of distracting me from my discomfort, although not enough to bring me home.  I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing anymore, though, since it was making me even hornier than I was earlier, and I wouldn’t have minded at least one
 little orgasm.  Okay, maybe two.  Three at the most, but that’s it.

No such luck.  It took around fifteen minutes to complete the rigging, follow by another fifteen where they were given the chance to escape, and I began to think that toy had a mind of its own.  I got super close to the Big-O several times, but every time I was about to go past the edge, I swear the thing slowed down just
 enough to keep me from cumming.  It was maddening.

When the show was over and the girls cut free, he took some pics and videoed me for a few minutes before finally lowering me to the ground.  I thought we were done at this point, but as I sat there getting my shit together, he moved the winch clips from my feet to shoulder straps on the straitjacket and pulled me up again!

“Rigging is thirsty work, so I thought I’d go get us another couple of beers,” he said, pulling me close and giving my ass a gentle caress.  “I’ll be back in ten or fifteen so enjoy the last of my surprise and don’t go anywhere.”

My heart skipped a beat when I heard he was leaving me alone, but this was an opportunity I couldn’t pass up.  Being suspended by the straitjacket made the crotch strap to really dig into the cleft of my legs, mashing the buzzing toy so hard against my clit I knew I’d finally be able to get off.  It seemed a less embarrassing option than begging him to turn up the juice so I could cum, which was what I’d been about to do.

It was a good plan and it should’ve worked, but I think my new buddy was defective.  It definitely lost power right at the worst possible time, and twice it left me hanging by shutting off completely!  As soon as I had the chance, I was taking the stupid thing back for a refund!

After an eternity of pure hell brought on by unachievable release, Master Taupe returned and thankfully turned off my defective piece of shit buddy, lowered the winch, and put me back in the chair.  We went behind the stage to have our drinks, and by necessity he had to take off my muzzle and feed me mine a sip at a time, which was kinda fun for both of us.  We also got to talk about some very important things.

First and foremost, I found out he’d ran a preset program on my new buddy called tease and deny, so rather than being defective, it did the job it was supposed to do perfectly.  Too perfectly in my opinion, but that wasn’t his fault.

I told him how much I enjoyed his surprise, but also admitted how disappointed I was about missing out on being hogtied.  It was the one slight blemish on an otherwise amazing night of bondage fun.  He looked disappointed at disappointing me, and after a minute of hard thought, asked me the most important question of all.

“That was my last show of the night,” he finally said.  “I’d like to make it up to you, so if you like, I’ll tie you up anyway you want for as long as you want.  No strings attached.  Interested?” he asked.

“Are you serious?  For a tight hogtie from a real professional who also happens to be super-hot, I’d suck your dick for an hour straight!” I blurted.

I wasn’t usually that crude, but it was the truth, and straight to the point.

“That would be nice, but not necessary, and I doubt I could take being blown for an hour by the sexiest girl here,” he replied with a lopsided grin.  “Besides… you wouldn’t be able to handle one of my special reverse prayer hogties for that long, especially if I ‘accidentally’ happen to start a certain tease and deny program for the duration.”

“Challenge accepted.  Bring it on, tough guy.”


The Ultimate Hogtie

We had to go back to the medical restraint booth first to get me out of the straitjacket, and then made a quick detour to the booth where I’d bought my hood.  I’d earned enough credits to get thigh-high stockings with a garter belt, shoulder length gloves, and a set of small swim style goggles to cover the last tiny bit of exposed skin left.  With the necessary exception of my mouth, that is, but we could fix that once he lost the bet.

Don’t get me wrong… giving him a blowjob while I was bound and completely helpless was going to add fuel to the fire of an already hot scene, but I also wanted to experience complete latex enclosure for at least part of it.  If I could get the best of both worlds, why not go for it, right?

I’d briefly considered doing the scene naked and would have, if I didn’t need to take a shower so badly.  I absolutely loved latex, but after sweating in it for so long I probably smelled like an open sewer, and that was so totally not sexy.

Our last stop before heading upstairs was to collect some rope from the stage.  I picked out the longer lengths from the discard pile, while he unrolled some more from a spool so big it needed its own stand and cart.  I think we had enough to cover me from head to toe by the time we headed for the elevator, and I wondered if his ‘special’ hogtie was even more stringent than the one he’d demoed on stage.

I began to think I might’ve bitten off more than I could chew, but there was no way I was gonna back out now and lose the bet.  Not that there was a way to truly be a loser considering the stakes we’d agreed upon.  If I won, I’d get to be bound in three scenarios of my choice, and if he won, I’d be bound in three of his.  It was tempting to throw the bet so I could find out what a master rigger would do with me given practically unlimited options, but I was too damn competitive to give up on purpose.

He took charge the moment we were inside my room, starting the reverse prayer by having me put my hands palm to palm behind my back so he could tie them together.  Once my wrists were secure by a few loops, he pulled the rope over my right shoulder to draw my hands further up my back, down between my wrists again, and then over my left shoulder to balance things out before tying it off.

The second rope wove around my elbows to draw them together a bit, and just under my boobs to weld them to my torso.  It had taken him less than two minutes to put me in inescapable bondage, and this was just the beginning!

Before continuing, he spun me around and kissed me long and hard while his hands explored my body as if they had a life of their own.  My head was swimming with desire before he broke off and took me further into the room, sitting me sideways on a chair so he could continue tying me up.

The next rope was a long one, and not only went around my arms and above my breasts, but was cinched between ribs and arms, looped over each shoulder, and tied off to my utterly immobile wrists.  It was without a doubt the tightest I’d ever been tied, yet it was surprisingly comfortable considering how severe the position was.

“Open wide,” he said, pressing the ball of my panel gag against my lips.  “If I don’t lock down that pretty little mouth of yours, I’m going to lose the bet by default by taking advantage of you before I even complete the tie.  You’re just too fucking beautiful this way.  Grunt the Morse code triple dot-dash-dot for SOS if you need me to stop for any reason.”

It was gratifying to know I was turning him on as much as he was me, but I would’ve opened wide for the gag regardless.  During the rest of the rigging I’d get to enjoy the complete latex encasement I wanted!  Mere seconds after I was gagged, I found out that wasn’t all I’d get to enjoy either; he cheated and began the tease program early!  It’s a good thing I was already sitting down, because otherwise I would’ve collapsed in a boneless, helpless, pre-orgasmic heap.

The next stage was basically all breast bondage, with ropes wrapped around, over, under, and between my boobs.  It was a rather impressive feat considering that they were encased in latex, but he had all the time in the world to make sure he did the job properly, and every reason to prolong the rigging process.

After all, the hour long timer for our bet wouldn’t start until the last rope was knotted off and I was slurping on his sausage!  By rights I should’ve called him out on the way he was bending the rules, but in all honesty, I was enjoying this too much to care.

I had to stand on unsteady legs for the next part, which was several wraps of rope around my stomach and two between my legs.  His crotch rope was every bit as effective at mashing my buddy against my clit as the straitjacket was, and I hoped he let me sit or lie down soon or I was going to fall on my face.

I think he noticed how unsteady I was, because he let me sit on the edge of the bed while he tied ropes around my thighs, above and below my knees, and around my ankles, even though it made it more awkward for him.  He took a short breather at this point and shot some footage to add to my growing collection of personal bondage videos.

Once he put my phone down, it was time for what I was waiting for: the all-important rope that turned a regular tie into a hogtie.  He helped me get into position face down on the edge of the bed, connected a rope between my ankles and the harness around my shoulders, and pulled it taut.

My knees left the bedding as expected when my back began to bend, but that was only the beginning.  He repositioned and pulled again until I was arched so severely my chest lost contact as well!  Holy shit this was tight!  It felt like he went back and forth a few more times to ensure it wouldn’t loosen, but he still wasn’t satisfied.

Another rope went around my calves and thighs and was pulled so tight my heels were pressed all the way against my ass!  Working faster now that he was near the end, he quickly tied my feet together and to one of the ropes around my elbows.  It forced them to bend into the en-pointe position, and he reinforced it by lashing my big toes together and connecting them to the strap on the back of my goggles.

I’m sure it was no coincidence that my head was now held at the perfect height and angle to take his cock in my mouth but being bound so much tighter than I’d imagined possible was going to make this difficult.  I might be able to get a slight
 back and forth motion by rocking on my hips, but that was the extent of my mobility.  I’d never been more helpless in my life and I couldn’t wait for him to get started with the main event.

He took the time for a courtesy wash, so I had a minute to loosen my jaw between the time he removed my gag and returned to stand in front of me with his flagpole already at full mast.  It was bigger than expected, and I hoped he didn’t try to ram it straight down my throat right off.

He might’ve been in complete control, but he wasn’t that crass and inconsiderate.  It was several minutes before I could do anything more than lick the tip of his head, and when he did move closer, it was by minute increments.  He stopped when his cock was just tickling the back of my throat, leaving it to me to take over as best I could.

It was harder than I thought.  Sure, I could wrap my lips around his shaft, or tickle it a bit with my tongue, but that toe tie kept me from bobbing my head even a fraction of an inch.  Rocking my whole body wasn’t much easier, wasn’t very effective, and wore me out in no time at all.  I’d have been much better off if he simply grabbed my head and face fucked me like I’d originally feared.

The tease and deny program was definitely doing its part to make me fail as well.  Several times the need to cum was so intense I almost forgot I had a dick in my mouth, but on a positive note, the pre-orgasmic state it kept me in took the edge off the worst of my aches and muscle strain.  This hogtie was the real deal.

As if the deck wasn’t stacked against me already, Master Taupe began cheating outrageously.  Every time he got too close to shooting his load he’d step back and inspect my binds, check my circulation, ask me how I was holding up, take some pictures, or just play with my tits.  He put it back in my mouth once he calmed down, but no matter how hard I worked him, I had zero chance of making him cum until he was good and ready.

It was the longest hour of my life, and felt more like ten, but I knew he wasn’t cheating on the time because I could see the bedside clock out of the corner of my eye whenever he stepped back.  When we were down to the last few minutes, he paused to do something with my phone, and propped it up on the nightstand to record a final video.

For the first time all night he didn’t stop at the back of my mouth but continued to slide his prick into my throat.  He went slowly to see if I’d choke on it, but I was able to take it all the way in without a problem other than not being able to breathe worth a shit.

He held it there for a few seconds before withdrawing almost all the way, paused for another few seconds, and then it was on.  He now went balls deep with every thrust, starting slow, but steadily picking up the pace until it was close to the face fuck I’d imagined, albeit not quite as rough.

For one thing, the hood kept him from grabbing my hair or using my ears as handlebars, which I’d always pictured as standard operating procedure for this kind of scene.  My utter immobility gave him all the control over me he needed and then some!

He began cumming a split second after an alarm sounded to end the challenge, filling my mouth with what seemed to be an almost endless supply of his spunk.  I wanted to wait until he was done before I swallowed, which turned out to be a mistake.  He somehow managed to magically replace his cock with my gag in one slick movement, keeping the taste strong in my mouth.

“You said you wanted to spend a few minutes gagged at the end of the scene,” he reminded me, buckling the straps extra tight.  “And trust me… in about fifteen seconds you’re going to need it!”

It took about fourteen of those seconds for his words to penetrate the haze I was in, and just as I realized what he meant, my buddy went from idle to wide open throttle.  After being held on the edge for so long, I hit the peak almost instantly, and he was right as rain about me needing the gag.

I bucked, thrashed, and screamed with utter abandon as unbelievable pleasure burst from my loins, although I found out later from watching the video that my orgasm looked weak and pathetic.  I was simply tied too tight to make my struggles visible.

Straining against the ultra-tight and unforgiving ropes made my climax feel a thousand times stronger than it looked, though, and there was no end in sight.  It might’ve been three orgasms in a row without even a second to separate them, or ever-increasing waves of pleasure from one incredibly long one, but the end result was the same.  I came so long and hard I almost passed out.

I was definitely in the grey zone when he finally turned it off and didn’t have the strength left to move a muscle even if there wasn’t several hundred feet of rope preventing me from doing so.  Through bleary eyes I saw him pull out his safety scissors to cut me loose, but then he changed his mind and tossed them aside.

“I think I’ll save the ropes,” he chuckled, as he began the long, arduous process of untying me.  “After all, we’re going to need them three more times.”

He untied me enough so I could lie flat on the bed, which was a huge relief since until now I hadn’t realized how much my back ached from the extreme arch I’d spent the last hour in.  He briefly left me to go to the bathroom, and it sounded like he was filling the tub, which was amazingly nice of him.  It would’ve been nicer if he’d thought to ungag me first, but he was still the one in charge.

Even after the last rope was removed, I was still pathetically helpless, and had to be carried to the bathroom.  I weakly complained when he sat me on the edge of the tub to help me out of my suit, since I didn’t want to gross him out with skin that looked like a waterlogged prune, and what was surely a stench strong enough to knock a buzzard off a shit wagon.  He didn’t seem to mind in the least, so maybe I was just overly sensitive.

The water was almost too hot for comfort, but after a minute I began to enjoy the relaxing heat, doubly so since he slipped in behind me and gave me the most amazing and thorough massage ever while he helped me get clean.  I was in heaven.

The climax of our bath was quite literal, since we made slow, gentle love in the soapy water before climbing out and drying off.  My body felt lethargic and my mind like it was wrapped in warm fuzzy cotton, but my stomach was another story.  I called room service for a platter of fruit, cold cuts, cheese, and crackers, which we both eagerly demolished.

He spent the night, of course, but since we both had a long day tomorrow, he used some of those belts I’d collected to strap my legs together, and the leather cuffs to lock my wrists behind me.  For some reason these restraints made me feel safe rather than helpless, and I fell almost instantly asleep with the feel of his warm body next to mine.


The Master’s Choice

I was still bound when I awoke some twelve hours later, according to the glowing red LED display on the clock, but felt like I could easily sleep for another twelve.  Yesterday had been the best and most memorable day of my life, but it had been utterly exhausting.

I heard noise coming from the bathroom, but just as I was about to call out that I was awake, I realized I couldn’t!  I’d slept deeply enough that he was able to gag me without waking me up!

I ran through the mental and emotional gamut of anger, fear, helplessness, and arousal within a few heartbeats, but the adrenaline rush did a good job of rousing me from my lethargy.  Better than guzzling a large cup of strong coffee, truth be told, but that was nothing like the jolt I got a moment later.

It wasn’t Master Taupe puttering around in the bathroom; it was one of the hotel maids cleaning the room!  What was she doing here?  Maids never came into a room if someone was inside sleeping!  I lay there frozen in fear as she methodically vacuumed the floor, frequently pausing to pick up the discarded ropes from last night and place them on the table.

I didn’t know what to do.  She vacuumed around the bed without even a glance my way, so maybe my situation wasn’t unusual for Vegas these days.  Then things got weirder.  She returned to the pile of rope and one by one she untangled the mess, doubled each one over, and folded them into neat little bundles ready for their next use.  It was almost like she was doing laundry!

I lay there silent and unmoving for a good thirty minutes while she worked, hoping this was all a weird dream brought on by an overly stimulating day yesterday, but somehow I doubted it.  For one thing, I had to pee too bad for this to be a dream, and then she confirmed this was real by finally speaking.

“You might want to consider hauling your ass out of bed sometime soon, or you’ll be late,” she said, stepping up to the bed and leaning over me.  “You only have an hour left to get ready and go downstairs to your favorite latex booth, or Andrew will be disappointed.  Everything you need is clean and ready in the bathroom.  Good luck and have fun.”

She turned and left, but not before I managed to recognize her; she was the girl who’d stripped naked for the strappado demo… Leia or Lila or no… Layla!  That was it.  Master Taupe had set this whole scene up, maybe as some sort of test to see how I’d react to the unexpected.  It gave me food for thought, but I couldn’t take the time to ponder it now; I needed to honor the bet I’d made, and that meant getting my ass in gear.

It took five minutes to wiggle out from under the sheets, hop on bound legs to the bathroom, find the key, unlock my wrists, and remove my gag.  Two more minutes to hop to the phone, order breakfast, and free my legs so I could take care of business and then take a quick shower.

I was briskly toweling myself dry at the twenty minute mark and sliding into my catsuit at twenty-two.  Luckily Layla had cleaned and dried it, otherwise I wouldn’t have any chance of making it in time.  Room service arrived at twenty-eight minutes, and I yelled for him to leave it by the door so I could finish getting the stubborn rubber over my arms.

Running low on time, I gathered up the rest of my outfit and took it to the table so I could finish dressing while I ate.  I put on the stockings, garter belt, and gloves in between bites, but saved the last few items until I was finished eating.

My hair was still a little damp when I put the hood on, but that didn’t really matter since I’d be sweating in it all day anyway.  After a moments of consideration I shoved the ball of my gag past my teeth and buckled it tight.  It probably would’ve been waiting on the counter if he hadn’t gagged me with it before he left.  I hadn’t noticed earlier, but I could still taste his cum on it from last night.

There was only one thing left, and that was my new buddy.  I’d neglected to put the harness on before dressing, but my suit would hold it in place perfectly fine without it.  After unzipping the crotch, I found I was damp enough to accept the intruder without any extra lube, and slowly slid it home.  Once again, I wished I had a little spare time, but there was only twelve minutes left.

I took two of those minutes to polish the worst of my fingerprints off the latex, slipped into my sandals, and ran out the door with phone and badge in hand.  I sent him a text while waiting for the elevator to tell him I was on my way and got a most unusual and unexpected response.

He didn’t text back, but I felt my buddy begin to buzz at a very low speed.  It was even slower than the tease and deny setting, but still impossible to ignore, and promised a long but most interesting day.

I arrived at the latex booth with mere seconds to spare, and along with Master Taupe which I’d expected to see, found a large crowd of people I hadn’t.  I mumbled the question ‘what’s going on?’ to him, and while it wasn’t very articulate, he got the gist.

“It’s rare to find someone who loves bondage as much as you do, so I spent the morning arranging some interesting and unique experiences for you.  It’ll be difficult, but after seeing how well you handled the tightest hogtie I’ve ever done, I think you’ll enjoy the challenge.

“As a bonus, you’re going to earn a butt-load of show credits today and having such a willing submissive in tow is going to do wonders for my street cred, so to speak.  Now hold out your hands if you trust me, and we’ll begin.”

I hesitated for a few seconds, but then held out my hands and let him slide a pair of rubber bags over them.  I thought they were inflatable bondage mittens, but all he did was buckle the ends tightly over my wrists before having me put them together behind my back.  Inflatable or not, I was now at his mercy.

Nodding with satisfaction, he proceeded to lace me into a corset made of such thick rubber it didn’t need boning, followed by a posture collar just as stiff.  Breathing became rather difficult with these additions, but as my body gradually adapted to the unnatural restrictions, I started to like it.  I liked the calf-high ballet boots a lot less, even though he’d picked ones with ‘only’ six inch heels instead of the monstrous eight or nine.

A heavy rubber armbinder came next, but unlike most I’d seen, this one had a hole in the end for my hands to poke through.  That explained the bags I thought, but once all the straps were tightened and my arms crushed together, I found out I’d been right the first time.  The mittens inflated, but he’d had to wait until my hands were through the end of the armbinder or they wouldn’t have fit.

I felt every bit as helpless as when I’d been hogtied, but unlike last night, I had to actively participate in this demo while the sales lady extolled the virtues of the items I wore.  She clipped a leash to the front of the posture collar and led me back and forth across the booth, while Master Taupe followed with a hand on my arm to help my balance.  I needed the help, since walking in such killer boots was something I’d never tried before.

At the end of her sales pitch, she ‘casually’ commented on how I still had too much mobility but could take care of the problem with a few additions.  The first item was a calf length hobble skirt so tight it took two of them to get it on me, and after a couple of grueling test laps around the booth, she decided it still wasn’t restrictive enough.

The solution was a harness consisting of eight straps.  The first went above my hips, the next four around my upper legs, and the final three below the knees.  It reduced my stride to about quarter-inch steps at best, but thankfully she only made me walk two feet before loosening the lower straps enough so I could manage a generous two inches per step.

The slight extra freedom was needed since Master Taupe had a show coming up, and I was expected to walk all the way to his stage like this!  The sales lady continued to lead me along by the leash, answering questions from passersby as I slowly shuffled along behind her.  Balance was an obvious problem, as was getting enough air into my lungs to sustain my exertions but stopping for a rest break wasn’t an option.

Both problems were compounded by my buzzing buddy, which Master Taupe had switched from the slow warm-up setting to the dreaded tease and deny!  Combined, it was almost too much to handle, but eventually we made it to the stage.  It only took about a thousand years, give or take.

After being lifted onto the stage, my leg straps were pulled so tight I couldn’t move even the slightest fraction of an inch, but walking wasn’t on the menu for this demo.  For that matter, neither was standing!

Master Taupe helped me lie down near the back of the stage and fastened something around my feet.  I had an inkling of what was coming when he lowered the winch and clipped the end to whatever was around my feet.  Sure enough, a minute later I was hanging upside down again.

I wouldn’t be swinging and spinning around this time though, since he put a rope around my wrists and slowly pulled it through a ring in the floor, putting me into an upside down strappado!  The leash was tied off to another floor ring to ‘tighten things up a tad’ as he put it, while he was busy giving his rigging demo.  Apparently, I was more of a sideshow than the main event today.

With one notable exception: before turning to his waiting volunteers… including Layla, who was already naked and waiting… he showed me a timer counting down on his phone.  It read 14:42, and the title was quite simple: Forced Climax Mode Engaged.

Tease and deny was doing its job quite admirably so I was definitely looking forward to some relief, but I was also a little scared.  I had no idea if this program would give me one orgasm or fifty and wouldn’t find out for another fourteen minutes and change.

Even though I wasn’t exactly part of the show, my restraints fit today’s theme of belt bondage.  Layla was put into a chicken wing frog tie, a second girl was laid out along the floor and practically mummified in straps, and the last was restrained similar to how I was, except with individual straps around her arms and legs.

He also used an extra strap to put her in a hogtie instead of a strappado like I was, and a final one as a gag.  It looked interesting, but I didn’t have to ponder it overly long; I found out in the obvious way my fifteen minute countdown had just expired.

Already on the edge, my eyes rolled up in my head almost instantly as unbelievable pleasure plowed through me like a runaway truck hitting a brick wall.  The strength of the vibrations rapidly pulsed up and down this time, and strangely enough it seemed to make my orgasm even more intense than the simple high powered buzzing from yesterday.

I unconsciously began bucking my hips to match the pulsing pattern, knowing full well what a slut it made me look like, but I was too caught up in the moment to care in the least.  Forced climax mode was living up to its name in spades, since I couldn’t stop cumming for what I’d later find out was a full two minutes!

I have no recollection of being lowered to the floor, and only a vague impression of my restraints being removed, but at least they didn’t make me try to walk back to the latex booth.  To be honest, the only way I would’ve been able to make that trip right now was in a wheelbarrow.

I didn’t need to move because the next item I’d be modeling was something called a vac cube and was brought on stage by a different specialty latex company.  It was similar to a vac bed where I’d be sandwiched between two sheets of latex with all the air sucked out of it, but this was a freestanding cube with my head sticking out of the top.  It held me so well they could even turn me on my side or upside down!

Their thirty minute demo climaxed with, you guessed it… another blast from forced climax mode, leaving me utterly spent, yet floating on cloud nine for the entire hour I spent taking a ‘break’ strapped in a heavy duty restraint chair.  He didn’t make/let me cum at the end of the chair scene, but only because of what was coming up.

His next demo was a hogtie escape challenge sponsored by the convention company itself, with a thousand dollar prize to the winner.  It took six riggers to tie the twelve of us competing for the prize, but I had no chance of winning thanks to Master Taupe’s subtle sabotage.

I definitely could’ve put the money to good use, but something called ruined orgasm mode fucked me out of my opportunity.  Every five minutes it brought me to orgasm, and instantly shut off the moment I began to peak, leaving me wanting more with no way of getting it until the next cycle.  To the uninformed eye, I bet it looked like I was struggling to get free for all I was worth, but all I really cared about was having a decent orgasm.

Layla escaped first and won the prize, but while waiting for my turn to be released I got to enjoy the good
 orgasm setting, so I wasn’t as pissed at Master Taupe as I should’ve been.  He’d promised me a day of unique and interesting bondage, and so far, he’d lived up to his promise in full.

Next on the agenda was a company that specialized in prison type restraints, and I wasn’t even fully released from the hogtie before I was locked down in so much unforgiving metal I must’ve looked like a knight in full armor.  Their version of a restraint chair was mounted on two wheels at the back, and I was pushed around the entire perimeter of the show tilted up so I could only look at the ceiling above.

The bondage furniture boys were next on his list, and for once the time I had to spend in each device was entirely up to me.  When I was ready to move to the next device, I had to grunt in a specific pattern of dash dot dash dot, dot dot dash, and dash dash.  That was Morse code for C-U-M, and switched my buddy from tease to forced orgasm mode.

It may not sound so bad since I was the one controlling the changes, but I had to work my way through a set of stocks, a pillory, the St. Andrew’s cross, a real rack that stretched the hell out of me, a spanking bench (complete with spanking!), and a cage they suspended ten feet in the air.  I spent extra time in the cage since Master Taupe had to go do another demo, but it was better than having my limbs dislocated on the rack or squassation frame.

My buddy was running low on juice at this point, so I spent the next hour charging him in the booth where I bought it.  He would’ve charged in half the time if they didn’t keep using me to demo the product, and unlike the other displays where my orgasmic convulsions could be mistaken for an escape attempt, there was no doubt what was happening to me every time they hit the button.

They were so grateful to have an actual volunteer to demo their product, they offered to give me the anal companion to my buddy for free, although I wasn’t nearly as thrilled as I pretended to be when I agreed to try it out.  After all, why stick something up your ass when there was a much
 better place right next door?

Twenty minutes in a bathroom stall and a lot of lube later, I got to find out firsthand.  On its own it would take ages to bring me to orgasm, if ever, but combined with my adjacent buddy it really amplified the pleasure.  Other than making me feel like I hadn’t just emptied my bowels two minutes before inserting him, I thought I could get used to buddy number two before long.

The rest of my night was spent on stage, demoing every conceivable restraint imaginable from dozens of booths.  In between Master Taupe’s shows I was put in a leather version of the latex bondage I’d started the day with, opened my mouth wide for dozens of gags, and tried on enough cuffs to fetter a small army.

The last scene of the night was a super tight ball tie, but instead of making me cum and then releasing me, he picked me up and carried me over to the edge of the stage where I saw Layla in her hotel uniform waiting with a laundry cart.  I was unceremoniously dumped inside, and as Layla began burying me in dirty laundry, Master Taupe held my phone in front of my face long enough so I could read it.

Forced Orgasm Mode

Auto Repeat Active

14:59

Fuck!


The Master’s Scene

Before burying my head in dirty laundry, Layla covered my nose with a pair of panties she told me she’d not only been wearing all day but had cum in several times.  It was quite obvious she wasn’t lying.

I felt motion when one of them began pushing the cart out of the hall, and if I wasn’t mistaken, my first orgasm was forced out of me in the middle of the lobby.  I lay there for what seemed like ages before I felt movement again, followed by the vertical motion of an elevator, and another massive orgasm that lasted the entire ride up.  I sure hoped we were alone, since I wasn’t exactly quiet or still while in the throes of such intense passion.

I was tipped out of the cart into my own room, which was a huge
 relief, since I’d been imagining all sorts of nefarious scenarios about being kidnapped and sold as a sex slave.  Master Taupe even thanked Layla for her help and dismissed her, which relieved another worry of mine.  Not that I had anything against tacos, but I was mostly a sausage kind of girl.

“I hope you had as much fun today as I did,” he said, as he picked me up and carried me to the bed.  “Well… hopefully you had more, since I had to spend the entire day with a hard, aching cock.  Try to imagine a full eight hours of tease and deny mode, and you’ll be close to knowing how horny I am right now.”

I hadn’t thought about it, but now that he’d mentioned it, I realized his day had been almost as hard as mine, although in a different way.  Harder, if I wanted to make a bad joke about the obvious bulge I could see at his crotch.

He released me from the ball tie and freed my legs as well, but left my arms tied behind me and quickly refastened my ankles to the foot of the bed.  I knew he was heading straight into the main event when he put a pillow behind my ass, pushed me backwards over it, and shed his clothes in record time.

It was a little abrupt, but then again I’d already had what amounted to an entire day of foreplay plus!  It felt like he released a virtual flood when he unzipped the crotch of my catsuit and took away buddy number one, but it was a muskier and sexier scent that wafted up to my nose, not sweat.  I felt a little embarrassed about the powerful smell of raw sex in the air, but his rock-hard cock was proof he didn’t mind in the least, and he might’ve even been turned on by it.

He sure wasted no time slipping his cock all the way into me, and he took me in a manner that can only be described as hard and fast.  To my surprise it was exactly what I’d wanted without knowing I’d wanted it, and I reached climax just before he did!  Languid, gentle love can be amazing, but sometimes raw, primal sex fits the bill better than anything else.  This was one of those times.

He basically collapsed on top of me once he was spent but was gentleman enough to keep his weigh on his elbows so he didn’t flatten me completely.  I appreciated the gesture, since even after all I’d been through today, my orgasm with him had been enough to completely take my breath away.

We rested like that for a few minutes before he untied me completely and went to fill the tub.  It actually felt weird to be alone and unbound, so I crawled out of bed and slowly made my way to the bathroom.  I wasn’t nearly as hesitant about accepting his help out of my latex prison as I’d been last time, since he’d already seen me at my worst.

Almost… due to the shape, my new butt plug was much
 harder to take out than to put in, and needing his help was rather embarrassing.  Even worse, I came close to shitting myself when it finally popped free, and barely made it to the commode in time to take care of the problem.  He quickly turned away to check the water temperature in the tub, giving me at least the illusion of privacy.  He was completely in charge tonight, but at least he wasn’t being a freaky, obnoxious bastard about it.

We didn’t fuck in the tub this time, but it was a damn close thing with how much kissing, fondling, and caressing we did.  Sex should’ve been the last thing on my mind after the day I’d had, but I just couldn’t seem to help myself.  He
 was the one who exercised self-control when the petting got too heavy, wanting to wait until he could tie me up again.

Needless to say, bath time ended then and there by mutual consent.  Barely taking the time to towel off, he told me to take a few pillows and make myself comfortable leaning back against the headboard, while he selected a handful of ropes.

He quickly used the first pair to tie my wrists to my knees, and then to the bedframe on each side, spreading my legs almost obscenely wide.  The second set went around each ankle and was fastened to the top corners of the headboard, pulling my legs even further apart, and immobilizing me admirably.

I wanted him to take me the instant the last knot was tied, and he crawled right into position too, but that’s where my wishes deviated from his.  That foreplay we skipped earlier?  Well now he was providing more than I could stand.

We started off with our mouths locked, kissing passionately while he kneaded my breasts and did all sorts of wonderful things to my nipples.  I felt his hard cock rubbing against my pussy almost constantly, but the bastard kept it on the outside
 where it wasn’t doing either of us any good.

I was panting like I’d run a marathon in ballet boots, and delirious with need by the time he broke off and shifted position, but he wasn’t even close to done yet.  Now I had his mouth and one hand on my chest, with the second hand exploring gently but thoroughly down below.  It was almost too much to bear, but I didn’t really have a choice.  He
 was the one in control, and he promised I wouldn’t like it if I came early and ruined his plans.

He really put my self-control to the test when he scooted back and planted his head between my legs, or so I thought at first.  It was the most intensely erotic experience I ever felt, and every time I thought I was about to burst he’d stop.  Sometimes he just leaned back and stared into my eyes while he stroked my thighs, sometimes we kissed while he played with my headlights to ensure they stayed on high beams.

Every other time he stopped going down on me, he’d stick his dick in my mouth for a minute or two to keep his erection at its peak, yet he still refused to stick it where it mattered.  After a few cycles like that it was so bad, he knew he could only run his tongue over my slit and clit once every few seconds or I’d explode.  Tease and deny mode from my buzzing buddy was nothing compared to what he could do with that mouth of his!

I couldn’t even beg coherently anymore, but I kept at it even after he got tired of my pleading and gagged me.  I’ve never felt so overwhelmed with pure, raw lust before, and every time I futilely pulled against my restraints it emphasized how completely I was at his mercy.

It felt like my head was gonna explode by the time he finally put the head of his cock against my pussy and slowly slid inside.  Three thrusts was all it took before my long denied orgasm burst free big time, and it was a damn good thing I was gagged because I was not
 quiet about it.

All of my pent up energy and desire hit me at once, radiating out from my pussy and flooding my body with ecstasy from head to foot.  Every powerful thrust of his cock was like a reset button that kept my pleasure at its highest peak for so long, I thought my head was going to explode for the second time in just a few minutes.

When my orgasm subsided enough so I could think again, I realized I might be in trouble.  He’d already proven that he had incredible stamina and self-control, so this was likely to be a good long screwing, and the needle on my pleasure meter was rapidly heading towards the red line again.

I wasn’t sure how many more orgasms like that I could physically take, but Master Taupe showed no sign of finishing anytime soon, so I suppose I was about to find out.  The next one hit me sooner than I thought, since he began playing with my tits again, and the extra stimulation was enough to make my body tense up to the max, and my eyes roll back in my head.

Two orgasms of this magnitude in a row shouldn’t have been humanly possible, but I couldn’t deny it was happening.  Wave after glorious wave crashed through me in sync with thrusts so methodical it was like he was a machine.  Maybe that was his secret… he was some sort of android sex machine on a secret mission to turn me into a brainless, gibbering husk through an overload of sexual ecstasy.  If so, he was succeeding admirably.

I squirted like a broken water pipe when he made me cum for the third time, and it was only now I realized he was plunging into me faster and harder, so his own climax must be close at hand.  While a part of me wanted this to go on forever, the tiny mote of rationality left in the far corner of my mind was relieved since I was well beyond what I thought my limits were.

I came and squirted again right as he finally began cumming himself, making it the best climax of all in my opinion.  Mutual orgasms were hard to accomplish at the best of times, and I couldn’t think of a better way to end the night.  Once he finished and his tumescence faded, he removed my gag so we could share a proper kiss, and then ran off to the bathroom for some towels.

He also brought back a bottle of water out of the mini bar, and for the first time ever I didn’t mind paying the stupidly overpriced rate for something that shouldn’t cost more than a few cents.  I would’ve guzzled the entire thing in one shot and asked for another if he hadn’t limited me to a mouthful at a time.

In between sips he gently, yet thoroughly cleaned up as much of the mess we’d made as he could, although there was no saving the sheets.  I sure hoped it was Layla who was on maid duty tomorrow morning, or I’d never be able to show my face in this hotel again!

“Are you hungry?” he asked.  “If you like seafood, they have this amazing low country boil we could order up.  Personally, I’m gonna need fuel to keep my strength up or I won’t be able to last through the three or four more times I’d planned to do this with you tonight.”

I was positive
 my befuddled brain must’ve misheard him, but he not only picked up the phone to order food and a bottle of wine, he climbed back in bed and began to grope, fondle, kiss, and caress me just like before.  Theory confirmed: he was a fucking cyborg!

“While we wait for our dinner, I have a proposition for you to consider.”

If he wanted me to think he was going to have to stop stroking my slit, but he continued anyway.

“The modeling and demonstrations you did downstairs earned you a lot
 of show credits.  You could easily cash them in for something like that electronic self-bondage cuff set you were drooling over, or you could double down.  You see, after the second day of the show it’s usually pretty damn slow on the floor, so those of us working it came up with a way to have some fun of our own.

“We hold a high-stakes bondage casino for the show staff and a few select guests, and you definitely earned enough to buy your way into the games.  Worst case scenario is you lose and wind up in all sorts of interesting bondage positions, best case is you win enough to help me open a storefront.

“To put all my cards on the table, so to speak, I love you and would like nothing better than to spend the rest of my days tying you up and ravaging you over and over.  I want to open a bondage supply store with a fully stocked dungeon in the basement that we could rent out when we’re not using it ourselves.  We’d be equal partners and hopefully a lot more, although I don’t want to put any pressure on you.

“I also don’t want you to answer right now, but simply think about it and let me know about the casino part in the morning so I can sign you up if you’re interested.  Even if you don’t want to take the big step with me, you can still enjoy yourself at the bondage casino, and go home with a wealth of memories.”

While we waited for our food, we made out heavily, and he diddled me to the point where thinking became difficult again.  I wasn’t too worried about it because I was pretty sure I knew how I was going to answer both questions, and definitely how I was going to answer the first.

Bring on the Bondage Casino, baby!
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Part 2: The Naughty Intern

Part 3: The Kinky Secretary

The Bondage Doctor Series

Part 1: The Kinky Bondage Doctor

Part 2: The Kinky Doctor’s House Call

Part 3: The Doctor’s Bound Assistant

The Bound Lily Chronicles

Part 1: Lily’s Introduction to Submission

Part 2: Training the Lily

Part 3: The Lily Controlled

Part 4: The Lily Unchained

Part 5: Lilith the Dominatrix

The Self-Bondage Series

1: Self-Bondage Fun

2: Self-Bondage Peril

3: Self-Bondage Mistake

The Bondage Medical Group Series

Volume 1: The Dentist’s Oral Exam

Volume 2: The Brat’s Kinky Exam (with L.L. Chance)

Volume 3: The Doctor’s Dungeon

Volume 4: The Nurse’s BDSM Retreat

Volume 5: Institutionalized By the Master

The Bondage University Series

Volume 1: The Submissive Sorority Girl

Volume 2: The Kinky Frat Party

Volume 3: The Taboo Teacher

Volume 4: Cheers and Cuffs

Volume 5: College Brats in Bondage

Valentine Special: My Chained Valentine (with L.L. Chance)

The Billionaire’s Bondage Club Series

Volume 1: Bondage and Power

Volume 2: Bondage Auditions

Volume 3: The Bondage Brat

Volume 4: Trained to Obey

Volume 5: For the Love of Bondage

The Laste Chance Bondage Inc. Series

Volume 1: The Bondage Contest

Volume 2: The Ultimate Bondage Device

Volume 3: The Longest Bondage Weekend

Volume 4: Dominatrix Submission

Volume 5: The Master’s Price

Volume 6: The Academy

Volume 7: The BDSM Party

Volume 8: Ponygirl Training

Volume 9: Ponygirl Challenge

Volume 10: Breaking Lidia

Volume 11: The Fetish Club

Volume 12: The Fetish Auction

Volume 13: The Fetish Dungeon

Volume 14: The Fetish Shop

Volume 15: Fetish Plus

Volume 16: The Fetish Models

Volume 17: Fetish Conversion

Volume 18: Fetish Domination

Volume 19: Fetish Submission

Volume 20: The Fetish Wedding

Volume 21: Self Bondage Gone Wrong

Volume 22: Bondage or Dare

Volume 23: The Bondage Predicament

Volume 24: Bondage Ménage

Volume 25: Bondage Poker

Volume 26: Bondage Service

Volume 27: Bondage Revenge

Volume 28: Winter BDSM Carnival

Volume 29: The Reindeer Ponygirls

Volume 30: Wrapped Tight For Xmas

Volume 31: The Laste Chance Bondage Inc. Halloween Extravaganza

Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

Please feel free to contact us: edwardlaste@gmail.com
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