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Volume 1: The Rookie

The Wrong Place at the Wrong Time

If I was smart, I would’ve turned around and walked right back out the door, but it was Halloween and I was bored beyond belief.  I was new to town and had never been to the club before, so how was I supposed to know the handcuffs were real?

I mean really… the only other time I’d seen handcuffs was at my friend Lisa’s house, and they had a little button you pushed to open them.  I thought these would be the same, since they were on the same table with the cheap masks and other Halloween props the management had put next to the coat check.

Unfortunately, these cuffs weren’t put out by the club, didn’t come with a key, and were locked tightly around my wrists until I found someone who did.  My impulsive stupidity was more than a little embarrassing, but I couldn’t leave with these things on, so what’s a girl to do?

I sat at the bar, sipped on a drink to pass the time, and hoped someone would be able to help me before the club got too busy.  You see, I’d gotten here way too early, and as the place began filling up, it became obvious what kind of club this was… and why the handcuffs I wore weren’t drawing more attention.

In other words, the chains, collar, gag, and manacles the girl wore for the Slave Leia costume were real, and I don’t think the guy carrying the riding crop was into horse riding.  Yes, I’d inadvertently stumbled into a BDSM club and was in a real dilemma.

The only people likely to have a handcuff key were the Dom’s, but did I really want to walk up and ask one of them for help?  I was already cuffed, so it would be easy for any of them to take advantage of me, tie and gag me so I couldn’t move or ask for help, or maybe even kidnap me as some sort of sex slave!  It was a real life catch-22 situation, and I didn’t know what to do.

Well that wasn’t completely true.  I knew exactly what I had to do, but my imagination was running wild, so I was afraid to do it.  Hesitation was actually pretty stupid, since the place was filling up fast, and every new person that walked in the door was dressed wilder and kinkier.

One woman came in wearing a skin tight latex catsuit that left absolutely nothing to the imagination, even though she was covered from head to toe, unlike the girl following her on a leash.  She was so close to naked, I’m pretty sure her restraints covered more of her skin that her costume did!

Another girl who came in appeared at first glance to have no arms.  It wasn’t until she turned around that I saw she really did have arms, but they were pulled together so impossibly tight behind her back by some sort of big sleeve, they completely disappeared from the front.  How she could stand wearing that thing was beyond me.

I was definitely in the wrong place at the wrong time, so yeah… I needed to get out of here ASAP.  A mostly harmless, and somewhat dorky looking guy came up to the bar for some drinks a few minutes later, so I summoned up my courage and cleared my throat to get his attention.

“Excuse me, but by any chance do you happen to have a set of handcuff keys?” I asked.

He gave me an appraising look as he gathered up his drinks.  “Yup,” he nodded, but then turned and carried his drinks back to his table.

I was halfway off my stool to follow him, but then I saw the group he was with was anything but harmless looking, and the girl bent over his table being spanked quite energetically changed my mind.  I felt sure they’d demand a price for unlocking my cuffs, so I thought it best if I saved that option as a last resort.

“Did I hear you say you needed help with some handcuffs?” a husky female voice behind me purred, as she dragged her fingernails down my spine.

She’d caught me by surprise, and I almost jumped out of my skin at her touch.  Turning to face her, I nodded and held my wrists up for her to see.

“I’m sure I can find a key, pet… eventually.”

Superficially speaking, she wasn’t too imposing, and was dressed quite conservatively compared to most of the other patrons who’d come in after me.  She wore a tight, white blouse with a plunging neckline that showed just enough cleavage to tantalize, black leather skirt, and tastefully applied makeup.  She looked quite normal until she smiled, and the predator inside her surfaced.

“Please,” I begged.  “I came in here by mistake, and don’t belong here.”

“I disagree,” she countered.  “I believe everything happens for a reason, therefore you’re exactly where you belong.  Well, not exactly… that’ll come later.”

I’m not sure what emotion my face portrayed.  It could’ve been fear, humiliation, shock, or all of the above, but whatever it was, it made her smile.  She began slowly reaching for me, but I’m not sure what her intentions were, since a man came up behind her and put his hand on her shoulder.

“Easy, Bell,” he said.  “I don’t think she’s interested in playing your kind of games tonight.”

“That just adds spice to it, don’t you agree Quinn?”

He gave her a dirty look that made her break out in a deep, rich laugh, but she pulled her hand back and called to the bartender over my shoulder for a glass of wine.

“I couldn’t help but overhear,” he said to me with a smile.  “I’ll get you out of those things if you let me buy you a drink.”

“Just a drink?” I asked.

“Well, a drink plus your name.  Mine’s Quinn, in case you missed it, and I have a nice quiet table where the sharks aren’t circling,” he said, motioning towards Bell with his eyes.

While I didn’t know this guy, he seemed nice enough, and he had
 stopped Bell from taking advantage of my situation.  He was also dressed quite well in an expensive looking blue suit, and was kinda hot, so I decided to take a leap of faith and accept his offer.

I must admit, the table in the corner was much better than sitting on a bar stool, especially since it let me put my back to the wall.  My encounter with Bell had left me a little shaky.

“That was Bell,” he began, once we were both seated.  “Otherwise known as Isabella, or Mistress Isabella, depending on where you stand in the pecking order.”

“Thanks for jumping in, and thanks for the drink,” I replied, managing a weak smile.  “She freaked me out a little.”

“So it seemed.  If it’s any consolation, she would’ve unlocked those cuffs after teasing you for a few minutes.”

“Speaking of which,” I said, holding up my hands.

“In five minutes… I wouldn’t want you running off before I have a chance to seduce you,” he replied, amping up that killer smile of his.

I frowned and quickly took a sip of my drink to hide my frustration.  The cuffs were starting to chafe, and I wanted out of them, but I guess I could play it his way and wait five more minutes.  It was better than going back to Isabella to ask her help.

“My name is Willow, by the way,” I said, remembering his other condition.

“Pleased to meet you, Willow.  That’s a very lovely name.”

“Thanks… I’ve had it all my life.”

His face grew even more animated when he laughed at my little joke, and suddenly I didn’t mind the five minutes he’d bargained for.  If I’d met him at any other bar, he’d definitely be leaving with my phone number… at a minimum.

“So, tell me how those cuffs make you feel.”

“They’re starting to hurt a little from being too tight and rubbing against my wrists.”

“That’s how they
 feel, but how do they make you
 feel?”

I wasn’t sure what he was asking, so I took another sip of my drink while I thought about it.

“I feel more than a little stupid for trying them on,” I admitted.  “I didn’t know they were real and needed a key to unlock.  They were just sitting there on the table with Halloween masks and party hats, so I thought I’d try them on for a second.  There weren’t many people here back then, so I didn’t realize what kind of place this was until it was too late”

“You were curious.  That’s perfectly normal and understandable.  What else do they make you feel?”

“I’m not sure what you’re asking.”

“Most vanilla people would’ve walked right by the cuffs without giving them a second glance, but you not only gave them that glance, but you picked them up and put them on.  Why?”

“I don’t know.”

“Perhaps you subconsciously knew they were real, and wanted to experience what it was like to feel like you weren’t in complete control.”

“Hardly,” I snorted.

“Don’t dismiss the power of the subconscious so quickly,” he said, his right hand shooting out like a striking serpent, grabbing the chain between my wrists, and pulling it across the table.  “With some people, the loss of freedom is quite the turn on, even if they don’t know why.”

The last was said in a whisper, since my face was mere inches from his.  I felt like a deer trapped in the headlights of a car, and could practically taste the jolt of adrenaline surging into my body.  He released me just as I was about to struggle and pull back, but not before giving me a quick peck on the forehead.

“What is it you want, Willow?”

I had to swallow a few times before I felt able to reply.  “I think I want your handcuff key now, please.”

“Oh, I don’t have one on me tonight.”

“Bastard!  You lied to me!”

“I never lie, I always
 keep my word, and I don’t appreciate either the tone or the accusation.  If you recall, I promised to get you out of the cuffs, not that I personally had a key.”

“Then who has it?”

“Did you try asking the bartender, manager, security, or our waitress?  I know for a fact all the staff have handcuff keys, and would be more than glad to help you out of your bind, no pun intended.”

It took a moment for his words to sink in, and with a face that must’ve been beet red from the embarrassment of not even thinking to ask the people who worked here, I got up and walked back to the bar.  Sure enough, the bartender had a key, and released me without a word.

I think I might’ve made mad dash for the door if anyone laughed at me, since I felt even dumber now than I had earlier when I realized what kind of mess I’d gotten into.  Instead, I left the cuffs on the bar, and quietly went back to Quinn so I could thank him and calmly finish my drink.  Then I was gonna run.

“So,” he began, sounding a little amused at my discomfiture.  “Am I a lying cad?”

“No,” I replied with a sigh.  “Although I still think you could’ve just told me right off the bat he had a key.”

“True, but then you would’ve run off before we had a chance to talk, and you’re far too lovely for me to let get away so easily.”

He really was quite the charmer, and once again I wished the circumstances of our meeting were a little less unusual.  This was the point where I was supposed to thank him for his help and politely say goodbye, but now that I wasn’t handcuffed, my flight response was muted.  Instead of leaving, I impulsively decided to return the favor and buy him a drink.

“So… umm… I guess you come here often?” I asked.

“Almost every Friday night for sure, and once in a while on other days if something interesting is happening,” he nodded.  “I’d ask you the same question, but there’s no need.  It’s obvious this is your first time here.”

“Yes, I just moved here for work, and had to get out and do something.  My cable isn’t hooked up yet, all my books are buried somewhere in a pile of boxes, and this place was just a short walk away.  I had no idea what kind of place this was when I decided to check it out.”

“I can see it being a bit of a shock to the system if this is your first exposure to the BDSM lifestyle, but don’t let your first impressions scare you off… there are many reasons why so many people are into the scene.”

Not knowing how to respond, I went to take a sip of my drink but found it empty.  It didn’t matter, since as if by magic, another screwdriver had magically appeared in front of me.  I resolved to drink this one much more slowly, since I was already feeling the buzz from the first three, and I didn’t want to get drunk and do something stupid… not here, where stupidity could get me tied up and spanked.

I tried changing the subject to the typical bullshit you talk about on a first date, but that never worked for so long.  I told him I was an accountant who’d just finished school, and got distracted by the heavy nipple clamps our waitress was now sporting when she delivered our next round.

I found out he worked in the stock market, but that conversation ground to a halt when another bound and nearly naked slave girl was led past our table, with a leash connected to something between her legs.  I’m not sure what was up with that, but whatever it was she seemed to be enjoying it immensely, and looked to be on the very edge of having an orgasm right here in front of everyone!  Unbelievable!

She was taken onto a small stage and led up to a large X-shaped padded frame I hadn’t even realized was there until the spotlights came on.  The girl didn’t even try to struggle when her arms were freed so her owner or master or whatever he was, could place her wrists into the waiting leather cuffs.

There was also a pair of cuffs at the bottom of the X, and once those were locked around her ankles, she was stretched to what had to be an uncomfortable level.  The last thing he did before stepping away was blindfold her and put a huge red ball into her mouth, fastening the attached belt behind her head tight enough that I could see it pressing into her cheeks.

I finally tore my eyes away from her so I could throw Quinn a questioning look, and take a big gulp of my drink.

“Live entertainment,” he said before I could ask.

“Most bars have a band,” I replied, shaking my head.

“Well, there’s music, and then there’s music.  Luke is quite the virtuoso with his flogger, and can play her like a fine instrument.”

He wasn’t joking.  After taking off his shirt and stretching a few times, he picked up a wicked looking multi-strand flogger.  Without warning, he struck the girl right across her tits, with only a pair of pasties giving her any sort of protection from the thin leather strands.

Now she started struggling against her restraints, but there was no way she was getting free until someone released her, and that big red ball in her mouth muffled her scream quite effectively.  I couldn’t watch anymore, and quickly finished my drink so I could leave.

“Why on Earth would that girl willingly go up there, knowing what was going to happen to her?” I asked.

“There are more reasons than facets on a fine jewel, but skipping the choices Gemma’s made in order to become a submissive and please her Master, there are purely physical reactions that allow her to enjoy a good flogging more than you’d suspect.

“For example, there’s a certain amount of fear in appearing in public like this, fear of being bound and helpless, and even more fear with the blindfold, since she’ll never know when or where the next blow is going to land.  Fear starts the adrenaline flowing.

“Then there’s the body’s natural reaction to pain, which is to release endorphins and other magical chemicals into the system.  It all combines to amplify every sensation she feels, and can blur the line between pleasure and pain until the body can’t tell the difference.  By the time Luke gets down to her crotch, she’ll most likely be ready to cum quite spectacularly.”

“From being whipped?” I asked incredulously.

“Flogged, to be precise, but yes.  If you look closely, you can see her skin turning a nice bright pink, but there’s no sharply defined lines that indicate a serious blow.  The goal is to punish for mutual pleasure, not to torture or maim.”

I thought he was pulling my leg, but I started watching a little more closely and found out he was right.  Sure, Gemma was trying to pull away from his blows quite often, and she was grunting and gasping around that jaw breaking gag, but now that Quinn had pointed it out, I could see her other reactions.

Some of the noises she made were husky moans, and she wasn’t grinding and thrusting her hips out for no reason.  In fact, she was moving and sounding a little like I would during a heavy petting or long foreplay session!

I could practically feel the sensations myself, as if my body was resonating with her rising desire, and I quickly looked away took and another drink when I realized I’d started rocking my hips slightly in time with hers.  What the fuck was up with that?  And when did I get another drink?

“Can you deny the eroticism of what Gemma and Luke are doing?” Quinn asked.  “Do you doubt she’s up there willingly and even eagerly?  Can you imagine yourself in her place?”

I knew I was drunk, since I automatically shook my head no for the first two, and yes for the third.  It was time to leave before I did something epically stupid.

“I’ve got to go,” I slurred, using the table to help me stand.

“Do you need a ride home, or can I call you a cab?”

“I’ll be fine.  My apartment is only a block away.”

“I think you might’ve had one too many, and I’m sorry for that.  Please allow me to walk you down the block to make sure you get home safe.”

“Okay,” I agreed, since the room was spinning around me, and I wasn’t sure I’d even be able to find the door right now.

He kept his arm around me to keep me on an even keel, and through the alcohol haze my mind was working against, I wondered if he was expecting to come inside for some end of evening activities.  I don’t think I would’ve stopped him if he wanted to, but he acted like a perfect gentleman, and left me at the door with just a kiss to remember him by.

Once my door was locked and bolted, I had the feeling I’d just dodged a bullet, but wasn’t a hundred percent sure that was a good thing.  I thought it was probably the booze doing my thinking for me, but as I stripped off my clothes before bed, I couldn’t help but notice the huge damp spot on the front of my panties.

Now I really wished he hadn’t been such the gentleman, and even more so, I wished I knew which box my trusty vibrator was packed up in.  It didn’t matter; I was dead to the world in a matter of seconds.  I had the most wonderful but strangest dreams that night, and wondered what it meant… other than I needed to find my battery-operated friend real
 soon.


Strange Desires

I’m not exactly sure what it was that made me go back to the BDSM club.  It could’ve been like Quinn had said… the pure eroticism of it, or the risk the submissive took by giving up control.  It also might’ve been pure adrenaline, like the thrill from riding a rollercoaster or jumping out of an airplane.

Whatever it was raised strange desires inside of me, and my curiosity wouldn’t be satisfied until I found out for sure what it meant.  I needed to talk to Quinn again, but hopefully without a toxic level of alcohol in my system this time.

I got there early on Friday so I could sit at the same table as last time, and hopefully get the chance to talk to him before the place got too busy and wild.  He said he came here almost every Friday, so I prayed this wasn’t one of the few he skipped.

Fortunately, I didn’t have to wait long before I saw him walk through the door.  I waved to catch his eye, and was relieved when he waved back and came over, although my heart started racing in anticipation of the single most awkward and embarrassing conversation imaginable.

“I’m glad to see you came back,” he said as he sat down.  “I thought you would, although I couldn’t be completely sure, since you were more than a little drunk last time.”

“That’s like saying water is a little wet,” I giggled.  “I don’t usually drink that much, but I was somewhat distracted, and then things kind of spun out of control.  I’m sticking to water this time.”

“That’s probably a good idea.  The serving staff is trained to never let a customer’s glass run dry unless you instruct them otherwise.”

“Since you came back so soon, I’m guessing you’re curious about some of what you saw and felt last time.  What would you like to know, Willow?”

“Parts of that night are a bit of a blur, but I remember you talking about why Gemma allowed herself to be tied up and tortured on stage as the evening’s entertainment, and how she even enjoyed it.  Was it real?”

“Of course it was real.  I’ll admit Gemma likes pain and humiliation more than most submissives, so Luke goes out of his way to accommodate her, but everything you saw was one hundred percent real.  I think deep down you know it’s true, since I couldn’t help but notice the way you reacted to their performance.”

I blushed furiously at that, since I hadn’t realized I’d been so obvious.  Then again, I was hammered at the time, and my inhibitions had probably been at an all-time low.

“So not every slave girl gets tortured and made to perform in public?”

“Quite the opposite, actually,” he replied, leaning closer to me.  “Despite the preconceived notions you obviously have, it’s not really slavery.  The BDSM lifestyle is a two-way street that fills the needs of both the dominant and submissive partners, and is different for everyone.

“Most subs enjoy giving up control to their Master, trusting he wouldn’t do anything to actually harm her, although pushing the limits in some way is quite common.  That being said, a Dom knows better than to cross the line if a sub has a hard limit on certain activities, otherwise the relationship might end.  It’s all about trust.”

“You make it sound unrealistically idyllic, especially the unquestioning trust part.  Once a girl is bound and gagged, the Dom can do whatever the hell he wants to her.”

“Only while she’s tied up.  Sooner or later he’ll have to release her, and if he betrayed her trust, he’ll probably never see her again.  Do you trust me enough for a simple two minute experiment?”

I nodded yes after a brief hesitation.

“Put your wrists together on the table in front of me,” he said, removing his tie.

I hesitated again, but then did as he asked.  He folded the tie in half, laid it across my wrists, and pulled the tails through the folded end.  In an instant my wrists were welded together, and after wrapping it around them twice, he twisted the tails and fed them between my wrists, tightly cinching the wraps.

He didn’t even tie a knot, but with that cinch, my wrists were stuck together way worse than they’d been with the handcuffs.  If I wanted them free, I’d have to use my fingers and teeth to undo the cinch before I could unwrap the rest of it.

“You trusted me to give you a simple demonstration that you could end anytime if you got too scared, and I stayed within those simple limits.  If I wanted to, I guarantee I could have you helplessly naked, bound, and gagged within five minutes, but I won’t because I know I’d never see you again if I did.  Trust isn’t just important, it’s crucial.”

“I guess I see your point,” I said, pulling against the tie slightly.

“Of course, being helplessly bound and gagged can be highly erotic, but this isn’t exactly the place for that kind of experiment,” he chuckled.

His words sent an unexpected shiver down my spine, ending with an even more unexpected tingling in my groin.  I was getting turned on by the thought of being tied up and ravished!

“So where would you suggest is a better place to… experiment?” I quietly asked, hoping I wasn’t making the biggest mistake of my life.

“If you want to find out how bondage really makes you feel, we could do a basic one hour trial at your place.  No sex, no strings attached, and you can even call someone to act as a safety net, just to make sure I don’t cross the line once I have you in my evil clutches.”

He made it sound perfectly reasonable and safe, so I nodded my agreement.  Besides… as long as he kept his word, what was the worst that could happen in just an hour?

***

Since I obviously didn’t have any bondage supplies at home, he borrowed a few things from the club.  It was mostly bundles of precut lengths of rope, but he added a few extra things to the duffel bag for a surprise.  Surprises in this context made me quite nervous, but I was supposed to give up control and trust him, wasn’t I?

Despite his promise of no sex, I expected him to want to do this in the bedroom.  He surprised me by taking a seat on the couch, and gesturing for me to sit next to him.  Well, I guess it boded well for his promise of no sex on the first date, although I was sure there’d still be plenty of intimate contact.

“One hour, starting now,” he said, glancing at the clock on the wall before taking out the first piece of rope.

I gulped, took a deep breath, and nodded my agreement.

“Put your hands together behind your back and turn away from me.”

As soon as I did as he asked, I felt the rope wrap around my wrists.  It felt like he was doing the same thing he’d done with his tie, but with more loops both around and through, and this time I definitely felt him tie the ends together.  It had taken him less than thirty seconds to render me helpless.

“How does that feel?” he asked.

I tested my bonds and found them scarily secure, but not as uncomfortable as the handcuffs had been.  It only hurt if I twisted or jerked really hard, and I told him so.

“See if you can figure out a way to get free.  If you’re still bound after five minutes, I’ll add another rope to your predicament.”

I always liked a challenge, so I began feeling for the knot with my fingers, thinking I could probably untie it if given the chance.  Unfortunately, he’d planned this in advance, and the knot was in a place I couldn’t reach, no matter how much I stretched.  I was even more helpless than I’d initially thought!

“Time’s up,” he said at precisely the five minute mark.  “Lie back and put your feet in my lap.”

When I complied, he began wrapping my ankles the exact same way, and this time I paid close attention to the process.  He used three wraps of the doubled over rope before doing the cinch to tighten it up.  He sealed it with a square knot, and then held up a third rope.

“I’ll give you another five minutes before tying your knees.”

Since I was now lying on my bound arms, I had even less of a chance of getting free than before, but I tried anyway.  After five minutes he bound my knees together like he’d promised, and then helped me sit upright.

“What’s next?  I don’t think another five minutes is going to get me any closer to escape.”

“Scoot to the edge of the seat,” he said, grabbing another rope and kneeling in front of me.

This one went around my thighs, and seemed a lot tougher for him to cinch tight with my legs trapped together like they were.  It also meant his hands were almost touching my privates as he fed the rope between my legs, and my breathing quickened in anticipation of an ‘accidental’ caress.

I was almost disappointed that he finished without his fingers wandering up that far, but sex wasn’t supposed to be on the table tonight, so it’s a good thing he didn’t try to tempt me.  Based on how my body was responding to his simplest touch, I’d probably say yes.

“So, what do you think so far?”

“Considering how tight everything is, it’s not as bad as I thought it’d be.  I’m sure I can last the rest of the hour without a problem.”

“Good.  Then lean back against me so I can ravish you a little.  I promised no sex, but I didn’t say anything about a good little mauling.”

I suspected this was a test of my limits.  If I leaned back I would essentially be giving him permission to kiss me or feel me up, but if I didn’t, I was willing to bet he wouldn’t even try.  I leaned back.

The first thing he did was kiss and nibble on my earlobe, drawing an automatic purr of contentment out of me.  My ears were an erogenous zone, and relaxed completely in his arms.

“The best thing about having someone’s arms tied behind their back, is how easy it makes it for me to grope and fondle without impediment,” he whispered into my ear, even as his hand slowly slid up my body towards my right breast.

The feeling was muted by my shirt and bra, but was more than enough to make my nipples grow hard almost instantly.  I think he felt the way my nipples reacted, since he ran his fingernail over the erect bud, tweaking it hard enough to make me gasp.

His other hand followed suit on my left breast, and I practically melted into him, closing my eyes to heighten the sensation.  After a few minutes of highly erotic fondling and massaging, his finger met in the middle and began undoing the top button on my blouse.  He opened them slowly, perhaps to give me time to say no if I wasn’t willing to go that far, but he needn’t have worried; I was way
 beyond ready.

In fact, my only regret at the moment was that my legs were tied so tight together.  There was no doubt in my mind that if they were free, my slacks would be off, and they’d be spread wide right now in invitation.  I knew he was just as turned on as I was; the hard cock pressing against my hip was proof enough of that.

When my shirt was all the way open, he gave my breasts one long, huge squeeze, and then popped open the hook on my bra.  The air felt cool when my sweaty breasts were exposed, making my hard nipples instantly grow even more.  I don’t think I’d ever been this turned on in my life, and his talented fingers were just getting started.

Now that the impeding layers of cloth were removed, those fingers were able to directly stimulate my nipples, rub my areolas, and massage the rest of my breasts with consummate skill.  Unlike other men I’d been with, this one knew exactly what felt best for a woman, and I began to seriously wonder if it was possible to reach climax just from tittie play.

I also wondered if I was leaving a wet stain on my brand new couch, but didn’t really care; there was no way I was going to ask him to stop… not now.  Stop he did, but only so he could stand and help me lie down on the couch.  He thoughtfully arranged a couple of the pillows so I wasn’t lying directly on my bound arms, and then knelt over my legs.

Starting at my stomach, he began kissing his way up my body.  When his lips reached the level of my breasts, he gave each nipple a quick peck, sucked each one into his mouth briefly, and then moved on disappointingly fast.  It was the first part of his technique I had any complaints over, but his head was coming closer to mine now, and I badly wanted to find out how good of a kisser he was.

He didn’t disappoint.  I swear I felt an electric shock when our lips touched, and his hot breath made my head spin out of pure, carnal desire.  After a few minutes he broke away long enough to take off his shirt, and drag the duffel bag a little closer.  Before resuming our game of tonsil hockey, however, I realized he hadn’t just dragged the duffel closer, he’d taken something out of it.

It was a padded leather blindfold.

I started to say how I wanted to look into those big blue eyes while we kissed, but he put a finger to my lips before I finished drawing breath.  I was disappointed, but nodded my acquiescence, since this was still his show.

“When one sense is taken away, the rest become stronger to compensate,” he explained as he plunged me into darkness.  “Not only that, but I think you’ll find my seduction technique is far more effective when you don’t know what’s coming.”

I snorted at that, since his ‘seduction technique’ was so close to perfect already, I couldn’t imagine what he could possibly do to make it better.  Once again, though, he proved he knew what he was talking about.

Sometimes he would lay on top of me while crushing his lips against mine, other times he would lean back and run a single finger along my ribs and past the side of my breasts.  What he basically did was keep me off balance, but even though I knew what he was doing, I was just as helpless against it as I was against the ropes trapping my arms and legs.

Being blindfolded also messed with my sense of time.  I swear he spent an hour lying on top of me with his hard cock pressing into my groin, and his bare chest rubbing against mine while we kissed so passionately, it was difficult finding the time to breathe.

“One final thing, and then my demonstration will be almost over,” he said, shifting his weight slightly.  “Open wide, Willow.”

When I smelled leather, and tasted rubber, I knew it was a gag like Gemma had worn on stage the other night.  I remembered how uncomfortable it looked on her, but opened my mouth to accept the big ball anyway.  Rational thought was a little beyond me at this point.

I was right about it being uncomfortable, but it wasn’t painfully so, even once the strap was buckled behind my head.  Maybe this was a smaller one than Gemma’s.  In what was probably another test, he surprised me by pinching my nipples, drawing a squawk out of me.  It sounded weird and muted with the gag in my mouth, and it suddenly hit me how helpless I truly was right now.

I couldn’t move because of the ropes, couldn’t see due to the blindfold, and now I couldn’t tell him to stop, even if I wanted to.  I suppose the last wasn’t completely accurate, since the gag muted my voice and made it impossible to form coherent words, but I could probably get the point across if I needed to.

He helped me to sit up, and resumed his surprise assault tactics, using fingers, tongue, and lips to incredible effect… and then without warning he stopped.  It sounded like he was rummaging around in his bag for something, and I wondered what else he’d brought.  Hopefully it wasn’t a flogger or nipple clamps, because I wasn’t sure I was ready to go to that level on my first time.

He used a hand on my shoulder to gently bend me forward, and then I felt him rubbing my fingers and wrists, perhaps checking to make sure the ropes hadn’t cut off circulation.  A minute later he sat me back, and I felt him get off the couch.

“Our hour is unfortunately up,” he said.  “I hope you enjoyed yourself as much as I did, but now it’s time for me to leave.”

To say I was disappointed was an understatement, but maybe once I was free from my bondage, I could convince him to stay the night.  I wanted him so bad it hurt.

“I used your finger to unlock your phone so I could add my number to your contact list.  Call me if you want to talk, or stop by the club tomorrow night around eight.  It’s been a lovely evening, and I want to thank you for your trust.  Goodbye for now, Willow.”

I heard his footsteps going away from me, and experienced a moment of panic.  At the very least he needed to untie my wrists before he left, or I’d be stuck here for God only knows how long!

I tried to shout for him to wait, and let me go, but the gag jumbled my words so much even I couldn’t understand myself.  I screamed NO when I heard the door open and close, and fought as hard as I could against my restraints in frustration, fear, and anger.  Surprisingly, I felt some slack develop around my wrists, and after a moment of fumbling, I realized he’d untied the knot.

It took another minute before my wrists were completely free, and I was able to work on removing the rest of my restraints.  At first, I thought it was a dirty trick he’d played on me, but then I decided it was probably my final lesson of the night.  If nothing else, it had given me quite the jolt of adrenaline, and suddenly I couldn’t stop giggling.

I also couldn’t keep my fingers away from my crotch after being kept aroused for so long, and I brought myself to orgasms three times in a row before falling back, completely spent.  When I finally got up to go to the bathroom, I groaned at the sight of the cushion I’d been sitting on.  It was definitely going to show a stain unless I stripped it down and set the cover to soak, but it was a small price to pay for the things I’d learned and felt tonight.

This would’ve been a very memorable red letter day if I still kept a diary, although I did have a few regrets.  I wish I would’ve found out exactly how big Quinn’s package was, and I also wished I would’ve made time to find the box with my damn vibrator!

Maybe tomorrow I could take care of both regrets.


The Second Lesson

I must’ve picked up and put my phone down a hundred times.  I badly wanted to call him, or at least send him a text, but I froze up every time I saw his contact info.  He’d put himself in as Master Quinn, and seeing it in black and white freaked me out a little.

I wasn’t stupid… I’d known exactly what he was, but he hadn’t made me call him Master, and I’d only been his submissive for an hour.  Was this a sign of things to come?  When I saw him tonight, should I greet him by saying ‘Hello Master’?

I was
 going to see him again, of that there was no doubt.  The bondage had been scary at first, but he’d done exactly what he’d promised he’d do, and nothing more.  Well, I guess the extremely sensual groping and fondling hadn’t exactly been explicit at first, but he’d given me plenty of opportunities to back things down a notch, and I’d do it again in a heartbeat.

I was a complete rookie, and still had much to learn about the lifestyle he was so experienced in.  On the bright side, I’m sure he’d be quick to tell me if I did or said anything inappropriate… after all, he was the one who was supposed to be in charge, right?  It was a calming and liberating thought; a true epiphany.

Unfortunately, it did nothing to make the time go faster.  I forced myself to keep busy by unpacking boxes, and putting things away.  Yes, I made damn well sure I found my favorite vibrator, and even bought a big pack of batteries when I stepped out for something to eat.

I hoped I wouldn’t need it tonight, but just in case things ended like they had last time, I’d be ready.  I came close to ‘making sure it still worked’ several times throughout the day, which was unusual for me, since I only used the toy once every month or two when I really needed to relieve some stress.  I guess today’s anxiety could count as stress, but I held off anyway.

I started getting ready at five, since I wanted to take a nice long bath, shave, and do my hair.  I already knew how I wanted this night to end, so I picked a shirt I could wear without a bra, a pleated skirt, fuck me pumps, a red scarf around my neck, and after much careful consideration, no panties.  When he tied me up this time, I wanted the message to be crystal clear.

It was only a five minute walk from my apartment building to the club, but I left at quarter to eight because I was too hyped up to wait any longer.  I took the duffel bag with me, since all the stuff inside belonged to the club, and I was sure they’d need it back.

It turned out Quinn had paid for the stuff, not just borrowed it like I’d thought, so the manager said it was mine now.  He also gave me the set of handcuffs I’d been stuck in on Halloween, since nobody had claimed them.  I was a little leery of taking them, since ropes were far better in my opinion, but then he threw in one of his spare keys, and I thought they’d make a nice souvenir even if I never wore them again.

I almost sat at what I thought of as ‘our’ table, but because I wasn’t wearing any underwear, I decided a booth might be better in case I forgot.  I didn’t want to pull a Sharon Stone and accidentally flash the whole place.

I was facing away from the door, but saw him enter in the mirror behind the bar, precisely at eight.  He frowned when he saw the empty table, but then I reached up and dangled the handcuffs to catch his eye, and the frown turned into that megawatt smile of his.

“Hello Willow,” he said, giving me a quick kiss before taking a seat next to me.  “I thought for a moment I’d misread you last night.”

“Hiya Quinn… or am I supposed to call you Master Quinn now?”

“If you have to ask, then the answer is no,” he replied, sounding faintly amused.

I’d gotten the answer to one of the questions that’d plagued me all day, even if I didn’t fully understand it.  Like everything else about his world, I guess I’d find out when the time was right.

“So, what did you have planned for tonight?” I asked.

“Right now, I plan on having a drink or two to unwind.  After I have my drink… well that’s mostly up to you.”

Crap… he was going to make me say it out loud.  I knew what I wanted, and he knew why I was here, and I knew he knew, and so on.  It was the whole reason I was here, but was surprisingly hard to say out loud.

“I was hoping for a second… lesson,” I finally managed to say.  “One that lasts a little longer and…”

“Go on,” he urged.

“One that doesn’t end with my legs tied together like last time.”

It was the closest I could come to saying I wanted to make love tonight.

“I see.  I also see you brought the bag.”

“I thought we had to return this stuff to the club,” I blushed

I hope he didn’t think I’d brought the restraints because I wanted him to use them on me here.  I wanted another lesson, but wasn’t sure I could handle one like that in a public place.

“I’d be perfectly happy to give you another, longer lesson… say from now until midnight.  I would insist on a few simple rules, though.”

“What rules?”

“First off, under no circumstances will you lie if I ask you a direct question.  If I catch you in a lie, then the lesson ends, and we’ll never see each other again.”

“That sounds reasonable.  What else?”

“My second rule is that you never say no to me.  The words ‘stop’ and ‘no’ have no meaning while you’re my sub.  I want to challenge you to push your limits, so I can learn about you, and you can learn about yourself.  If we come to something that makes you genuinely uncomfortable, use the word ‘yellow’ to indicate you’re having a problem, and if I cross the line completely, say ‘red’ to immediately stop everything.”

This was starting to sound pretty serious, and I wondered if I was getting in over my head.  I nodded my agreement anyway, since he’d given me an easy way to back out if I needed it.

“Very well,” he said after studying me for a moment.  “Then let’s start with a simple question; why did you choose to sit here instead of at my regular table?”

I’d just taken a sip of water, and almost choked on it.  He couldn’t possibly know, could he?

“After last night, I thought it might be a good idea if there weren’t… umm… so many things in the way.”

He cocked an eyebrow at me in response, but otherwise kept his face neutral.

“I’m not wearing a bra and panties,” I finished in a whisper.

“I see,” he said, dropping a hand down to my leg.

I almost had a panic attack when I felt him move my skirt out of the way so he could touch the bare flesh of my thigh, but since I was on the inside of the booth seat, I should be safe from prying eyes.  He brought his hand all the way to the top, his fingers actually brushing against my pussy, before it reversed course and went back down my leg.

A faint whimper escaped my lips when his hand moved back up again, this time running along the length of my folds before pulling away completely.  When he brought his hand into view, I could see a faint coating of moisture on his index finger.  Oh.  My.  God.

He embarrassed me further by licking it clean, but then he put my skirt back in place and pretended nothing unusual had happened.  In all honesty I hadn’t realized how wet I’d gotten until now, and I felt a bit of shame over the discovery.  Here we go again!

Quinn seemed to have the ability to embarrass me at will, and I wondered if it was going to be part of tonight’s lesson.  It wasn’t an appealing prospect, but as long as it wasn’t anything blatantly obvious, like taking me up on the stage or exposing my assets, I could probably handle it.  I could always call red if I couldn’t, although that would be a last resort, since I was curious as to what my limits were as well.

When the waitress brought him his drink, he downed it in a single gulp, followed by a sigh of contentment.  It looked like he really needed it, and the way my nerves were jangling, I thought I could do with one as well… as long as it was only one.

“I think I’d like a drink as well, but please make sure it’s just one so I don’t get bombed like last time.”

“Right,” he nodded.  “I’ll have another scotch, and the lady would like a slow comfortable screw against the wall.”

“I bet she would,” the waitress smirked.

Yeah, I blushed for about the hundredth time tonight, but it turned out that was the name of a real drink.  It was a cross between a Harvey wall banger and a screwdriver, and tasted pretty darn good.

It was a good thing we got our drinks when we did, since the place was filling up fast.  Everyone seemed to know Quinn, so there was a constant string of people stopping by our booth who wanted to say hello or exchange a few words with him.  I stayed mostly silent, since his right hand was always in motion, rubbing my neck, my ribs and the side of my breast, a nipple on occasion, and even between my legs when he could get away with it.

It was hard to keep a straight face and pretend nothing was going on, but I didn’t want to use yellow or red so early in the night.  I thought of it as a dangerous game, but even if someone noticed what he was doing to me, it probably wouldn’t raise an eyebrow in this place.

“You’re fidgeting too much,” he said when we had a free moment.  “Did Mark give you a key with those handcuffs?”

“Yes.”

“Then I’d like you to cuff your hands behind your back.  Make sure the key holes are on the bottom so you can reach them, and I’ll put the key in your hand so you can get out on your own later.”

I think I just discovered what a heart attack felt like, but after a moment, decided to go for it.  I either trusted him or I didn’t, right?

As I ratcheted the first one closed, I thought the clicks were extremely loud, although I doubt anyone could actually hear it.  I took a few deep breaths and then casually put my hands behind my back and closed the metal band around my other wrist.  Once again, I was wearing handcuffs in a BDSM bar, but this time my hands were behind my back, which was ten times worse!

“Don’t lose this now,” he warned, putting the small key into the palm of my hand.

He didn’t have to worry about it; I was grasping the key so hard, I’d probably have a permanent imprint of it on my hand after this.  Then it hit me that by tensing up so much, I was probably making my situation more obvious than it needed to be, and I forced myself to relax.

“Good girl,” he said, turning my head and pulling it close for a kiss.

God, could this man ever kiss.  As it went on and the kiss deepened, I practically melted against him, which did a lot to keep my mind off what I’d done to myself.  When we finally broke apart, I leaned forward to take a sip of my drink, and was glad it had a straw so I could drink without having to ask for help.

Now that I had no ability to use my hands, his became busier than ever, especially between my legs.  I wish I would’ve thought to do a little groping and fondling of his crotch before my arms were rendered useless, but it was too late now.  Next time for sure.

I think the risks I was taking amplified everything I felt, since he was making me hornier than ever with even the lightest touch or stroke.  He knew exactly where my “on button” was, so I was positive he could make me cum if he wanted to, and I was at the point where I might actually welcome it!  Unbelievable!

I almost had another heart attack when that Master and sub from the other night came up to our booth and slid into the seat opposite us.  Just having company at the table wasn’t bad, but Quinn slipped a finger inside me just as they sat down, and that’s where the impending heart attack came from.

“Willow, this is Luke with his precious little Gem, and vice versa,” he said.

“P-pleased to meet you,” I stuttered, since Quinn’s finger had just found my G-spot.

“Likewise,” he replied.

I was getting close to an orgasm I simply couldn’t have with his friends sitting across from me, but I was afraid to call red, since I was sure they’d know what it meant.  I couldn’t even push his hand away, so I was caught between a rock and a hard place, and didn’t know what to do about it.

Quinn and Luke struck up a conversation, but to be quite frank, I didn’t catch more than the occasional word or two.  It was taking everything I had to contain my lust, which was rapidly growing out of control.  If he didn’t stop soon, I was gonna pop!

I don’t know if he was aware of how close I was or if I was just lucky, but mere seconds before I came, he stopped his teasing, and let me cool off a little.  When he brought his hand up, he grabbed the end of the straw in my drink and swirled it around a few times, and then picked the glass up and held it for me.

I knew exactly what he’d done, and why, but I couldn’t refuse or his friend would know something was up.  My essence made the straw taste both salty and sweet… not entirely unpleasant, just embarrassing considering where we were.

My respite only lasted a minute before his hand found its way between my legs again, and this time his thumb was pressing firmly against my clit.  Rubbing it in a circular motion, he quickly regained all the lost ground from before, and containing my orgasm became a red alert situation.  I wanted to cum so bad by now, I almost didn’t care if his friends found out!  I was lost in my own little world, but got brought back to reality when I heard Quinn say my name.

“I’ve got to be leaving soon,” he said, looking me straight in the eye.  “Would you like to come?”

I started to say of course, since I’d already said I’d be his until midnight, but then the true meaning of his words hit me; he wasn’t asking if I wanted to come
 with him, he was asking me if I wanted to cum!

I almost said no, but then he ran his fingernail over my clit, and I just couldn’t take it anymore.

“Yes, I think I’d like that,” I replied, my voice so faint I wasn’t sure he could hear me.

He must have, though, since his magic fingers began a serious attack on my clit, and I was forced to grit my teeth to keep from crying out.  When my orgasm burst free a moment later, holding still and keeping quiet was one of the hardest things I’d ever done, but I somehow managed to keep the outward signs of my rapture to a minimum.  I think.

When my eyes could focus again, Luke was wearing a faint smirk on his face, and Gemma looked a little envious.  Shit, they knew.

Quinn used his cocktail napkin to casually clean his hand, and then took his jacket and draped it over my shoulders.  It meant I’d be leaving with the handcuffs still on, but I didn’t think I’d be able to unlock them right now without obvious help, so it was the lesser of two evils.

He had to help me to stand, but once we were up and his arm was around my waist, I think I looked fairly normal.  At least my cuffed wrists weren’t blaringly obvious, which was all I could hope for at this point.  Before he led me away, I looked down at the bench and blushed one final time at the puddle I’d left behind.  I felt sorry for the next person to sit there, but couldn’t do anything about it.

It might’ve been because I was relaxed from my orgasm, but I didn’t have a panic attack walking down the street in bondage, and we made it back to my place without incident.  When we were safely inside, though, I found I had to use the wall for support, since my legs threatened to give out on me.  What an adventure!

“Unlock your cuffs and use the bathroom if you need to,” he said, making me jump.

Right… tonight’s adventure had only just begun.


The Power of the Rope

Once I’d freed myself and freshened up, I met Quinn in the bedroom, where he was busy unpacking the duffel bag.  All the ropes looked to be lined up in a row by length, with the blindfold and ball gag at the end of the line.

“Wouldn’t this be easier at your place?” I asked, sitting on the edge of the bed.  “I’m sure a guy like you has a lot more stuff than just a few pieces of rope.”

“Never doubt the simple power of the rope, or the man who knows how to use them properly.  There’s enough here to make you helpless ten times over, and that doesn’t even count the household items I could repurpose to suit the job if the need arises.”

“What kind of things could you possibly use?”

“Well… belts, scarves, pantyhose, stockings, or the sash from a bathrobe all make good binding material.  Scarves can also work as a comfortable blindfold or not so comfortable gag, and then there’s kitchen supplies like cling film, bag clamps, or butchers twine.  For future reference, a spatula makes a highly effective paddle, but we won’t go there tonight.

“A laundry area might have clothesline for tying you up, or clothespins to take the place of nipple clamps.  I won’t mention how many things I could turn into a gag or an implement for punishment, and as long as you’re an Earthling, I know
 you have a roll of duct tape somewhere.”

Now that he mentioned it, I started to see what he was talking about.  He might be able to squeeze a racquetball into my mouth for a super-sized ball gag, any of my belts could be used to either bind or whip me, and the ruler in my desk would also hurt like hell if he hit me with it.

Binder clips that could hold a ream of paper would be worse than clothespins on my nipples, shoelaces had dozens of uses… now that he had me thinking this way, I realized the possibilities were practically endless.  I simply nodded, not wanting to give him any more ideas than he already had.

“I’m beginning to get the point.  You’re like the MacGyver of bondage.”

“I’ve never heard it put that way before, but I suppose you’re right,” he laughed.  “Speaking of which, I think it’s time to put actions to words.  Take off your clothes.”

He’d said the last so casually, it took my brain a moment to process it.  It goes without saying that I blushed again, but the man had just fingered me to orgasm in a public place, so I didn’t think shyness should be a consideration anymore.  Besides… this is what I’d asked for, and I’d picked clothes I could get out of easily.

It only took a moment, even though I’d gone as slow as I could to make it a bit of a show for him.  He had me put my hands on my head and turn in a full circle for him, which had the feel of another test.  It could’ve been a test of my obedience, or maybe I was overthinking this stuff, and he was just a guy who wanted to see the full package now that he could.  Either way, I somehow knew it wouldn’t be proper for me to question him, so I simply blushed and complied.

“You’re amazingly beautiful, but you do yourself a disservice by slouching.  Slowly walk over here, but keep your back straight, eyes forward, stomach in and chest out.”

His words brought back a memory from when I was little, and played ‘runway model’ by trying to walk with a book balanced on my head.  I almost giggled at the thought, but the air was too charged with tension and sexual energy to give in to the impulse.

“Take off my shirt.”

Now this was more like it.  If he wanted me naked, then a little quid pro quo was definitely in order.  I was pleased to find my fingers weren’t shaking when I undid the shirt buttons, or took off his shoes and socks, but they developed a bit of a tremble when it came time to take off his pants.

He’d gone commando tonight, so when I knelt to pull them past his feet, my face was mere inches from the most impressive penis I’d ever seen, even though he was only half hard at best.  For the first time in my life, I found I actually wanted
 to take a cock in my mouth, but I resisted the urge, since I could think of a place I’d much
 rather have it.  I gave in to temptation enough to touch and stroke it briefly, but he still had his bondage demo to do, and wasn’t about to be distracted so easily.

“Stand, turn around, and clasp your hands together behind your back,” he ordered.

I’m not a hundred percent sure, but I think my body complied before my brain finished processing his words.  There was something about the tone of voice he’d used that simply commanded obedience, even though he hadn’t yelled or barked his orders out.

While I was trying to figure it out, he got busy tying my wrists together like yesterday, but unlike last time, he really made sure my arms were secure and completely useless.  He did this by adding a rope just above my elbows, slowly pulling it tighter and tighter until they were almost touching, before finishing the bind with the loops and cinches.  Wow!

“I’ll give you a few minutes to escape, while I grab a few things so I can live up to the MacGyver reputation.  If you’re still tied up when I get back, I’ll assume it means you want me to start getting serious.”

I rolled my eyes at what was obviously a joke.  There was no way I could get out of these ropes in a few minutes or even a few years!  I still tried, though, and reveled in the damsel in distress feeling it gave me.  I was at his mercy for another two hours and change, and there was nothing I could do about it unless I called red.

He returned with a box of Ziploc bags from the kitchen, and a roll of packing tape left over from my move.  He put a bag over my hands and used the tape to tightly seal them away, eliminating even the most remote chance of escape now that my fingers were useless.

He put his arms around me and spent a few minutes mauling my breasts, nibbling my ear, and kissing my neck.  I so badly wanted to tell him to forget about the rest of the lesson so we could screw, but I had a sneaking suspicion he wouldn’t do anything until the lesson was complete and he
 was ready.

I was further disappointed when he had me sit on the bed so he could tie my ankles together, since I’d had enough last time of the playground being inaccessible.  I must’ve made a sound or something to indicate my disappointment, because he chuckled and told me not to worry about it.

“We’ll get to that soon enough, but I’d hate it if you got bored during tonight’s lesson,” he said in an amused, and slightly sarcastic tone of voice.  “Luckily I spotted something you’d obviously left out for me to find and use.”

My heart skipped a beat when he crawled over the bed towards my nightstand, since I realized I’d left my favorite toy lying there in plain sight.  Dammit, I didn’t want a fake cock tonight!

He pulled me onto my back, and ordered me to spread my knees.  I almost refused, since I found it kind of shameful to have someone else slide the vibrator inside me, but I eventually did as he asked, as I was in no position to stop him anyway.  It slid inside me without needing any extra lube, and he made sure the little rabbit ear was positioned perfectly over my clit before he turned it on to its lowest speed, and had me close me legs to hold it in place.

He wrapped rope below my knees, just above them, and a final one around my upper thighs this time, which was kind of excessive in my opinion, but I guess my earlier comments made him want to demonstrate the power of the rope beyond a shadow of a doubt.  I’d thought he’d succeeded admirably, but he wasn’t done yet.

Rolling me over onto my stomach, I felt him put another piece of rope between my ankles, which he then fed between my elbows.  Before my brain could come up with the word hogtie, I was in one, and it was slowly getting tighter and tighter.

“I’m not sure how flexible you are, so tell me when I reach your limits, but remember you need to push yourself.”

I wanted to prove to him I wasn’t a wimp, so I let him keep going until the arch in my back was so severe, I could no longer lie flat on the bed.  I think he took out another couple of inches of slack before my grunts and groans told him better than words that I physically couldn’t take any more.  He tied it off at that point, and started feeling my arms and legs for some reason.

“Just checking circulation,” he answered, almost as if he’d read my mind.  “Your body is not only beautiful, but it’s in amazingly good shape.  I bet you could stay hogtied for hours before running into any problems.”

Hours?  Oh hell no!  My body was already feeling the strain of this extreme position, and to make matters worse, the vibrator was only running on its lowest possible speed, so there was no chance of it bringing me to orgasm.

“Open wide,” he said, holding the ball gag in front of my lips.

Keeping with the more is better theme, I think he buckled it an extra notch tighter to make sure I couldn’t spit it out, and then added the blindfold so I could enjoy the experience without any outside distractions.  As if my bondage wasn’t already tight enough, he used a piece of string, or maybe one of his shoelaces to tie my big toes together, and then pull them down to the elbow rope.

Another string connected the gag strap to my ankles… I think.  By now I was tied so many ways, it was getting hard to tell exactly what was going where.  This last one held my head pulled back so I’d be looking slightly upwards if I could still see anything, completing my lesson in what the word immobility truly meant.

“I’m going to hop in the shower,” he said.  “Come join me when you get free, and I’ll give you more orgasms than you can count.”

Yeah right.  I wasn’t sure I could even roll over, let alone escape from even a single one of his numerous and devilishly effective restraints.  This was going to be a long night.

When I heard the water come on in the bathroom, I started to struggle to see if maybe there was some flaw in his work, but I might as well have been encased in concrete for all the good it did me.  After a few minutes I changed my strategy, and instead of fighting against my restraints, I started working on a way to get some additional sensations happening between my legs.

The low speed vibrator was driving me crazy by this point, and I would’ve done absolutely anything to cum.  He’d done his work too well, though, and all I did was make myself even hornier.  I wasn’t sure how much more of this I could take.

I was completely lost in space, and missed hearing the water shut off.  I didn’t have a clue he’d rejoined me until I felt him grab my ass and squeeze, causing me to squeal in surprise.  He spent a few minutes groping me, checked my limbs a final time, and then began the long process of releasing me.

Getting out of the severe hogtie felt almost as good as an orgasm… well not quite, but I’m sure you get the picture.  My arms felt like rubber when they were freed, and he stopped untying me long enough to massage some life back into them, which felt absolutely lovely.

They didn’t stay free for long, though.  Using a pair ropes, he quickly tied them off to the top corners of my bed, and only after he was sure I wasn’t going to ‘run off’ as he put it, did he start removing the ropes from my legs.  Just like he had with my arms, he massaged my legs from top to bottom and then rebound them.

This time he bent each leg back in turn, and tied my ankles to my thighs.  He called it a frog tie, and while it made me feel even more helpless than before, it had the distinct advantage of leaving the most important spot open and accessible.  A few minutes later it was more than just accessible; he tied a rope to my right knee, tossed it under the bed to the far side, and then ran it through my left knee.

As he pulled out the slack, my knees were forced so wide apart it almost felt like I was doing the splits, and he had unhindered access for whatever he might have in mind.  He was the one calling the shots, but I seriously hoped the bondage lesson was over so we could get down to some serious sex.  I’d never had sex while in bondage before, but I had a feeling it’d be absolutely mind blowing.

Unfortunately, he didn’t seem to be in much of a hurry.  He rubbed, stroked, licked, and fingered my pussy until I thought my head was going to explode, since he always stopped before I could cum.  He even stuck a finger up my bum and twisted it around while fucking me with my vibrator… he did everything imaginable, except fuck me like I so desperately wanted him to.

After an eternity of sexual teasing and torment, he reached up to remove my blindfold, and I knew it was finally time.  Supporting himself above me with one hand, he reached down with the other so he could guide his cock inside me.  I had yet to see the size of it when fully hard, but it felt incredibly huge, and filled me like I’d never been filled before.  I could quite literally feel my vaginal wall being stretched from labia to cervix, and almost came as soon as he was in all the way to the hilt.  God, he felt good.

He started slow, but he’d gotten me so worked up, so I couldn’t control myself, and I burst into orgasm after only a few deep, hard thrusts.  It’s a good thing I was still gagged, or the neighbors might’ve thought someone was getting murdered over here!

I’d never cum so early during sex before, so I was unprepared for what it was like to have a man keep going at it while I thrashed about in utter abandon.  My second orgasm was much stronger than the first, and as soon as it hit, he began seriously pounding into me, driving me to even greater peaks of pleasure, with no end in sight.

I’d just started cumming for an unbelievable third time, when an animalistic grunt escaped his lips, and he joined me in ecstasy.  He collapsed on top of me when he was spent, but only for a moment or two before he took up his weight with his elbows.  Panting heavily, he gave me a kiss on my ball gagged lips, and then slowed crawled off so he could release me.

I lay on the bed as limp as a rag doll once I was free, not even caring how my splayed legs made me look like a wanton slut.  It just didn’t matter anymore… not with Quinn, and the things he’d just done to me and the feelings he’d evoked.  I felt bound to him in a way that was stronger than the ropes he’d used, even though I didn’t fully understand why.

I heard him start to run a bath, and had the vague notion that if he was the Master, then that should be my job.  I suppose if he wanted me to do it he would’ve said something, and I was enjoying my afterglow too much to argue right now.  Unless he said otherwise, I was gonna lay here and… ah crap.

Reality kicked in, and I realized I was not only lying on a massive wet spot, but I had cum dripping out of me and making it worse.  If I didn’t do something soon, I wouldn’t be able to sleep in my bed tonight.

With a heartfelt sigh I grabbed a handful of tissues to clean up a little, and began stripping the sheets off the bed.  I was a little dismayed to find them soaked all the way through the mattress pad and into the mattress itself, but there was nothing I could do about that now.  I must’ve gushed like a geyser, so I’d have to ask Quinn to put down a few towels next time, and… and I froze in amazement at what I’d just been thinking.

I hadn’t thought if
 we were going to do this again, I was automatically planning ahead for when
.  Glancing at my alarm clock I saw it was only a few minutes past eleven, meaning my night might not be over yet, and my ‘when’ might come sooner than I’d counted on.

By the time the tub was filled, I’d managed to repair the bed using my collection of beach towels and a few blankets to take the place of the mattress pad, and was getting the last corner of the sheet in place.  He called me into the bathroom, and had me sit in front of him in the tub so he could both clean and massage me.  It was beyond lovely.

He called it aftercare, and apparently it was one of the perks of allowing him to turn me into a human pretzel, and I could sure get used to it in a hurry.  When it was my turn to return the favor, I made sure to use extra soap on his privates, and it achieved the desired effect in no time at all.  I don’t think it was part of his original plan, but we wound up making slow, wonderful love in the tub, and the only thing that could’ve made it better is if he’d had a rope or two handy.

By the time we finally managed to climb out of the tub and dry off, it was only a few minutes before midnight.  My lesson was over, Quinn was gathering his clothes, and despite how exhausted I was, I was a little sad to see it come to an end.  Then I had a stroke of brilliance.

“We still have a few minutes left, and I was wondering…” I tentatively began

“Yes?”

“Well, I was wondering what it’d be like to sleep while bound.”

That raised an eyebrow.

“I suppose I could rig something up so you could get yourself free when you’ve had enough.”

“If I can get free at any time, it’s not really good bondage, is it?”

“I suppose not,” he chuckled.  “So, what do you suggest, oh wise one?”

“I think the only way to do it proper would be if you spent the night,” I blurted out, surprising us both with my audacity.

His only response was to briefly flash that megawatt smile in my direction, and then gather up some of the discarded ropes from the floor.  He tied my wrists to the headboard and my ankles to the foot of the bed, leaving a little slack so I could move around.  I fell asleep with his body spooned behind me, and I don’t think I’ve ever had a better night’s sleep.


The Lesson in Patience

Sadly, Quinn was gone when I woke up, but luckily he’d remembered to free me from the bed before he left.  I had to use my teeth to untie my wrists, though, which wasn’t as easy as you’d think.  He’d also left me a brief note.

I had to catch an eight o’clock flight, and will be out of the country until Friday.  You were amazing last night, and I hope to see you when I get back.



Quinn


Well that sucked.  Before reading his note, I’d somehow assumed he’d be coming over to teach me another lesson tonight, but now I’d have to wait until the end of the week.  I suppose I could try tying myself up and burn through a few packs of batteries to satisfy my urges, but it just wouldn’t be the same without him.

On the other hand, if I was a good girl, kept my toy in the drawer, and waited for him, the payoff should be huge.  Normally a week wouldn’t be a problem, since before that fateful night in the club, I’d go weeks or even months without scratching my itch.

But I was a changed woman now, and even after a night of the absolute best sex I’d ever had, I was ready, willing, and eager for more.  Patience wasn’t my strong suit, so this week was gonna suck.

“Okay, girl,” I said out loud.  That’s enough whining!  Get it together!”

What I really needed to do was get my bedding into the laundry room before others in the apartment building woke up.  Maybe it was just me, but the smell of sex wafting off my sheets was quite strong and unmistakable, so I wanted to take care of it fast.

I was lucky, and got everything into the wash without running into anyone.  With the wash going, I started some coffee brewing, took a quick shower, and slipped into a comfortable jogging suit.  I figured the best way to keep my mind off sex was to keep busy, so that’s what I did.

I unpacked the last of my boxes, put everything away properly, and did the rest of my laundry.  I finished by midafternoon, and decided to straighten up Quinn’s bondage supplies, wrapping the ropes into bundles like they’d been when he’d started, and placing them neatly side by side into the drawers of the nightstand on ‘his’ side of the bed.

That made me start thinking about sex again.  Shit.

I decided I needed to clean up the place, but acting on impulse, I took the gag out of the drawer, and wrapped it tight around my head.  I knew it was a mistake the moment I’d buckled the strap, since I immediately felt my nipples start to grow hard, and could feel the heat building between my legs.  God, was I getting addicted to bondage, or was I just a glutton for punishment?

There was no way you could describe the gag as comfortable, and I wound up having to carry a facecloth around with me, since it made me drool all over the place.  I continued to wear it for the next two hours, though, since I thought it would be good idea to get used to it; I had a feeling I’d be wearing it a lot in the upcoming months.

Wow… I’d only had two dates with the guy, and I was already thinking in terms of months with him.  Months was how long it took before I even considered going all the way with my last boyfriend!

My jaw was aching pretty bad by the time my two hours was up, so I almost
 decided I’d earned a reward for sticking it out.  No… I needed to be patient and learn how to control myself, so I swore a few times to make me feel better, cleaned the gag, and put it back in the drawer without reaching for my vibrator.

I thought it might be easier if I got out of the house, so I quickly put together a shopping list, and changed into some street clothes.  Unfortunately, I discovered a major problem when I went to check my face; the gag strap had left unmistakable marks, and I couldn’t go out like this!

While waiting for them to go away, I decided the only thing I could do to keep busy was to gather a bunch of household supplies that Quinn might like to use on me next time.  It did nothing to ease my libido, but it passed the time.

Duct tape, packing tape, some nylons I was going to throw out, and a ball of sisal twine all went into one of my empty moving boxes, and that was just the obvious stuff.  I didn’t have any clothespins… which was probably a good thing… but I had tons of scarves I didn’t care for, a brand new roll of cling film, and a few stretchy ace bandages that could live in the bondage box as easily as in my bathroom cabinet.

I’d heavily thinned out my belongings before moving, so I didn’t have as much to put in the box as I’d hoped.  Since my face looked fine now, I decided to rectify the problem by going shopping at the big superstore instead of the local grocery store.

I started off in the household goods section and found a two hundred and fifty foot roll of cotton clothesline that felt really nice.  When nobody was looking I put a clothespin on my finger to see if it hurt, and it didn’t seem too bad, so I added a big bag to my cart.  He’d been the one to mention clothespins, so hopefully he’d be pleased, and it made buying the clothesline look more natural.

I thought buying a twelve pack of duct tape might be a little over the top, but it was on sale, and you can never have too much of it.  I’d only cut through the pet aisle on my way to buy groceries, but stopped in my tracks when I spotted a particular looking rubber chew toy set.  It had soft rubber balls of different sizes, that also had a hole running through them.  Feed a rope through the hole, and it became an instant gag kit running the gambit all the way from ‘complete newbie’ to ‘you can’t be serious’!

I added it to the cart, thinking I could use the smallest one to learn how to deal with wearing a gag, and go up in size as my jaw got used to being held open.  The rest of my shopping was the boring grocery type stuff, but I was pleased with the few ‘specialty’ items I’d found, and couldn’t wait to tell Quinn about my day.

I was perturbed when I only got his voice mail, but then remembered his note specifically said ‘out of the country’.  If he was on an overseas flight, he was probably thirty thousand feet up in the air somewhere.  I settled for taking a picture of my new bondage supply box, and sending it to him in a text message to let him know I’d been busy.

Well shit… now what was I gonna do?

Realizing I hadn’t eaten all day, I took care of that first, and put away the rest of my groceries while it cooked.  That took hardly any time at all, so I once again I considered masturbation, mixed in with a little self-bondage experimentation, but just didn’t feel right about trying it without Quinn.

I finally decided to do some calisthenics and yoga to help with my flexibility.  If he wanted to keep contorting my body into those unnatural bondage positions, it’d be to my benefit if I was limber enough to accommodate them.  It killed a lot of time, but had the unfortunate side effect of making me hornier than ever.

Every time I started a new kind of stretch, I couldn’t help but imagine Quinn was at my side, moving my limbs like he owned them, rendering me helpless again and again.  Dammit, why did everything I do today make me think about sex?  It just wasn’t natural.

Maybe I should just give in to temptation, and rub out a quick one so I could resume functioning like a sane human being again.  Of course, just as I’d finally made up my mind, the universe proved just how sick of a sense of humor it had, and I got a reply from my text to Quinn.

Luv your enthusiasm, but don’t do anything without my instructions and guidance, k?

Don’t disappoint me!

Gotta go, flight boarding, talk soon.

I’ll be in Kuala Lumpur in 4 hours. 

Shit, shit, shit!  There was no way I could enjoy any solo time now, but on a brighter note, it meant he’d definitely be calling me later tonight.  Maybe we could try a little long-distance sex with a video call, and even though it wouldn’t be the same, it was better than nothing.

But four hours was a long time to wait when I’d just
 made up my mind to have at it, and it felt closer to four years before he finally sent me another message to let me know he’d arrived safely.  My wait wasn’t quite over yet, though.

He still had to get his luggage, find someplace to eat, and check into his hotel, so it was one thirty in the morning before he finally had time for me.  I spent the minimum amount of time needed to ask about the weather, how his flight was, what his hotel room was like, and all that other crap people automatically ask in these kinds of situations, and got straight to the point.

I did it by putting my phone on the nightstand and removing my robe like I thought a stripper might.  (It was all I was wearing.)  I’d really wanted to surprise him with a bit of self-bondage, but was mindful of his words earlier, so this was the best I could come up with.

I had an instants gratification when I saw the look on his face, but that was spoiled a moment later when he couldn’t hold back a huge yawn.

“Sorry Willow, but I’ve never been able to sleep on airplanes, and I’m absolutely bagged.”

“Oh… well maybe I could give you a little show so you have nice dreams about me tonight,” I said, fondling my chest with one hand, while putting the other between my legs.  “I’ve been thinking about you all day, and waiting until we could chat proved to be unbelievably hard.  Patience is not a virtue I possess in even the slightest amount.”

“Then perhaps that is the next lesson you need to learn.”

I’d just slid a finger inside my dripping love tunnel, but froze at his words.

“Excuse me?” I asked.

“Patience… it’s something everyone in a BDSM relationship needs to not only learn, but become an expert at.  It’s almost as important as trust!”

I slowly removed my hand from between my legs as I processed his words.  “So, what would you have me do?”

“I hadn’t planned on giving you any more lessons until I got back home, but in this case, I don’t think it can wait.  Do you trust me?”

“Of course, I do.”

“Are you willing to obey me, no matter what I say?”

“I… I guess so.”

“You guess?”

“Yes, I will,” I replied, more firmly.

“Good.  Then please continue, but be sure to tell me just before you’re about to cum.”

“Yes, sir!” I exclaimed, perking up, and repositioning my phone so I could lie down on the bed, while still giving him a good view.

I felt a little like a porn star or a stripper performing for him like this, but my lust was quickly overcoming reason, and I didn’t even blush hardly at all.  He started calling out directions, which made it both easier and harder, but it wasn’t long before I approached the edge of the orgasmic cliff, and was mere seconds away from the precipice when he ordered me to suddenly stop!

“I just spent the last four hours sitting next to someone who could make a sumo wrestler look anorexic, so I’d like to take a shower before bed.  Please continue, but under no circumstances are you to cum while I’m away.  This is the start of your lesson in patience.”

I came close to blurting out ‘are you fucking serious’, but bit my tongue before the words could escape.  He was at least eight thousand miles away from me, but I simply couldn’t disobey his direct order.  I slid a pair of fingers back into my pussy and resumed slowly masturbating, but whimpered slightly, since I knew I wouldn’t be cumming anytime soon.

Patience wasn’t a virtue, it was torture!

To make matters worse, he took the phone into the bathroom with him, so I had to watch while he took a very
 long shower, and stroked himself at the sight of me fingering myself to the very edge of oblivion.  I’m willing to bet I could’ve cum at least ten times before he finally turned the water off, and watching him towel off his gorgeous, muscular body was damn near agony.

By the time he finally went back to his bed, I’d been hovering on the edge for close to a half hour, and couldn’t take more than a light stroke every few seconds… any more stimulation, and I knew I’d pop my cork.  My lust was almost painful in its intensity, but the wait was finally over.

Almost over.

He spent the next thirty minutes stroking himself to the edge like I was doing, and the mere sight of his hard, glorious cock was almost enough to push me past my limits.  I couldn’t take much more of this, and he knew it, since he once again barked out the command for me to stop.

“You’ve made a good start on your lesson in patience, but it’s only a start.  If you ever want to be with me again, then I forbid you to cum until you’re back in my arms.  Can you do this for me?”

I couldn’t speak for the longest time.  I have no idea how long it really was, but I’d taken my fingers away from my snatch long enough to let the fires die down, even though letting my impending orgasm fade almost brought tears to my eyes.

“Good girl,” he praised.  “We’ll talk tomorrow after I’ve rested up, but for now, remember that cumming without me is forbidden.  I hope you have the strength to obey, since I’d really hate to end this relationship just when it was getting interesting, and I promise you the wait will be worth it.  Until tomorrow Willow, goodnight.”

When he ended the call, it would’ve taken mere seconds to finish the job, but I hesitated.  Quinn seemed to place a great amount of store in virtues like honesty, trust, patience, and all that other annoying kind of shit.  Could I finish the job and get away with it?  Probably.

Would he find out the next time we were face to face?  Definitely, since I was a terrible liar.

Fuck!

I wrapped a blanket around me and tried to go to sleep, but it was a long time coming.  This was going to be one hell of a long week.


Long Distance Lessons

Since I hadn’t gotten much sleep, I had plenty of time to think.  For hours I blamed Quinn for pulling that mean and dirty trick on me, but then I began to realize the blame wasn’t all on his shoulders.  He’d straight out told me how important patience was, and I’d freely admitted I had none at all, so he’d picked a difficult way of making me learn.  If a lesson was easy, then it wasn’t much of a lesson, right?

I still wish he’d simply said right off the bat that he wanted me to wait for his return, though.  Denying me my orgasm last night fell under the heading of cruel and unusual punishment, but you know what?  It was also funny as hell now that I looked back on it, and I think his lesson in patience had numerous subtleties attached to it.

If I was honest with myself, I’d have to admit my call last night had almost nothing to do with Quinn.  It was true I’d wanted us to cum together, but if I hadn’t been so damn horny, I doubt I would’ve even thought of it. My focus was solely on my own pleasure, not his, and that wasn’t right for the kind of relationship we were forming.

Thinking only of me would’ve been bad enough with a regular boyfriend, but being the submissive half in the Dom/sub combo, I needed to learn to think of his needs before my own.   If I couldn’t manage that, there was no way I’d ever be able to call him Master and actually mean it.

Okay, so cumming was out of the question for the next few days… a little more than a hundred hours or so, but I should be able to handle that.  He’d also promised to make it worth my while when he returned, and I trusted him to do just that.

Now that I could think about this a little clearer, I realized he’d already shown me how patience could be rewarding.  When I was bound and helpless last time, he’d teased me to the brink of insanity, and the resulting orgasms had been beyond spectacular.  This would sorta be the same, only longer and a little less personal.

Shit!  Thinking of my Saturday night lesson was making me horny all over again, and I needed to stop before I got myself in trouble.  I wondered how the other subbie girls at the club handled situations like this.  Maybe I could ask one of them for advice.

It would be embarrassing as hell, but the more I thought about it, the better I thought the idea was.  Someone in a similar position would even be able to give me a heads up about other lessons I needed to learn, and what things I might expect Quinn to do to me.  It was a good idea, but unfortunately the only sub girl I knew even vaguely was Gemma, and the chances of catching her alone were somewhere between slim and none.

I’d think more about that later, but right now I had to get out of bed and figure out how I was going to pass the time today.  I didn’t start work for another week, and I’d finished all my chores yesterday, so I was kind of at loose ends.  Well, fighting through boredom was another exercise in patience, right?  I hauled my ass out of bed, got some coffee started, and headed for the bathroom.

I heard my phone ring just as I was stepping out of the shower, and rushed to answer it, knowing it had to be Quinn.  When I hit accept for the video chat, I saw him wearing a robe, and sitting on a balcony with a glass of wine in hand.  It was dark out, and he looked tired; I forgot there’d be a huge time difference with him on the other side of the world.

“Hello Quinn,” I said, brushing wet hair out of my face.  “It’s good to see you.”

“You too, Willow.  How’s the lesson in patience coming?”

“Not terribly bad, but it’s still early.  What time is it there?”

“It’s almost midnight.  Getting my body adjusted to Malaysian time sucks.”

“I can only imagine… I’ve never been out of the country myself.”

“Maybe someday we’ll take a trip to visit my friend Noah.  He owns a private island he named the Garden of Eden after his submissive wife.  The BDSM lifestyle isn’t just tolerated on his island, it’s expected… as in a true, twenty-four/seven lifestyle.”

“That sounds intense.”

“It can be, but we’re not anywhere near that stage yet.”

“How many more lessons are there?”

“Plenty,” he chuckled.  “Remember what I said about testing your limits?  Well, that encompasses many, many things we haven’t even touched on yet.”

“Can I get some examples, or would that spoil the surprise?”

“Surprises are fun, so when I think you’re ready for a lesson, you’ll get one.  I’ll warn you now that not all of them will be to your liking, but I do ask that you try everything at least once, or you’ll never know for sure.  Look at how you’ve reacted to simple bondage, for example.”

“Simple bondage?” I laughed.  “You tied me up into a pretzel last time!”

“That rigging only took a few minutes to accomplish… some of the advanced scenarios can take well over an hour to set up.”

“Wow, I had no idea.”

“In addition to more complicated kinds of bondage, I’ll push you to try other things like voyeurism, exhibitionism, and various kinds of punishments.  Did I see a bag of clothespins in the picture of your new toy box you sent me?”

“Yes,” I replied, my heart skipping a beat.

“Have you tried them yet?”

“Only on my finger when I bought them.”

“Since I can see your nipples are already nicely standing out, why don’t you try clamping them.  Let them close slowly, though,” he warned.

I hadn’t realized how hard my nipples were until he’d mentioned it, and to be honest, I hadn’t even considered the fact that I’d answered his call completely naked and dripping wet from my shower.  My sheets were soaked again, but at least this time it was just clean water, and I could let it dry on its own.

I emptied the entire box onto the bed next to me in case he wanted to see something else, and grabbed the first clothespin.  Heeding his warning, I was very careful putting it on, and as the pressure increased, I was glad I’d listened.  It hurt a lot
 more on my nipple than it had on my finger!

“Okay, that sucks,” I gasped, once I let it completely close.

“Any nipple clamp hurts the most when it’s first put on, and then again when it’s taken off.  Do the other one now.”

I did as he asked, although I didn’t think pain was going to be one of the things I was into.  Still, the pain in the first one was already settling down to more of a throb, so maybe this wouldn’t be as bad as it initially seemed.

“Very good,” he smiled.  “Trust and obedience are two lessons that seems to come naturally to you.”

“Easier than pain in my nipples,” I agreed.

“For the most part, pain on its own doesn’t accomplish anything, it just hurts.  It can become something else entirely when it’s mixed with pleasure so thoroughly you can’t tell the difference between one and the other, but that’s a different lesson.  Go ahead and take them off now.  As a side note, you’ll probably want to smooth out the jaws of those things to make sure there are no splinters.”

I found out he was right when he said they hurt just as much when I took them off as when I first put them on; the return of blood to the pinched area felt like I’d just gotten a tittie twister, even though I hadn’t worn them very long!  It also left them much more sensitive than normal, so I hoped he wasn’t going to insist on more nipple play.

“I don’t think I’ll ever enjoy the punishment thing like you said Gemma does,” I frowned.

“Possibly not,” he said, taking a sip of his wine.  “But then again, it’s not just about pain with her either.  They enjoy playing certain games that result in either mind blowing pleasure, or devious torments, depending on how well she does at the challenge he puts in front of her.  Considering Gem’s particular penchant for mixing pleasure and pain, it usually winds up being both.”

My confusion must’ve been obvious, since he continued without any prompting.

“In a typical game, he’ll assign her various goals to complete, and depending on how well she does, she’ll either earn a reward, demerits, or a punishment.  Let’s say he wants her to clean the dungeon today, and she does a sloppy job.  She’ll be punished for failing in her assigned task, and most likely be made to start all over, but under much more difficult conditions.

“For example, he might decide to put her in restrictive bondage, add a vibrator set to go on and off at random, and set a near-impossible time limit.  If she again fails to do a proper job, cums without permission, or doesn’t finish in time, she’ll earn a special punishment session.”

“It sounds rather complicated.”

“Also a little pointless, since under other circumstances, Luke would probably punish her, tease her, and finish off with some mind blowing sex anyway.  Pointless or not, though, they both have a lot of fun doing it, and I’m positive Gem deliberately fails on occasion, just to keep things interesting.”

“I see.”

For once, I actually did see.  The ‘game’ was their version of foreplay, and I understood how it might be fun… as long as a person could be patient enough.

“Do you want to play a game?” he asked, a slight smile twitching at the corners of his lips.

Bait taken, hook set; I knew I was going to regret it, but how could I refuse?

“I don’t think we can have a very good game with you so far away, but I’m always up for a challenge.  What did you have in mind?”

“Before I answer that, tell me what your plans for the day are.”

“I was trying to figure that out before you called,” I admitted.  “All I could come up with so far was to build those new gags from the balls I bought yesterday, figure out some good limbering exercises, and now I guess I have all those clothespins to sand.  In all honesty, it’s looking like a boring day.”

“It sounds like a perfect day for a game then.  I’ve got to get some sleep soon, but I think I can come up with a few things to make your day more interesting.  Here’s what I want you to do…”

I had to get a pen and paper to make sure I got all his instructions right, since his attention to detail was staggering.  In a mere fifteen minutes my day’s schedule went from practically empty, to completely full, and that didn’t even count any additional tasks he’d be texting to me later on.

First things first; I needed some coffee and breakfast before I could begin the game, since the first thing on my agenda was to assemble and try out my new gags.  As per the rules he’d laid out, the game was on from the moment the first ball touched my lips, and wouldn’t end until either my list was complete, or I conceded defeat… and I wasn’t planning on giving up.

I let the four rubber balls soak in hot, soapy water while I ate, gave them a good scrubbing, and made sure to thoroughly rinse off all the soap so I wouldn’t have the yucky taste in my mouth all day.  I measured and cut four lengths of clothesline, threaded one through each ball, and laid them out in order on my coffee table.

The goal was to get used to wearing a gag, so I’d have to try them all, but not for equal amounts of time.  The smallest one was almost too easy, and the only challenge I had was to keep from drooling while I did a basic yoga routine that lasted for exactly one hour.

I liked the size of the second ball, since it was a little bit smaller than the ‘real’ ball gag, and was something I could probably wear all day without undo discomfort, instead of the forty minutes he’d assigned.  I alternated between doing jumping jacks and bending over to touch my toes for this segment, and was starting to work up a sweat.

The third one was bigger than the real gag, and had to stay in place for twenty minutes while I did sit-ups.  This exercise wouldn’t normally have been too hard, except for a little twist he’d thrown in to keep me from getting bored; every time I sat up, I had to reach between my legs and slide a finger into my pussy!

It wasn’t enough stimulation to do more than make me wet, but was plenty to turn my final ten minute segment into quite a challenge.  If I was smart, I would’ve ‘accidentally’ thrown the last ball out the window, since I could barely fit it in my mouth.  I actually had to squeeze it quite hard and sort of roll it past my front teeth before I could get it to pop inside my mouth, and I knew getting it out would be even harder.

That was only the beginning of the challenge, though.  Quinn said his favorite position for sex was the reverse cowgirl, but not a lot of women were able to squat on top and ride him for long using only their legs.  Ten minutes worth of hard, fast squats would be difficult enough on its own, but he’d thrown one final twist into the game to make it damn near impossible.

I had to do it with my hands on my breasts, and my vibrator buzzing away inside me.  I would also earn a demerit each time I stopped, let it fall out, or pulled a hand away from my chest!  It was like a kegel exercise, core workout, gag trainer, and orgasm control lesson all rolled up into one… and I sucked at it.

Within the first two minutes I could feel the burn in my legs, the ache in my jaw, and a trickle of moisture running down my thigh that wasn’t sweat.  At the halfway point I’d already counted a dozen errors, and the failure rate was climbing fast… especially my ability to hold the toy in my sopping wet pussy.

I’d used a big stack of towels to take the place of Quinn’s body, as well as sop up any mess I might make, but the main use I got out of it was as a way to push my toy back in place without using my hands.  As a side effect, it made it really feel like I was being fucked, and if I closed my eyes, I could almost picture Quinn beneath me.  It was lovely, yet dangerous, since I wasn’t supposed to cum.

By the time the ten minute timer sounded, I’d lost track of how many times I’d screwed up, and could only estimate about a hundred demerits.  The only good thing was I didn’t completely lose control and let myself cum, which would automatically double all my demerits, as well as earn me a full blown, official punishment.  I still wasn’t sure exactly what that meant, only that it was something to avoid.

Removing the big gag was almost as hard as putting it in had been, so I figured I’d stick with the middle sizes.  One was way too small, the second was just right, and the third was just big enough to stretch my jaw without being stupid about it.  I felt good about trying them all, though, since now I knew exactly what they felt like; I’d successfully pushed my limits.

I definitely needed another shower after my workout, both from the sweat I’d worked up, and the mess between my legs.  I was still tempted to turn my vibrator on full blast and finish the job, but I’d given Quinn my word I wouldn’t, and I didn’t want to cheat.

Once I was clean and refreshed, I realized I’d worked up one hell of an appetite, and it was past noon already.  I assembled and demolished a lunch bigger than was good for me, but I’d burnt a lot of calories during my morning workout, and would burn off a lot more before the day was over.  The game was still on.

Another thing Quinn was into was corsets and high heels, so seeing what I could handle was my next task.  Since I obviously didn’t have a corset, I used three wide belts to reduce my waist by a good two inches.  It took a fair amount of trial and error to get them positioned so they wouldn’t pinch, but once I got it right, it wasn’t as bad as I’d feared.  It did make me regret my massive lunch, though.

As for shoes, the best I had was a set of four inch stilettos I’d only wore once.  I much preferred sneakers or sandals to any kind of raised heel, but I knew if I made Quinn happy, he’d do the same for me, so the shoes went on.  The waist compression made walking even more awkward than usual at first, but I got used to it fairly quickly.  The key was not to slouch.

The goal for this task was to remain on my feet and in motion for two straight hours, which was a lot harder than I thought it’d be.  To further push my limits, I put the number two ball gag in my mouth for the entire duration, and even wore a blindfold for part of it.  According to the rules he’d laid out, I could sit if I absolutely needed to, but if I did, he wanted me to rub my clit until I was on the verge of climaxing, and then stop.

With how horny I was, stopping wasn’t something I was sure I’d be able to do in the heat of the moment, so I resolutely stayed on my increasingly aching feet for the full two hours.  I’d sweated quite a bit underneath the belts and needed another shower, but since I was alone, I decided to skip it this time.  The game was still on, Quinn would be waking up soon, and I didn’t want to miss his call.

It was the right decision, since my phone rang barely two minutes later, and I began filling him in on how my day had gone so far.  He was suitably impressed by how well I’d done, and even believed me when I told him I hadn’t allowed myself to cum.  I think he trusted me more than I trusted myself!

I showed him all four gags and he agreed with my assessment that only the middle two were worth using.  My problems with the cowgirl squats made him chuckle in sympathy, but since I’d stuck it out for the entire exercise, he magnanimously cancelled all the demerits, since he hadn’t realized how much of a problem it would be.

As for the waist and heel training, he promised to get me a real corset soon, as well as a variety of sexy shoes once he knew my exact measurements.  In fact, giving him full body measurements was going to be one of my new tasks this afternoon, and he immediately emailed me a form to fill out.

When I opened the email, I was startled to find out just how detailed the measurements needed to be.  He didn’t want just shoe and dress size, he needed me to measure practically every part of my body!

Ankles, calves, thighs, leg length, wrists, forearms, biceps, neck, chest, waist… the list seemed endless, and could only have one purpose; a complete, custom designed bondage wardrobe.  It was a good thing I had a cloth tape measure in my sewing kit, or it would be an impossible task.  Well… not completely
 impossible, since there was always the option to go get measured by someone at the club, although that would probably make me die of embarrassment.  Self-measurement it was.

Our call was far too brief, since he had a full day ahead of him, and he had to get busy unless he wanted to stay an extra day.  Neither of us wanted that.

I still had a good eight to ten hours of ‘work’ to do before Quinn would make his nighttime call, and then three and a half more days before his return.  He’d better be able to figure out how to get some sleep on his return flight, because if I managed to hold it together until Friday, I was going to give him an intimate little welcome home party he’d never forget!


The Test

For a week where I supposedly had nothing to do, I’d never worked harder in my life!  I was also randier than a whole herd of goats, but hopefully Quinn would take care of that in a few hours.  It wasn’t easy, but I’d learned both patience and obedience during his absence… or at least enough self-control that I hadn’t cheated once, which was still a major accomplishment in my book.

Today was the first time I’d even left my apartment, and that was only because I thought it’d be a good idea to have some food in the house for a nice dinner with Quinn tonight.  I had a feeling we’d be burning a lot of calories, and would need the fuel.  I picked up some nice steaks in case he wanted a substantial meal, various finger foods in case he didn’t, and a couple of bottles of wine.

I also took a detour through the lingerie section and found a nude girdle that didn’t take quite as much off my waist as the belts did, but was much
 more comfortable.  It wasn’t a real corset, but at least I’d be able to wear it in public.

It was the first thing I put on when I started getting dressed to go wait for him at the club, followed by the same skirt and blouse I wore last time.  The only thing different was I wore my stilettoes this time, which made walking to the club a real bitch.  The sidewalks around here sucked ass!

I’d arrived early enough to get my pick of where I wanted to sit, and I chose the booth again.  I wasn’t sure if he’d pull the same shenanigans he did last time, but if he did, the booth was a better place for it than the exposed table.

I knew that one of these days he’d embarrass me in a more public way, in order to keep testing my limits, but I wasn’t ready for it just yet.  Tonight was about me and him, a bunch of rope, and a whole week’s worth of sex.

The serving staff here was amazingly good.  Within seconds of sitting down, the waitress brought over a screwdriver and a glass of water for me, and a neat double scotch with ice on the side for Quinn.  Apparently, his favorite brand was over a thousand bucks per bottle, so it wouldn’t do to let melting ice ruin it.

I was so anxious I practically inhaled my drink, and could’ve done with about a dozen more, but there was no way I could get drunk tonight… not after what I’d put myself through these last few days.  The ever-efficient waitress was already heading my way, though, with her tray held high.  Crap.

To my surprise, she didn’t have another drink for me.  Instead, she put a small wooden box on the table and handed me a note.

Put the items in the top layer on.



Quinn


Opening the box, my heart skipped a beat when I saw a set of four matching leather cuffs.  These weren’t decorative bracelets and anklets, they were made of heavy black leather, with stout steel D-rings, a locking clasp, and couldn’t possibly be mistaken for anything other than what they were; serious bondage restraints.

The one thing they didn’t come with was a key, so if I put them on, I’d be stuck wearing them until Quinn released me.  He might even make me walk home wearing them, for all the world to see!

Should I do it?  It would be a serious commitment, as well as a statement to everyone here that I was truly Quinn’s submissive girlfriend.  It was also, I realized, a test.

Taking a deep breath, I closed the first cuff around my left wrist and locked it in place.  It was tight, but not overly so, and must’ve been custom made from the measurements I’d given him.  He worked fast!

Cuffing my other wrist wasn’t mentally as difficult, although I started blushing again when it came time to do my ankles.  There was no graceful way to do this while wearing a skirt and no underwear, and I swear at least half the people here were staring at me.  They probably weren’t, but it sure felt like it at the time.

I breathed a genuine sigh of relief when I had them in place, but then I remembered the note had said ‘top layer’.  What else was in the box?

Lifting the top layer away revealed a single item and another note.

Consider this item carefully before putting it on, since I’m not sure where the key is.



Quinn


It was a slim leather collar with an integral latch in the back, and a small D-ring in the front.  It was an even bigger sign of commitment than the cuffs were, especially with no key!

Should I do it?  Could
 I do it?

I might be stuck wearing the collar for a long, long time, and the weather was too warm at this time of year for turtlenecks.  I might as well hang a sign around my neck with the word ‘SLAVE’ in big, bold letters!

Putting it on would only take a second or two, but I sat there holding it for ages before reaching a decision.  If I was going to do this with Quinn, then I wanted to do it right.  The click of the latch sounded loud enough to my ears, I swear people sitting on the other side of the bar heard it.  I knew that was impossible, but my adrenaline was really pumping after this simple, but irrevocable act of submission.

“Thank you,” a familiar voice whispered into my ear, causing me to jump.

Quinn gave me a quick peck on the cheek as a greeting, and then a longer kiss on the mouth once he was sitting beside me.  It’s a good thing I was sitting down, because my legs suddenly felt weak as a newborn’s.

“How was your flight?” I asked.

Yeah, I know it was a lame thing to say at a time like this, but it was automatic, like a knee-jerk reflex.

“Surprisingly good,” he replied, reaching for his drink.  “I even managed to catch a few winks for once.”

“Oh goodie… I was hoping you’d be well rested,” I said with as sweet and innocent of an expression on my face as I could manage.

With a chuckle, he put a finger through the ring on my collar and pulled me close for another kiss.  With our lips firmly locked together, I’m surprised we didn’t bump hands with each other, since we both reached for the others groin at the exact same time.

I was pleased to find he was already getting hard, and he discovered just how ready I was as well.  I thought it was a shame men don’t wear skirts, because he had a definite advantage over me right now… not that I was complaining, mind you.  I’d learned patience.

Patient or not, I was glad he didn’t want to stay at the club to socialize.  Fifteen minutes later we were back at my place, and I was about to find out if the payoff was worth my week of torment and denial.

We locked lips again as soon as the door was closed behind us, and slowly inched our way to the bedroom, leaving a trail of clothes behind us.  I thought for a minute we were going to go straight at it without any bondage or foreplay, but he pulled away just
 before we hit the point of no return.

“So, you say you’ve been working on your flexibility?” he asked, heading for the nightstand.

“Quite successfully, I think.”

“Then let’s find out just how effective your exercises were.  Turn around and put your arms behind your back.”

As much as I wanted to just jump his bones, I was glad he kept a clear enough head to do a little bondage foreplay first.  Since I was wearing cuffs on my wrists tonight, it only took him about two seconds to bring the D-rings together with a piece of rope, making me helpless once again.

A second piece of rope went around my upper arms, and he almost made my elbows touch this time, but left about a fingers width so he could cinch it nice and tight.  The real gag was next, and I automatically parted my lips the moment it came into view.  He had me say ‘ahh’ when he pulled the strap tight, to make sure it was deep in my mouth, with no chance of me being able to push it out.

Passing the long tail end of the wrist rope between my legs, he used it almost like a leash, and pulled me into the bathroom after him.  Feeling the rope rub against my groin fanned the embers which had already been burning hot, even though it was an embarrassing way to travel.

“I’m sticky and stinky after such a long flight, so I’m going to take a shower before we go any further.  You’ve claimed you learned patience, so this is your chance to prove it.”

He turned on the shower, spent a minute or so fiddling with the water temperature, and then gave me the next test of my flexibility.  He positioned me so I was facing away from the shower, then pulled the rope out from between my legs, and tossed the end over the shower rod.

I felt my wrists being slowly pulled towards the ceiling into something he called a strappado, and let me tell you, the exercises I’d practiced hadn’t even begun to prepare me for the kind of flexibility this position required.  My body was perfectly parallel to the floor before he finally tied it off, and the strain in my shoulders was incredible.

Part of me wished I was in the shower with him, soaping him down while he did the same to me, but he didn’t ignore me completely.  He took full advantage of my invitingly available crotch, stroking, rubbing, fingering, and even slapping my ass on occasion.  It was getting hard to stand, and not only because the floor was becoming slippery.

Just like last time he was working me right up to the point of delirium, but without finishing the job.  He even switched to fingering my ass when he thought I was too close to popping my cork early, although strangely, I found my ardor wasn’t waning in the slightest.

He must’ve taken my moans as a sign, because the next thing I felt was a very big, very hard, and thankfully very soapy penis press against my rosebud.  It was the last place I wanted a cock right now, but my body had a mind of its own right now, and I found myself pushing against him to help ease his entry.

He was so big it hurt quite a bit at first, but once I got used to it, it started to feel kind of good.  Maybe this was what he’d meant when pain and pleasure could commingle until you couldn’t tell one from the other.  I even stopped noticing the ache in my shoulders, at least until he picked up the pace, and was rocking me pretty fucking hard.

I wished he’d reach a hand between my legs to rub my clit, even for a moment, since I knew I’d be able to reach the peak with even the lightest of touch.  Unfortunately, he either didn’t think about it, or deliberately didn’t do it as a further test of my patience.  He simply kept pounding away at my ass… and there was no other word to describe it… until I felt the odd sensation of his seed shooting deep inside me.

He finished his shower quickly after that, but took the time to towel both of us dry before finally releasing the strappado rope.  It was a welcome relief… almost as welcome as being led over to my bed for some real fun, which was what he did next.  I hoped he was able to recharge quickly, because I seriously couldn’t wait much longer.

I think the ropes were wet, since he seemed to have a little trouble undoing the knot at my elbows, and when he finally got it, he tossed it off to the side and grabbed a pair of new ones.  For my next bondage position, he wanted me to bend my arms over and put my hand on my shoulder, but after that strappado, I had a hard time complying.

He wound up doing most of the work himself, but it didn’t seem to faze him in the least, and he soon turned my arms into ‘chicken wings’.  For the next part, he had me bend over the foot of the bed and spread my legs as wide as they’d go so he could tie my ankle cuffs to each leg of the bed.  While not as stringent of a position as the strappado was, it left me feeling more exposed and vulnerable than ever… and even more turned on.

I performed a sort of half-assed twerk, (no pun intended) to let him know exactly how ready I was, but apparently the test of my patience wasn’t over.  He slid underneath me until his crotch was beneath my face, and then removed my ball gag.  Gee… I wondered what he wanted me to do.

It wasn’t the easiest position, since my elbows sank into the bed a fair amount, and once he was hard it was damn near impossible for me to get my mouth off his prick.  Not that I minded giving him head, but if I got distracted and collapsed, I’d quite literally choke on it!

Distractions there were in plenty too.  I’m not sure how he’d learned the technique, but he used his big toe to rub my slit and tease my clit.  Once again, he was able to bring me right to the verge of exploding, but no further.  It was absolutely maddening.

It was also the worst possible position to be in when he shot his load against the back of my throat, causing me to instantly choke and gag on it.  I sure hoped he hadn’t been expecting me to swallow.

He took a minute to wash the spunk off before untying me from the foot of the bed, and retying me in what I hoped would be the position I’d been waiting for all week.  For this one, he had me lie on the middle of the bed with my hands at my sides.

He surprised me by connecting my wrists to the foot of the bed, and then my ankles to the top corners of the headboard.  Just to make it more interesting, he had me lift my ass so he could slide a pillow and a towel underneath it, and then he went around and tightened up all the ropes.  Wow… I’d thought the last two positions had left me open and vulnerable, but this one took the cake!

“I think perhaps you have
 managed to learn a little patience,” he remarked, with a bit of pride shining through his otherwise impassive gaze.  “You’ve learned your lesson well, and a lesson well learned should always be equally well rewarded.”

With a final flash of that smile that initially attracted me to him, he buried his head between my legs and sent me flying into orbit.  Oh.  My.  God… I had thought I’d had powerful orgasms the last time we’d been together, but this was a whole new level of ecstasy that completely filled me from head to toe.  Indescribable waves of pleasure shattered my body over and over again, until I couldn’t scream and could hardly even breathe.

Midway through the orgasm he slipped a pair of fingers inside me so his tongue could concentrate solely on my clit, and before my first orgasm had subsided even in the least, I felt the explosions start all over again.  If I would’ve known the reward for patience was this amazing, I would’ve made a point to learn it two lifetimes ago!

His fingers and tongue slowed down at the exact same rate my orgasm faded at, but never fully stopped.  It made for the most delicious aftershocks imaginable, and an even better afterglow.  I was already in heaven, but he was just getting warmed up.

Now he slowed way down, and used gentle licks and simple touches to slowly build me up again.  I wasn’t sure I was up for another orgasm without a good deal of rest first, but he was the one in charge, and I honestly had nothing to complain about.

There aren’t many guys who are even willing to go down on a woman like this, let alone be so damn good at it.  I just hoped he’d remember to gag me before my next climax, since I think everyone back at the club heard my last screams of pleasure.

He did something even better.  After slowly bringing me to a fever pitch again, he climbed on top of me and crushed my lips with his.  The taste and smell of my essence was almost overpowering, but I didn’t care in the least.  What I did
 care about, was the nice hard piece of manhood finally pressing for entry where I’d been dying to have it all week.

He didn’t even have to use his hands to guide himself inside, and I think he would’ve entered me slow and gentle if I hadn’t thrust my hips up with everything I had.  There was a time for slow, gentle lovemaking, and a time for raw, carnal sex.  This was the time for the latter, and it was everything I’d been aching for.

It only took a few minutes before his rhythmic strokes had me screaming in ecstasy again, the sound only slightly muffled by the unbreakable lip lock he had on me.  I felt like I’d been transported to another plane of existence, and wondered how much more of this I could take.

He’d proved last week that his stamina, endurance, and control was nothing to sneeze at, and now... now I might be in trouble.  Sure, I’d joked about having a week’s worth of sex all in one night, but actually doing it was something else entirely.  Then a part of me realized that Quinn had already cum twice tonight, and without much recovery time since the last one, this was likely to be the longest screwing of my life!

I began struggling feebly and futilely against my restraints, but that only served to turn both of us on more, and prepared the way for yet another orgasm.  I couldn’t even think of what number it’d be, but was too far gone to care much.  I’d probably think that was funny later on, once I was able to think, that is.

My passion was well on the rise when I finally sensed a bit of urgency in his strokes, so I did my best to tamp it down, hoping we’d be able to cum together.  It wasn’t easy, since the very thought was almost enough to make me explode, but my week-long lesson in patience had improved my self-control, so I managed to hang on just
 long enough.

In all probability I think I was the one who started to cum first, which was the final straw needed to send him over the edge, but it didn’t matter.  We enjoyed our orgasms together, and the pleasure I felt was only increased by the pleasure I saw on his face when his body tensed and his head snapped back.  Luckily, I was too out of breath to scream and scare the neighbors; all I could emit were faint whimpers and some mewling sounds.

When my orgasm finished running its course this time, I was completely spent, and simply collapsed… although that was mainly poetic license, since my bondage kept me from moving much.  It added an interesting component to my afterglow, now that I was aware of it again, sort of like enjoying a sharp cheese with a sweet wine.

Equally interesting was how his chest was heaving in time with mine, his little nipples rubbing against my larger ones on occasion, almost like a gentle caress.  We spent several minutes like that, simply enjoying the contact of our sweaty bodies against each other, and then a few more kissing.

I almost thought it was a shame when he began releasing me, but even ‘comfortable’ bondage can become unpleasant if you’re in it for too long, and it was a tremendous relief to be able to lay my legs flat on the bed again.

“So,” he slowly began.  “Was it worth the wait?”

“Absolutely,” I croaked.

Another thing I hadn’t noticed until now was how dry my throat was.  With a chuckle, he headed to the kitchen to take care of that, while I staggered into the bathroom to start filling the tub.  A good long soak was definitely in order.

It took him a few minutes to join me, but only because he’d spotted the wine and finger food tray I’d prepared, and had a full load in his arms.  We each drank a bottle of water while waiting for the tub to finish filling, and then had a cozy little picnic while relaxing in the hot water.  The feeling was so far beyond lovely, mere words can’t describe it.

I think he enjoyed having me in his arms like this as well, since we stayed in the tub until all the food and wine were gone, and we were at risk of turning into prunes.  When we finally stepped out and dried off, I felt a strange combination of being ultimately relaxed, yet strangely invigorated.

I began to wonder if he might be ready for another round of good bondage and even better sex.  After all, we hadn’t gotten to try his favorite reverse cowgirl position, and I’d been practicing for it all week.  When we crawled into bed, I reached for his cock to see if he was ‘up’ for it, but he just smiled and gave me a kiss.

“You’re going to wear me out at this rate, and then what’ll we do for the rest of the weekend?”

“You can stay the whole weekend?”

“That was my plan.  There are so many things I want to show you, teach you… do to you, a mere weekend is barely enough to scratch the surface.  Would you like that?”

As if his words had been a key that unlocked a part of my mind, I knew exactly how to answer him.

“Yes, Master.”

###


Volume 2: Advanced Lessons

A Lifestyle Change

It had only been a little more than week since I’d discovered my submissive tendencies, and love of being tightly bound, yet it already felt like a lifetime.  I couldn’t imagine going back to being a ‘vanilla’ girl again… not after meeting Quinn and falling head over heels in love with him.

Make that Master
 Quinn; I needed to get used to calling him that, even in my own thoughts, or I’d wind up getting myself into trouble.  I was a complete novice when it came to knowing how things were done in the BDSM world, but I knew that much.

It shouldn’t be too hard to remember, since I was currently wearing leather cuffs on my wrists and ankles, plus a collar around my neck.  He’d left them as a surprise gift for me at the BDSM club where we’d first met, and I’d willingly put them on, even though the keys to unlock them hadn’t been included.

Putting them on in public had been both a test, and a sign of my commitment in becoming his submissive, yet I hadn’t called him Master even once until later on that night.  A whole twelve hours ago, to be precise, after a night of the most amazing sex imaginable.

A part of me was scared by the control he had over me, and I don’t mean his ability to render me completely helpless with just a few simple pieces of rope.  No… he had a hold over me that I didn’t understand yet, but couldn’t wait to figure out.

I doubt I’d have to wait long, since we’d fallen asleep spooning with his arms around me, and I could feel him starting to stir.  I actually felt him stirring in more ways than one, if you know what I mean, and if he’d thought last night to fasten my hands together behind my back instead of in front of me, I could’ve woken him up in style.

I knew he was fully awake when I felt him kiss the back of my head.  “Good morning, Willow,” he murmured.

“Good morning… Master,” I replied, the word feeling strange on my lips, but also right.

After the first time he’d tied me up, I’d asked if I should call him Master.  He’d replied that if I had to ask, then the answer was no.  I hadn’t understood his answer at the time, but now I knew exactly what he’d meant.  I was his now.

“I don’t know about you, but I slept like a rock last night,” he said with a yawn.

“I know you did,” I snickered, rubbing my ass against his groin.  “I can feel the rock right now.”

“You’re insatiable,” he laughed.  “We’ll get to that soon enough, but I’m going to need some strong black coffee to wake me up first.”

“Coming right up, Master.”

As I climbed out of bed, I found the clips connecting my wrist and ankle cuffs were restricting my movements a fair amount, but when I looked back at him in askance, he merely smiled.  Okay… it seemed we were off to an early start today.

I shuffled off to the bathroom first to take care of my overfull bladder, and then got the coffee brewing.  It was odd doing these mundane tasks with my hands and feet bound, but I never once considered removing those simple little clips.  That was his decision, not mine.

I thought it’d be nice to fix him breakfast as well, but didn’t know what he liked.  Despite how intimate we’d become in the bedroom, I still knew almost nothing about him!  Well… he was a guy, and since I’d never once met a man who said no to bacon, I decided on a simple scrambled eggs, toast, and bacon breakfast.

Cooking with my hands bound wasn’t too bad, but as I put together the carafe of coffee, jug of orange juice, mugs, glasses, silverware, and plates of food, I realized serving him breakfast in bed was going to be a bigger chore than I’d thought.  Luckily, he joined me in the kitchen while I was still trying to figure out how to safely haul all this stuff without dumping something on the floor.

As a side note, he’d slipped into my floral silk kimono in place of a robe, but I never dreamed of laughing at how it made him look.  Honest.

“Something sure smells good.  In fact, I think several things smell good.”

“Thanks.  I figured you’d be hungry after last night.”

“The phrase ‘hungry enough to eat a horse’ comes to mind, but I’ll gladly pass on an equine meal in favor of the bacon and eggs you’ve already made”

It wasn’t much of a joke, but I couldn’t stop myself from laughing out loud at it.  It defused a layer of tension I hadn’t realized existed, and allowed us both to enjoy a nice, leisurely breakfast.  I took the opportunity to ask him what his favorite foods were, since I had a feeling I’d be cooking for him on a regular basis now, and a good submissive should always aim to please her Master, right?

Once breakfast was a memory and the dishes were done, we came to one of those awkward moments new couples often encounter.  It was the age old ‘what do we do next’ question, but I had an easy out for once; he was the one calling the shots, so it was up to him to figure it out.

“I’d like to see how your morning workout routine has evolved over this past week,” he suddenly said, and then headed into the living room.

As usual, he was a step ahead of me… and I don’t mean because I was forced to shuffle behind him due to my ankle restraints.  When I finally made it over to the couch, so he could unclip my restraints, I was suddenly overwhelmed by a feeling of extreme embarrassment at what he wanted me to do.

I don’t know why doing my simple stretches and other exercises in front of him struck me this way, especially after last night when he’d gotten to know me intimately in all three orifices, but it is what it is.  I guess I just needed to learn how to suck it up if I was going to survive as a sub; after all, his friend Master Luke took his sub Gemma on the stage of the BDSM club for a public
 show, and this was just the two of us.

After putting on my waist trainer girdle and slightly small ball gag, I started off with simple stretches, pretending this was just like any other day.  Lunging to stretch my legs, bending over to touch my toes, deep knee bends and squats… it wasn’t anything special, but based on the floral tent in his lap, my new Master seemed to be enjoying the show.

I started blushing when I saw his reaction, but then had a sudden reversal – why should I be embarrassed about it?  It was proof he found me desirable, so why not go with the flow?

I did another set of bends to touch the floor, but this time with my legs spread wide, and my ass right in front of him.  Looking back between my legs, I could see the tent becoming bigger, and I would’ve smiled if the gag wasn’t stopping me.

I turned to face him for a set of jumping jacks and five minutes of running in place, knowing my bouncing breasts would keep the tent from collapsing.  For my round of sit-ups, I normally stuck my feet under the front of the sofa to give me some leverage.  Since I did that directly in front of him today, he took the invitation and helped hold my legs, and caressed them whenever I stopped.

It also gave me a wicked idea for how to modify my pushup routine.  Instead of doing them flat on the floor like usual, I put my hands on the couch outside his legs, and every time I lowered down I rubbed against his crotch, trying to push the kimono out of the way.  Once I succeeded in freeing the beast, so to speak, I paused to remove my gag.

I managed to do fifty more pushups with his cock in my mouth before I ran out of steam, but since the lesson in patience he’d taught me was a two-way street, he’d just have to wait for the next exercise he could help me with.  I had a doozy coming up too!

He’d told me one of his favorite positions for sex was the reverse cowgirl, where I’d be basically riding him using only my lower body to provide the necessary motion.  The real challenge for that particular exercise was I had to do it with my vibrator running inside me, and keeping it from falling out when I squatted amounted to something like a kegel exercise.

It was incredibly difficult, especially since it turned me on something fierce, and I wasn’t allowed to cum.  Since my Master was taking a personal hand in this morning’s exercises, I didn’t think I’d need the fake cock this time.



He knew exactly what was up when I squatted and curled a finger at him in invitation, but threw his own little twist into it.  First, he put the ball gag back in place, a little tighter than I preferred, but not painfully so.  The real kicker was he still had those clips handy, so he used them to connect my wrist cuffs to my ankles.  Now I wouldn’t be able to use my hands for balance or to cheat!

It was a bit of a stretch to get high enough that he could get his penis inside me, but he was rock hard, and I was already wet with anticipation, so he easily slid all the way home right off the bat.  Oh yes… this was much
 better than an inanimate piece of silicone rubber!

It was also a hell of a lot of work to perform in this position with the way he’d restrained my wrists, but every time my bonds brought me up short, it only fanned the flames of my desire that much more.  The only problem was I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to cum or not, and the gag seated deep in my mouth prevented me from asking.

As much as I wanted an orgasm, I decided to play it safe and hold it in.  Unfortunately, just thinking about denying myself my release made it ten times harder to contain, and now I was fighting a losing battle.  This position also seemed designed to let his cock hit my G-spot with every thrust, and any time I tried slowing down, he countered by thrusting up to meet me.

I held it together for maybe ten minutes, but then his moans of arousal became louder than my own, and it just sounded so erotic to my ears that it pushed me over the edge.  It’s a good thing he’d gagged me before we began, otherwise the scream of my release would’ve been heard throughout the entire apartment block!

I came so hard I got dizzy and almost fell over, but his hands were on my hips to steady me, so I pumped even harder to finish the job, knowing he had to be close.  He was, and when he began filling me with his seed, it extended the duration of my orgasm to an almost unbearable level.

I kept riding him through the waves of pleasure, until I felt him finish, and then simply collapsed onto his crotch with his cock pinning me in place.  Being filled so completely made for an amazing afterglow effect, and also kept him from getting soft for a fairly long time.  God, it felt like I was in heaven, but all good things must come to an end, and when his tumescence finally faded, I managed to crawl off him with only a little regret.

“That was as lovely as it was unexpected,” he said, still breathing heavily.  “You’ve definitely been working on those leg muscles, but I think you’re still a little lacking in the flexibility department.  We’ll have to do something about that after we take a shower.”

I definitely needed a shower after my unexpectedly thorough workout, but the thought of intense bondage so fast was a little unnerving.  It wasn’t even noon yet!

I didn’t dream of complaining, though, since he was my Master, and the allure of bondage was appealing to me at any time of day.  I just hoped I was up for whatever challenge he was about to throw my way. 


The Allure of Bondage

Even though my wrist and ankle cuffs were reasonably comfortable, it was nice to get them off after so long.  The collar stayed around my neck, though, since he claimed he didn’t know where the key to the tiny integral lock was.

I seriously doubted it, but was willing to play the game his way, as long as he ‘found’ the key before Monday morning when I started my new job.  I’d worry about that when the time came, though, since I had enough on my plate right now.

I’d been right earlier when I’d wondered if I was allowed to cum, and my Master had decided to use this as an opportunity to teach me my next lesson in bondage and discipline.  He wasn’t exactly mad at me, since he said he would’ve given his permission anyway, but I hadn’t asked first, and that was the mistake I was about to pay for.

He started off by tying my wrists together in front of me, instead of behind my back like I expected, but I wasn’t under the illusion that it meant my bondage would be any easier by the time he was done.  The things he could do with a few simple pieces of rope were amazing.

Next up came something he called a crotch rope.  As the name implies, and after filling me with Mr. Rabbit… my favorite toy of the adult variety… he wrapped a rope around my waist, the tail end went between my legs, around the base of the vibrator, and was tied off to the waist rope behind me.  There was no way that sucker was slipping out today!

He cut a long length off the quarter inch cotton clothesline I’d bought last week, and turned it into another first for me; a rope bra.  While I held my hands out of the way above me, he wrapped the rope above my tits, below them, around each one individually, and finished off by cinching the whole thing in the middle.  It was quite snug, and turned my perky breasts into something like miniature torpedoes.

Before I could lower my hands, he pulled them back over my head, looped a rope between them, and tied the other end to the crotch rope.  There wasn’t much slack in this last rope, and if I tried to raise my hands to ease the tension, it caused the crotch rope to dig into my cleft, and pulled my toy a little deeper inside me.  This could prove to be interesting!

“I’m going to brew more coffee and go get a newspaper,” he said, giving my ass a quick slap.  “I’ll give you thirty minutes to get free, and if you do, I’ll reward you with one orgasm for every minute left on the clock.  If you’re still tied up at the end of the thirty minutes, I’ll assume it means you want some much
 tougher and tighter bondage for the rest of the day.”

Yeah right… I had about as much chance of getting out of this as I did in making water catch on fire.  I guess I had to try anyway, since it was possible he’d left a way for me to get out, but I wasn’t gonna hold my breath.  It was also a win-win situation for me, since I’d get multiple orgasms if I succeeded, and a day of delicious bondage if I failed.

The first thing I tried, was to see if the knot on the rope holding my wrists was tied where I could get at it.  Nope.  That would’ve been too easy, and there was no way I could slip my hands out of the wraps either.

The rope connecting my wrists to the crotch rope wasn’t going anywhere either, since he’d simply looped it between my wrists, meaning the actual knot was down somewhere near my ass, and well out of range.  Getting out of the rope bra was a no-go as well, since that one was knotted in front of me between my breasts.

I was completely and truly helpless, no two ways about it.  Realizing I had absolutely no chance of escape was like pushing a button, and it started making me quite horny, a feeling helped along by the way Mr. Rabbit moved when I struggled.  The crotch rope was mashing his ‘ears’ pretty hard against my clit, and every time I moved my wrists, I got a little jolt of pleasure.

The feeling was even more pronounced when I squatted, and I spent a few minutes experimenting with this strange predicament, wondering if I’d be able to cum like this.  It’d be against the rules, but since he’d cheated by making my bondage quite inescapable, I felt that a bit of cheating on my part would actually be expected.

Gyrating my hips while I pulled with my wrists was doing a good job of getting my motor running, and after ten minutes I was getting close.  Unfortunately, close only counts in horseshoes and hand grenades, so I wasn’t able to get that last little bit of stimulation I needed to cross the finish line.

I tried twerking to see if some rapid motion would do the job, but all it did was tire me out while maintaining the same arousal level.  Shit!  I needed to figure this out fast, or my Master was going to add to my bondage, and most likely make any chance of an orgasm a fading dream.

Running in place didn’t work, even when I tried bringing my knees way up with each step, and trying to rub my crotch against the foot of the bed was an epic fail.  I only had a few minutes left, and I suddenly realized I wasn’t even sure if he’d come back after getting his newspaper!

What if he’d been hit by a car or fell down the stairs?  If he got hurt somehow, I’d be stuck like this for God only knows how long… Would it be possible to open my front door like this?  If I was forced to leave my apartment while tied up, naked, and with a vibrator in my snatch, I’d not only die of embarrassment, but I’d have to find a new place to live.

Even worse, what if I ran into some unscrupulous asshole who decided to kidnap me and keep me as his sex slave?  Imagining the possibilities of what could happen was working me into a panic, but then I felt like a complete and utter fool when I left my bedroom and saw him sitting at the kitchen table with his mug of coffee and a newspaper.

I guess I’d been so distracted by trying to reach climax, I just hadn’t heard him return!  The relief I felt made my legs go weak, and I came closer than ever to cumming, but remained a tiny bit short of accomplishing my goal.  I guess he heard my bare feet padding across the floor, since he lowered the newspaper and glanced up at me, smiling at my obvious frustration.

“Giving up?” he asked.

I wanted to say a few choice words, but managed to bite my tongue in time, and settled for a curt nod.

“Bring me the ropes, gag, and scarves I left on the bed, and then take a seat,” he said, motioning towards an empty chair before turning his attention back to his newspaper.

It was easier said than done.  I was able to lie on the bed and snag the first bundle of rope with a finger, but it wasn’t easy, and I couldn’t manage to get more than one.  I’d either have to figure out a better way, or spend ages going back and forth to bring him everything.

As I was rolling over to get up, my lips brushed against another rope, and I realized this would be much faster if I used my mouth instead of my tightly bound hands.  It wasn’t elegant, but it was efficient.

Then I saw his bondage duffel bag sitting open on the floor, and had an even better idea.  I used my teeth to move everything from the bed into the bag, bit down on one of the handles, and carried everything into the kitchen at once!

He seemed surprised at my resourcefulness, but pleased nonetheless.  I hoped it meant he’d go easier on me for my next bondage lesson, or at least let me cum soon.

He started by adding a rope below my breasts, and around the back of the chair to hold me in place.  It had the added effect of tightening up the crotch rope, and doubly so once he scooted my hips forward.

After tying a rope around my right ankle, he brought it out to the side and behind me, where it was tied off to the back of the chair.  He repeated the process with my other leg, and then tightened both to remove the remaining slack.  I never dreamed simply sitting in a chair could be so strenuous!

The ball gag he chose was one of the homemade ones I’d constructed out of a rubber dog toy, with a piece of rope running through a hole in the middle.  He’d picked it instead of the ‘real’ ball gag, so he could wrap it around my arms as well as my head, adding another layer to my already impressive bondage predicament.

He did something similar to blindfold me.  A folded scarf was placed over my eyes, and then several wraps of rope went around my head and arms to hold it in place.  How the hell did he come up with all these crazy ideas?

My entire upper body was held utterly immobile, but it didn’t feel nearly as bad as my lower half did.  The crotch rope felt like it was in the process of splitting me in two, and I was already feeling the strain in my legs from the awkward position they were held in.  So much for the hope he’d go easy on me.

His hot breath gave me an instant’s warning before his lips closed over my left nipple and sucked it inside his mouth, but I still gasped in surprise.  I felt his fingers tease and pull my other nipple a moment later, and gasped for a different reason, but that gasp quickly turned into a low moan.  My breasts had always been sensitive, but I think the tight rope bra had made them even more so.

He spent several minutes sucking, licking, biting, pinching, and rubbing my nipples, switching from one technique to the other without any rhyme or reason, and being blind, I never knew what to expect.  He even went and got some ice from the freezer, and let me tell you… when he pressed those cold cubes against both of my nipples at once, I almost came on the spot!

When the cubes were completely gone, I felt his hand brush against the inside of my thigh.  It only stayed down there for a second or two… just long enough to find the button that turned my vibrator on at its lowest setting.  I groaned with arousal from the additional stimulation, but also in frustration, since I knew from experience that low speed wasn’t strong enough to get me off.

This was going to be a torment and denial session, perhaps to reinforce the lesson in patience I’d recently learned, or maybe as the price for cumming earlier without asking for permission first.  Neither option boded well for my chances of getting out of this strenuous bind anytime soon.

A few seconds later I felt his hands return to my breasts, but he was still full of surprises.  Instead of skilled fingers or a talented mouth, I felt the unmistakable bite of the clothespins I’d foolishly purchased last week.  At least the long application of the ice cubes probably numbed them a bit… but on the other hand, I was sure my nipples had never been bigger and harder before, so the small wooden jaws had much more to clamp onto than normal.

This BDSM stuff was really a damned if you do, and damned if you don’t type of thing; Master Quinn knew how to get me coming and going.  Speaking of cumming…

I don’t know if it was the bondage, the nipple play, or something else entirely, but low speed was having a much greater effect on me than usual.  If he left me like this for another minute or two, I was gonna go over the top… but not without permission this time.

“An I um?” I mumbled.

That was about the best I could do, since this particular ball gag was slightly bigger than the last one, and it made intelligible speech even more difficult.  (I had four homemade ball gags, ranging from a small one about the size of a ping pong ball, to one that almost dislocated my jaw.  The one currently in my mouth was the second biggest ball.)

He didn’t answer, so I tried asking again a little louder and hopefully clearer, but still didn’t get a response.  Shit!  I didn’t know what to do.

I could probably hold it off for a while if I put all my willpower into the job… and as long as he didn’t do anything else to stimulate me, but that was only a temporary solution at best.  I asked a third time, practically screaming the words out, and wondered if he’d maybe left the room.

If he’d left me alone, I might be able to cum and get away with it, unless I squirted and made a huge mess… which was a distinct possibility.  On the other hand, he’d probably ask me if I came or not, and I couldn’t lie to him.  He valued honesty even more than obedience and patience.

I asked once again, but a little weaker this time, as more and more of my concentration was being spent on holding back the tide, and finally got a response.

“I’ll think about it, and let you know in ten or fifteen minutes.  There’s a few more articles I wanted to read first.”

Was he fucking kidding me?  Here I was, trapped on the edge of oblivion, and he wanted to read a fucking newspaper?  I was positive he just said that to mess with my head, but knowing it didn’t make any difference; I was still going to have to hold out until he’d decided I’d had enough.

To make matters worse, I had no way of knowing how much time I had left to go.  It felt like I’d already been in this chair for ages, even though I knew intellectually it couldn’t have been more than fifteen or twenty minutes max.  Being blind, mute, and immobile did strange things to me, especially with my time sense.

My skewed sense of time was working on overdrive now, as I was basically lost in a haze of unrequited lust.  After what I felt sure was at least fifteen minutes or more, I kept waiting for the words I desperately wanted to hear.  When they didn’t come, I thought maybe my desire had made me grossly overestimate the passage of time, and I began to think it might’ve only been five minutes or so!  I had no way of knowing, and it was driving me even crazier than everything else combined.

After an eternity, I felt the clothespins move slightly, and then heard his voice.

“I’m about to remove these,” he began, giving them a little shake.  “You may cum when I do, but if you haven’t cum within three seconds, you’ll remain in denial for another hour.”

I didn’t think that’d be a problem, but I knew the clothespins would hurt when they came off, and the pain might be just enough to counter my arousal, at least for a few seconds.  He began slowly counting down from ten, but surprised me yet again by yanking them off when he was still at three!

It didn’t matter.  I don’t know why it didn’t hurt, and frankly I didn’t care, since my orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, and the sudden sting in my nipples actually amplified the effect.  I was completely unable to tell the difference between pleasure and pain!  It was unbelievable!

I got both better and worse when he began massaging some life into my poor, abused nipples, and that set me right off again.  It’s a good thing he didn’t think to turn the vibrator up, or I doubt I’d be able to stop the multi-orgasmic loop I was in, until my heart burst from the strain!  When the pleasure finally subsided, I began feeling stiff, sore, tired… but content.

He’d told me how Gemma got off on experiencing pain, but until now I’d thought it was because she was wired wrong or something.  Now I knew better, although I’d have to reserve judgment when it came to the more serious stuff like being whipped or flogged.  Still… I was more than willing to at least try it now, which was something I never would’ve imagined even a day ago.

Master Quinn liked to combine lessons whenever possible, so it was highly likely he’d known exactly how I’d react, and planned on it.  I really needed to stop trying to second guess his motives, since he wasn’t just a step ahead of me; he’d already finished the race.


Submissive Role-Play

I needed a nap after that scene, and my Master was more than willing to oblige, since he had a few errands to run.  He locked my wrist and ankle cuffs back on me before he left, but only put my wrists together in front of me this time, in case something happened while he was gone.  He was a stickler for safety, and hadn’t even liked leaving for the few minutes it took to go get a newspaper earlier.

I didn’t sleep for very long, but it was enough to refresh me for whatever tonight’s fun and games might be.  More importantly, this alone time gave me a chance to think. 

Master Quinn had pushed me hard since his return Friday night, with every indication of pushing my limits much
 further before the weekend was over.  He’d said he’d wanted me to try everything at least once, or I’d never know what the experience was truly like, and this morning’s surprise introduction to combining pleasure and pain was proof of his point.

Unfortunately, the biggest problem I had with the BDSM lifestyle was that I knew nothing about it.  I didn’t know the rules a sub needed to follow, the things he might want me to do, or how to act around my Master or his friends.  What I needed was an instruction book, like ‘Submissiveness for Dummies’ or something.

What would I do if he invited Gemma and Master Luke over some night to join in the fun?  Could I handle being tied and groped, or even fucked by his friend?  Could I handle watching my Master do the same to Gemma while I was bound and gagged in the same room?

The problem was that once the ropes went on, I was helpless to resist anything he did to me, and not because I was immobilized.  On our first night together, he’d given me a pair of code words I could use in case he did something I simply couldn’t handle.  I could say yellow if I had a problem, and red to completely stop everything for any reason.  I hadn’t even considered using them so far, and I doubt I ever would.  He’d called me a natural born submissive, and I don’t think I could deny it any longer.

Okay, so I had a submissive personality, and Quinn was my Master.  He expected honesty, obedience, patience, and trust, and in return he fulfilled some sort of basic need inside me.  It was a damn lopsided quid pro quo, but on my side of the scales, I’d also had more orgasms since meeting him a few weeks ago than I had in the entire previous year!

I kept thinking about things until he returned, but didn’t come up with any new revelations, other than I needed to talk to him about the rules he expected me to follow.  Luckily, he’d gone home to pick up some clothes (and a proper robe) and was in a chatty mood while he put things away.

“So, what it boils down to, is that if you’re going to do this, you want to do it right,” he said, after I gave him the rundown of my thoughts.

“Pretty much,” I agreed.

“It’s too early to tell how well you’d be able to handle being a full twenty-four/seven sub, but fortunately there’s a simple way to ease into the lifestyle.  What’s your middle name?”

“Umm, Leelo,” I replied, caught off-guard by the question.  “My real name is actually Wilma Leelo, but I contracted it into Willow because I hate the name Wilma with a passion.”

“Very well.  Then from now on if I call you Leelo, you will know you’re to maintain a full submissive role until I ‘release’ you by calling you Willow.  Having a simple cue to swap between girlfriend and submissive is handy in certain social situations, so this should work out quite well.”

“Just to make sure I got this right, if I’m Willow I should call you Quinn, but if I’m Leelo then you’re my Master, right?”

“That’s exactly right… Leelo.”

“What may I do for you, Master,” I asked, my heart suddenly racing.

“I left some groceries in the kitchen.  Put them away and then return to await further instruction.  When waiting for instructions, you will stand perfectly straight with your legs shoulder width apart, your hands interlaced behind your head, eyes forward, and your mouth shut.”

“Yes, Master,” I replied, feeling a flush run through my body.  Master Quinn had wasted no time in taking control of the situation.

There wasn’t much to put away, since I’d just stocked the fridge the other day.  Some wine, beer, and juice, plus fruit, cheese, and a variety of cold cuts.  It was the perfect kind of stuff for a quick snack in between rounds of bondage and sex.  I liked it.

“All done, Master,” I announced when I finished the job and returned to the bedroom.

His only reply, was to turn his head to look at me with a raised eyebrow.

Shit!  I immediately stood up straight and assumed the waiting position he’d instructed me to do, silently cursing my stupidity.  I was off to the worst start possible, and he made me stand there in silence to drive the lesson home, while he took his time unpacking.

He appropriated the empty bottom drawer of my dresser for some socks and underwear, and added a few things I couldn’t quite see to the nightstand where he kept his bondage supplies.  His empty bags went under the bed, although one of them still looked a little heavy, and I wondered what other kinds of kinky restraints and toys might be in there.

The last thing he did was put one of those sticky hooks on the wall above his nightstand, so he had a place to conveniently hang something that made my eyes grow wide.  A riding crop!  Now I knew for sure he’d planned that scene with the clothespins, and planned it well!

“Let’s start off with a few simple arm positions,” he said, taking a seat on the edge of the bed.  “You just learned the stand command, even though it took a reminder to get you to actually do it.  I allow one mistake per command, and one only, so the next time you fail to stand and wait properly, you’ll be punished.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.”

“If I say “Hands together”, that means you hold them low in front of you, and I’ll say “elbows” if I want you to do the same behind your back.  “Prayer” means you put your hands together in front of your chest, and “reverse prayer” means to do the same behind you.  Try all four now.”

I quickly did each of them in turn, although the reverse prayer one was a little difficult.  I’d have to work on my flexibility a lot more if he expected me to contort my arms that way.

“When I say “wings”, that refers to touching each shoulder on the same side, “cross” is for touching the opposite shoulder, and “side” simply means your arms and fingers point straight down.  “Box” will always mean you touch the opposite elbow behind your back, since I don’t use an equivalent position for the front.  Show me those now.”

I did a better job with the box position compared to the reverse prayer one, but not by much.  I really
 needed to expand the range of motion for my arms and shoulders.  He had me run through them all again, and then moved onto body positions.

“Kneel” simply meant to kneel in front of him with my legs together and my hands on my thighs.  “Present” was a cross between kneel and my wait command, except with my knees as wide apart as possible.  All in all, there were a dozen variants he expected me to learn, but it seemed the commands were mostly self-descriptive, so I was pretty sure I’d be able to remember them all.

Once he finished with the basic positions he wanted me to learn, he reinforced them all with a little bondage.  It was kind of fun to be tied up twenty different ways in an hour, although that reverse prayer position was extremely hard to handle after he applied the ropes to pull my arms fully
 into the expected position.  He also used the time to lay down a set of rules that ‘Leelo’ needed to follow at all times.

“The most important thing to remember, is that you must immediately do anything I tell you to do, no matter what it is or where you are.  Hesitation, resistance, reluctance, or failure will result in a punishment of my choosing, and I guarantee you’ll be tested in ways designed to make you remember.”

This is the point where I wondered if I was about to be sorry I got what I’d asked for.

“For the next week, you will do nothing that I have not given permission for in advance.  You will not speak, choose your own clothes to go out in, or have any say in what I decide we’ll do or where we go.  You will not wear any clothes while inside your apartment or my house, and won’t be wearing underwear ever, unless I deem it necessary for a special outfit.

“You will most definitely
 not cum without permission… and that last will apply even if you’re released to become Willow again, since I may surprise you with a test or task at any time, day or night.  I will use the code word ‘green’ to let you know you may cum, but like all my other commands, it is not optional.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I replied, my voice a little shaky.

If this was his idea of easing into the whole Dom/sub thing, how strict would he be if we weren’t doing the one-week role play trial? 

“I’m not sure you do,” he said, after studying me for a moment.  “But you will before the night is over.  Go to the living room, open the curtains fully, and stand directly in front of the window while you masturbate with your legs spread wide open.”

If I would’ve been able to see myself in a mirror, I bet I would’ve seen my eyes bug out like a cartoon characters.  I hadn’t been expecting anything like this, and my surprise made me hesitate too long.

“Do I need to ask twice?” he growled, reaching for the riding crop.

“No, Master.  Sorry, Master.”

As I rushed to comply with what was probably the easiest of the tests he had in store for me, I stopped wondering if I’d gotten in over my head.  I knew it for a fact.

I also knew that my juices started to flow before I even got started, and wasn’t sure if it was due to the bondage and groping from a moment ago, or the fear of masturbating where someone might be able to see me.  Was I secretly an exhibitionist?

Of course, now that I had the window open, I realized most of my fear was purely mental.  I’d gotten this apartment a little cheaper because the view overlooked some sort of dingy old factory, so the chance of getting caught was remote.  It still added a bit of a thrill to what I was doing, and I rapidly progressed from using one finger inside my pussy, to two, and then to three.

I had to keep reminding myself to slow down, since he’d forbidden me to ever cum without his permission, and I didn’t expect he’d be giving it any time soon.  Since he’d also forbidden me to speak, I couldn’t ask for permission either; it was entirely his decision unless I backed out of our agreement, and I was not
 gonna give up so soon.

As near as I could tell, he made me stand there for a full hour before finally allowing me to stop, and then I had to lick my hand clean, so I wouldn’t get fingerprints on the thin white dress he’d selected for me to wear.  I guess the dress meant we were going out… or were we?

After I’d slipped into the dress, he had me assume the box position, so he could tie my arms tightly behind me, and he also put the ball gag so deep in my mouth, the strap was biting into my cheeks deep enough to leave marks that would take hours to fade.  If he really was taking me out somewhere, this would be more embarrassing than masturbating in front of my window!

He had me sit so he could put my pair of four inch stilettoes on my feet, which were the highest heels I owned.  He had a real thing for girls in high heels, and had warned me he’d be buying me plenty of shoes with even higher heels.  It was lucky we hadn’t had time to go shopping yet.  In my opinion, these were plenty high.

I realized he really was
 taking me out in public like this, when he led me towards the door by pulling on the ring attached to the front of my collar.  Suddenly afraid, I tried to pull away, but he wasn’t having any of it.  He quickly grabbed the back hem of my dress and pulled it all the way up to my arms, used that hand to hold me against the wall, and used his other hand to deliver five hard swats to my exposed ass.

“Next time it’ll be ten spanks, and I’ll do it at the bus stop out front,” he warned.

I didn’t think he was serious, but there was no way in hell I was going to test that theory, and find out the hard way I was wrong.  I followed him docilely out the door, and was only slightly relieved when he stopped pulling me by my collar, so he could put an arm around me.

It would look much more natural glance, but the fact remained that anybody who got a good look at me would see I was clearly bound and gagged.  I counted myself lucky that the hallway, elevator, and lobby were all empty, but once we hit the front street, there were plenty of people around.

I didn’t dare look around to see if anyone was staring at me, since that would only serve to draw attention to my predicament.  What little I could see surprised me, though, since it seemed nobody noticed or cared.  We made the one block walk to the BDSM club without incident, or even a cat call.

After my public bondage walk, the club felt like a safe haven, even though it was anything but.  Master Quinn had said he was going to be pushing my limits to the max, and this was a place where he could do it quite easily.

Instead of a booth where I’d have at least a little bit of cover, he chose a small, exposed table near the side of the stage.  If he pulled any kind of kinky shenanigans, like he had that time when he fingered me to orgasm here, there’d be no hiding it.

He took the seat with his back to the wall, but didn’t bother pulling out a chair for me.  Was I supposed to do it myself, or did he expect me to stand all night?  He answered the question a moment later by pointing to the floor next to him, and telling me to kneel.

Shit!  Have you ever tried to kneel while wearing stilettos, with your hands tied behind your back?  It wasn’t easy, and it also made the hem of my dress hike up way
 too far for my liking, but I had absolutely no way of straightening it out.  It was a small consolation my ass was facing the wall, but it was still embarrassing.

The ever-efficient serving staff quickly brought him a glass of scotch, but for once didn’t bring me anything.  I guess the fact I was bound, gagged, and kneeling at my Master’s side was a clear signal to them that I didn’t need one.  It was quite disappointing, since if ever there was a time I needed a drink, this was it.

Then again, what would happen if I started drinking, and needed to use the restroom?  I didn’t think Master Quinn would release my arms, so I’d have no way of wiping.  I’d also have to keep the stall door open while I did my business, or I might not be able to open it again!

I relaxed a little when he began massaging my neck, and a little more when I realized nobody was giving me a second glance, even when his hand roamed away from my neck, and down the front of my dress.  As far as the people here were concerned, this was just business as usual.

It actually wasn’t as bad as I thought it’d be, other than the fact my knees were starting to hurt from kneeling on the bare floor.  They’d stiffened up quite a bit by the time his friend Master Luke arrived with his sub Gemma following on a leash behind him, and I wasn’t able to get up on my own when he bid me to rise and bow to him.

He solved the problem by giving me a lift with one hand under my tits, and the other in the crack of my ass, which hiked my dress up even further.  I didn’t dare look to see for sure, but I think it had left my pussy at least partially exposed!

He took the other chair, while Gemma came over to stand beside me.  She was in a similar predicament to me, with her arms bound behind her in a big leather pouch, a huge ball gag in her mouth, and a short mini skirt that really didn’t need to be hiked up to expose her ass.  It was a wonder she hadn’t been arrested for public indecency!

The two of us stood at attention, while our Masters chatted about all kinds of things like sports, and how work was going.  It was actually a little boring, but there was no way I was going to draw attention to myself, or he’d most likely keep me ‘entertained’ in a highly embarrassing manner.  After a while, Master Luke looked our way, and asked Gemma if she’d like a drink.

Without waiting for a reply, he flagged the waitress and ordered a ‘special’ for her, and Quinn asked for one for me as well.  As much as I wanted a drink, my enthusiasm waned when I found out exactly what the special drink entailed.

Our gags were replaced with big, plastic rings that lodged behind the teeth, and kept our jaws just as wide open as the ball gag.  I thought our Master’s would be pouring our drinks into our mouths with these types of gags, but that wasn’t what the special was all about… it was much, much more humiliating than that.

Each drink came in a beer mug instead of a highball glass, since they needed the extra space for the straw, and I use the term straw loosely.  It was a glowing, realistic textured dildo with a hole running down the middle, and a few more smaller ones on the sides.  Because of the holes on the sides, the only way to get any suction was to take enough of it into my mouth to cover them up!  Even worse was the way he wanted me to drink it.

“Step around to the other side of the table, and bend at the waist only, whenever you take a sip,” he ordered.  “After each drink you take, you will hold that position for at least ten seconds before you may stand at attention again.  If you fail at any time, I’ll make you drink a whole gallon of water this way for some additional practice, and you’ll do it up on the stage.”

Master Luke echoed the command to Gemma, with the caveat that only one of us could drink at a time.  Considering how much of my ass would be on display every time I bent over, I really didn’t feel like having a drink anymore, but my Master had given me an order, and I needed to either obey, or quit in disgrace.

Not only was it humiliating, but even getting a few drops into my mouth was extremely difficult.  The ring kept me from wrapping my lips around it properly, so in order to get any kind of suction at all, I had to keep taking it deeper until the ring gag hit a ridge running around the fake cock.

It was so deep in my mouth, that each sip almost triggered my gag reflex, and holding my head down on it for ten seconds afterwards was incredibly difficult.  I actually counted to twelve each time, just to make sure my Master couldn’t count it as a fail and make me do this on the stage.

It must’ve taken close to an hour to finish our drinks this way, but we both drained them to the last drop without earning a round of extra practice.  I couldn’t tell if my Master was proud of my success, or disappointed he wouldn’t be able to put me under the spotlight on the stage, although I guess if he wanted to do it, he didn’t really need an excuse.

Either way, he allowed me to rest by sitting on his lap, and I was so glad to get off my feet, I didn’t care that one of his hands immediately found its way between my thighs.  Gemma remained standing, since her master bought her a second drink, and made her to do it all over again.

She didn’t seem to mind, and in all honesty, she was in better shape than I was.  My ardor had only cooled a little since my masturbation session back home, and now Quinn’s fingers were bringing me right back up to speed.  The only silver lining in my situation, was with the way my dress was hiked up so much, I wouldn’t be staining it with my juices… and they were definitely running right now.

“The glowing blue cock and ring gag come as souvenirs with the special drink,” he said, slipping a finger inside me.  “Do you like blue, or would you prefer a green
 one next time?”

With the emphasis he placed on the word green, there was no doubt about what he really meant.  Well… I had a little doubt over whether he was asking
 me if I wanted an orgasm, or if he was ordering me to cum for him, but I guess it didn’t matter.  I nodded my head affirmative, just as his fingers began concentrating exclusively on my clit.

“The design of the penis straw was modified from a life cast mold of Luke’s cock.  Maybe next weekend you can try the real thing to see how close the real thing is to the fake.”

It sounded like he was messing with me, but I had no doubt he was capable of pushing my limits by making good on his threat.  I hated to admit it, but it kind of turned me on a little.

I reached the peak amazingly fast, and had to bite down on the ring gag so hard it hurt my mouth a little.  Now I was really glad my dress was hiked up, since I could feel the flood running down my crotch and onto his pants; he’d have a tough time hiding that stain!

Since I was wearing a ring gag, he made me lick his fingers clean, but for some reason it didn’t embarrass me as much as it had back at the apartment.  Neither had cumming in full view of everyone, now that I thought about it… was I actually getting used to all this?

I had no answers, and wasn’t likely to find one tonight, since my brain felt like it had shut down from sensory overload.  Too many strange sensations, feelings, and instructions had filled it to capacity, and there was one final thing I had to worry about.

Master Luke had noticed me staring at Gemma’s armbinder earlier, and offered to let me try it on.  Quinn declined, saying we were going shopping tomorrow, and would be getting one of our own, plus a whole lot more.  It sounded like my bondage and discipline training was about to enter a whole new phase.


An Unusual Shopping Spree

“Come Leelo, we mustn’t keep the nice lady waiting,” he cheerfully announced, as he helped me out of his van.

It was also a not so subtle reminder I was in full sub mode right now, and he expected me to remain in character… as if my cuffed wrists and hobbled ankles weren’t enough of a reminder.  It was embarrassing, but at least he hadn’t gagged me this time, and I got to wear sandals instead of those killer stilettos.

We were spending the last day before I started work on a shopping spree, and I couldn’t help but be excited about it, even though some of the items on his list were highly unusual.

Shoes?  I loved getting new shoes… what girl doesn’t?  Unfortunately, his idea of fashion didn’t mix well with my idea of comfort.  The same applied to clothes, since one thing he let slip was that he’d had some custom-built corsets made for me, and I was sure they’d be as strict as they’d be elegant.

Of course, the ‘unusual’ part of our shopping spree had nothing to do with high fashion, except in a few select circles, and was centered on new and creative ways to render me helpless.  Based on the window display in front of me, we were at the right place for that.

The door opened before he could ring the bell, revealing the biggest, tallest, scariest looking woman I’d ever seen.  It wasn’t just her size, which was impressive enough on its own, but how she looked.

From the neck down she was covered in shiny blue latex so dark it was almost black, and I could only tell the catsuit was blue because her corset was a true midnight black.  Let me tell you; I gained a new appreciation for the stretching ability of rubber, after seeing how it managed to contain breasts almost as big as my head!

She had the look of someone you never, ever wanted to get on the bad side of, but she also wore an elegant, jewel studded collar, which meant she was actually a submissive like me.  I hoped I never met the Dom able to tame such an Amazon, or I’d probably die of fright on the spot!  She locked the door behind us, and then gave Quinn a deep curtsey that couldn’t have been easy with the ballet boots she wore.

“It’s been much too long, Master Quinn,” she said in greeting.

“That it has, Nancy,” he replied.  “Thanks for opening for me today.”

“You know we aim to please,” she chuckled.  “Would you care for any refreshments before we get started?”

“Not right now.”

“Very well,” she replied, giving him a slight bow before turning towards me for the first time.  “Come,” she ordered.

I had the feeling she’d simply pick me up like a sack of potatoes if I didn’t follow her deeper into the store, so of course I went the moment Quinn unlocked my cuffs.  She stopped in front of some manikins displaying corsets, and as she began removing the first one, an under bust design, she casually told me to strip.

I couldn’t stop myself from blushing, and I guess I also hesitated for too long as well, since I felt Master’s hand fall on my shoulder.  “Leelo,” he said, as a reminder of my current status, as well as a warning.

There was nothing for it.  I quickly peeled off my T-shirt, glad that at least the store was closed, and it was only the three of us.  I felt my Master’s hand on my shoulder again, and with a quiet sigh, I kicked off my sandals and wiggled out of my shorts.  It goes without saying that I didn’t have any underwear to remove, hence my hesitation.

“Let’s get those hands out of the way to make this go faster and easier for you,” she said, giving me a smile that I think was meant to be reassuring.

Getting my hands out of the way meant connecting them to a hook above me, an act which left me unable to stand flat footed on the ground.  She wrapped the corset around my waist, quickly fastened the busks running down the front, and then spun me around so I was facing my Master.

“The overlapping leather of this particular design means it can be comfortably worn with the back a full three inches apart, yet will go one inch smaller than specified if fully closed,” she explained, as she began tightening the laces.

It felt like she was putting me in a vice, and breathing was becoming harder with every tug.

“The boning is made from titanium to ensure longevity and strength, yet adds very little weight to the overall package.  In fact, all the boning combined weighs less than the integrated D-rings.”

“You need to take shallow, yet steady breaths in this thing, hon,” she added in a sotto voice.

I could’ve wished she wasn’t tightening the laces with such zeal, but I appreciated the advice.  This corset was much, much more restrictive than the simple waist trainer girdle I’d bought.

“Not… so tight… please,” I gasped.

“She’s a new one, huh?” she chuckled.  “Might I suggest we deviate slightly from the normal sequence, and fit her with a gag next?”

“You read my mind.”

The wall to my left was festooned with gags of every shape, size and color, but Master didn’t hesitate in selecting one for me.  It was a dull black rubber affair, with a very soft looking ball on the inside of a wide panel strap, and a small hose running out the middle.  While I wasn’t happy about being gagged, at least he’d picked one that wasn’t a jaw breaker, so I opened my mouth to accept it without complaint.

The gag part was so soft it actually felt chewy, but the strap was wide enough that it completely sealed my lips.  Just as I was starting to think I liked this gag, he screwed something onto the end of the hose and gave me the shock of my life.

It was a small bladder, and every time he gave it a squeeze, the rubber mass inside my mouth grew bigger.  After a few pumps I could feel it starting to expand into my cheeks, and by the time he finally stopped, it felt like my mouth was holding a regulation sized football, and I could barely make a peep!  So much for getting off easy.

“The same titanium boning is included in the half cup and full cup models, but is absent from the slim-line corset.  That one is designed to be practically invisible under regular clothing, and is quite safe to wear twenty-four/seven if you want to speed up her waist reduction.”

“Stellar as usual, Nancy.  You can box up the rest, but let’s leave this one on her while we continue shopping.  Shoes next, I think.”

“I noticed she was wearing sandals when she came in, and I have a lovely pair of cross strap, closed back sandals, with a built-in locking ankle strap that will suit her slender frame quite nicely.  We stock them with heels up to eight inches, but can get nine or ten-inch ones in a few days if required.”

What the fuck?  Sandals with ten-inch heels didn’t exist, did they?

“Let’s try six-inch heels for now.  She’ll have to gradually work her way up to the big ones.”

A truer statement has never been made, since I had a hard enough time walking in four-inch heels.  I could feel the strain in my arch and calf as soon as she put them on me, but at least they had a wide platform and heel, so I had a little more stability than expected.  The shoes also raised me up enough so my arms gained a little slack, which was very much welcome by this point.

The two of them spent some time going through more shoes on the store computer, so I had no idea what he was buying for me, but he said yes at least a dozen times.  They did the same thing with gags, and then to my chagrin, sex toys and butt plugs!  Apparently, my future was going to be filled with surprises.

I was relieved when they returned and lowered my arms, but that feeling didn’t last long, since the next item on the agenda was one of those single sleeve armbinders Gemma had worn.

“This model is made from a very durable rubber, and is perfect when still working on flexibility.  It has just enough stretch to it that the elbows can be pulled apart slightly, but it will keep a steady pressure on her arms, so you can gradually get her elbows to touch.  If you prefer to eliminate the stretch, these additional straps will hold her arms as tight as you could possibly want.”

As tight as the armbinder was, it was slightly more comfortable than when he’d used ropes to hold my arms behind me in a similar position.  If I flexed my arms and shoulders, I could feel the stretch she mentioned, and that helped even more.  Thankfully, they didn’t apply the extra straps she talked about.

“Do you prefer leather or latex for hoods?”

“Both, but let’s try a latex one to match the armbinder.”

“I have the perfect one right here.  It’s thin enough to mold to her face like a second skin, yet reinforced in the back so you can tighten it almost as much as a leather hood.  Removable eye patches are also included, so you don’t have to worry about a blindfold slipping off.”

I didn’t much care for the hood, since it made me feel slightly claustrophobic, and it also trapped the heat.  My face would be a sweaty disaster zone in only a few minutes, I was sure of it.

“If you want to stick with the latex theme today, we have a good selection of bras, thongs, panties with built-in inserts, and the full range of lengths all the way up to real pants.”

“I’d like to see the belt I ordered first.”

“Of course, it came in last night.  As requested, it’s the ultra slim model with removable plug, phallus, and clitoral pad.  I’m wearing the exact same design right now, and I’m willing to bet you never even noticed.”

“I hadn’t, actually.  It really is the next best thing to invisible, but how secure is it?”

“I can guarantee nothing will happen down there that you
 don’t allow.  I speak from personal experience, of course.”

“Let’s see how well it fits, and we might as well try all three attachments to make sure everything works.”

I’d found their discussion a little confusion until they started putting it on me, and I realized belt meant chastity belt, although there was little that was chaste about it with those attachments she included.  I was embarrassed when Master slid a finger into my pussy to see if I needed any lubrication, (I didn’t) and then mortified when he applied some grease inside and around my back passage.

As bad as it was to be touched so intimately in front of this strange woman, at least my privates would be covered once he got the belt on me, so I did my best to ease the job for him.  The butt plug was the only bad part, but once it was all the way inside me, most of the pressure on my sphincter disappeared.  I hadn’t seen it, but apparently it was cone shaped for most of its length, but had a small neck right at the end.

The short dildo was no problem, although it was a tiny bit fat for my liking.  I was sure it would create some stimulating sensations whenever I moved, but not as much as the final addition.  As she closed the belt with an audible click, I felt the aforementioned clitoral pad press against me in a most interesting way.

“The belt itself acts as an antenna to increase the Bluetooth and Wi-Fi range by eighty percent over last year’s model, and can be charged wirelessly for normal operation, fast charged from the micro port in the back, or used with a high-powered battery pack when you’re on the go for extended periods of time.  As soon as you install the app I can give you a demonstration.”

A Bluetooth equipped chastity belt?  No… she couldn’t be serious, could she?

A minute later I found out she surely was when I felt the butt plug suddenly start to vibrate.  I would’ve jumped out of my shoes if they hadn’t been locked around my ankles!

After watching me squirm for a minute, he turned on the dildo, then the clit pad.  The vibrations were incredibly intense, and I began to worry about being made to cum in the middle of the store, which was twice as bad as normal, since he hadn’t given me permission.

He stopped mere seconds before I could blow my top, leaving me frustrated, but also relieved.  It also scared the shit out of me at how much additional control he’d suddenly gained, since he could quite literally set me off with the touch of a button!

“Be careful with the key,” she warned, sounding quite serious for once.  “For security purposes, the manufacturer puts a ninety day hold on all replacement requests, and this is currently the only one in the world that’ll unlock her belt.”

“What about when she needs to go to the bathroom?”

“Peeing is no problem, although it can be messy sometimes, so you need to wash thoroughly afterwards.  With the butt plug installed, I’m afraid you’re stuck with enemas when it comes to number two.”

“No problem.  Anything else I should know?”

“Well, based on her reaction to our quick demonstration, I would recommend a pair of latex bicycle shorts to help prevent any… leakage.  I can smell her arousal already, and she didn’t even have an orgasm yet.”

Okay, now I just wanted to curl up and die out of sheer embarrassment.  Still, it meant a little bit more to cover me up, and although she’d been blunt to the point of crudeness, she’d been right about the smell of my juices.  Right now, I’d take anything I could get.

Since this outfit was almost all latex, he decided to add a matching bra so we could wear everything out when we left.  The thought of going out in public like this almost gave me another heart attack, but at least nobody would be able to recognize me with the hood covering my face, so I wouldn’t have to change my name and leave the country in order to hide.  Getting into my apartment unnoticed would be tricky, though.

He wanted to test the efficiency of the rubber shorts, so he turned the vibrators back on to a low speed while he finished his shopping spree.  Even on low the toys were quite arousing, but I should be able to keep from cumming, at least for a while.  Hopefully it wouldn’t take that long.

Wrong.  He asked for a bunch of basic supplies in bulk, like rolls of rope in all the colors of the rainbow, straps in every length they stocked, a wide variety of nipple clamps, and several dozen leather cuffs.  Now I knew why he’d brought a van instead of his car.

There were multiple styles of panties and bras, some of which had holes for my nipples to poke out, two full catsuits, three more armbinders, six hoods, and even a straitjacket!  There was also plenty of stuff I didn’t get to see before it was packed away, but by this point I was completely overwhelmed by it all, so I stopped caring.  I was sure I’d find out all too soon.

He had a glass of champagne with Nancy, while a helper loaded up the mountain of boxes into the back of the van, and then I got my next big surprise of the day.  Instead of being helped into the passenger seat for the drive home, I was put in the back with everything else, and strapped securely in place with the rest of the packages.

I’m not sure if he meant it as a punishment for my earlier hesitation, or a reward for making it through my outfitting, but he changed the vibration program from a steady low to completely random, and told me to have fun.  I had my first orgasm before he even started the van, and while it was a delicious relief to the frustration that’d been mounting, it was also a little worrisome; the drive here had taken us over an hour, and now we’d have rush hour traffic to deal with for our return!

I had a sinking feeling this would be the longest trip of my life, but I didn’t know the half of it yet.  He wasn’t taking me to my apartment, he was taking me to his place for the first time, in order to introduce me to the pleasures of a proper dungeon.  God help me.


My New Boss

It turned out my Master wasn’t quite as cruel as he’d made me think, he just wanted to mess with me a little.  His place was only twenty minutes away from the shop, so I only came twice more before we arrived, and my tour of his ‘dungeon’ was just a trip to the hot tub room in the basement, where he helped me soak away the aches and pains my new wardrobe had caused.

It was a bit of a shame, since I’d been looking forward to finding out what my Master could do to me in a fully equipped BDSM playroom.  We also had a veritable mountain of new toys to play with, but he said that would have to wait.  I didn’t even get a tour of his place, although the little I saw before we left looked pretty damn nice.

He knew I had to start my new job tomorrow, and didn’t want to wear me out unduly.  He even released me to become Willow again for dinner at a fancy restaurant, although the chastity belt only came off long enough for me to do my business that night, and again in the morning.

It seemed the control belt was one item I was going to have to learn to live with for the duration of my submissive role play week.  I wasn’t exactly thrilled about it, but on a brighter note, Nancy had been right about the rubber bicycle shorts doing the job of keeping my arousal a secret.

They had the additional effect of tightening up my ass, and when combined with the ‘invisible’ corset, and the new monster heeled sandals, transformed my figure into something spectacular.  It was almost too sexy to go out in without a bra, but Master Quinn was in charge of picking my clothes this week, and as he’d put it, ‘boulder holders were verboten’.

Other than having to meet my boss for the first time with my ‘high-beams lighting the way’… another one of his humorous phrases… he’d picked out a simple, but rather nice outfit for me; a teal blouse tucked into navy slacks, with a bolero jacket that matched my pants fairly closely.  It was sort of business like.  I guess.  My slave collar ruined the professional effect.

Oh well… since I was only a low-level accountant, I’d probably be spending my entire day sitting in a cubicle, hunched over a computer where it wouldn’t be very noticeable.  Theoretically.

He gave me a ride to work, and just to make sure I was thinking of him while I was away, he turned one of my vibrators on for the last five minutes of the drive.  It was a scary and dirty trick, but he’d only used the anal vibe on low speed, so it didn’t work me up too much, except psychologically.

It also made sure I walked into the office with a smile on my face, although that only lasted for about thirty seconds after meeting my supervisor.  She was surprised to see me, since all new hires were supposed to have been contacted with the news that the office was being shut down!

It felt like someone had punched me in the gut.  I’d gotten rid of three quarters of my stuff so I could move all the way across the country for this job, in a city where the cost of living was astronomical.  I’d left all my friends and family behind to take this once in a lifetime opportunity, and now she was telling me it was all for nothing.  In another month, I wouldn’t even have enough money left for rent!

I was at an all-time low when I called Quinn to ask for a ride back home, and was practically in tears by the time he arrived.  I was feeling so low, even a ‘cheer up’ blast from my pussy vibe didn’t get a rise out of me.

He asked if I wanted to talk about it, and while I really didn’t at first, having an ear to piss in helped a bit.  He was properly sympathetic, but then fell silent, as if deep in thought.

“I’ve got a proposition for you,” he finally said.  “Why don’t you work for me?”

“I appreciate the offer, but I don’t need a pity job.”

“It wouldn’t be a ‘pity job’.  I’ve been in need of a secretary or personal assistant for quite some time, and the fact that you can also help with the books would make you a tremendous asset.  I’d pay well for the skills you’d be bringing to the table.”

“Yeah?”

“Definitely,” he nodded.  “Since I usually work from home, I’m also sure I can help get you out of the lease for your apartment if you want to move in with me.  I’m good friends with the owner of the building, and it would be much more convenient that way.  Just say the word and I’ll make the call.”

“This would be a real job, and not just an excuse to have me around for a handy nooner or something?”

“If all I wanted was a quickie at lunchtime, I wouldn’t be offering to hire you for a six-figure job.”

“Say what?” I blurted.

“A six-figure salary, and a room you can call your own… although I hope you spend most nights in mine, of course.  The job is quite real, and I promise I’ll make you earn every penny of it.”

It sounded too good to be true.  It would also mean a lot of significant changes in our already complicated relationship, but at this point, could I really afford to pass up on a lifesaving offer like this?

Worst case scenario, I could quit after a trial month, and leave with a bit of extra cash in my bank account.  Even getting to save a month’s rent would help a lot, provided he really could get me out of my current lease, and getting another cheapo apartment wouldn’t be hard.  Maybe I should find out that part first.

“Make the call about my apartment, I guess, then I’ll decide.”

“Fair enough,” he agreed, pulling out his phone and punching a contact.  “Morning… I’m fine, how ‘bout you? … Hey, what’ll it take to get someone out of their lease in your apartment building? … Yes, her… and the security deposit? … Fine, I’ll let her know.  Talk to you later, I gotta run.”

“Well?” I asked.

“It’s no problem at all.  All you need to do is give him a blowjob this weekend,” he said, a quirky smile on his face.

“I have to what?” I shouted, not believing my ears.  Then it hit me that something was up.  “Umm… who is it that owns my apartment building?”

“You know him as Master Luke,” he casually replied, his grin growing bigger.

I almost burst out laughing at the revelation, since he’d already warned me I’d be sucking Master Luke’s cock this upcoming weekend.  He’d somehow managed to turn my workplace disaster into another one of his kinky games… and it helped me make up my mind.

“So,” I slowly began.  “When do I start work, Master?”

***

Master Luke sent Gemma over to help with the move, and since I hadn’t gotten around to throwing away all the boxes I’d so recently used, the three of us had all my possessions boxed up and ready to go in record time.  She stayed behind to deal with the movers Quinn hired, and also to clean the place for the next tenants, so I didn’t even have to worry about those chores.

In a matter of hours I was lugging a suitcase through Quinn’s front door, ready to begin an exciting new phase of my life… and one I hoped wasn’t a huge mistake.  It felt right, though, so I wasn’t as scared as I probably should’ve been.

“Stop!” he barked, when I was just a few steps inside.  “Have you forgotten the rules already, Leelo?”

Shit.  One of the rules he’d specified out for my week as his sub, was I wasn’t allowed to wear clothes inside my apartment or his house.  I hadn’t thought it applied right now, though.

“Sorry Master,” I replied with a sigh, and began removing my clothes.  This was going to take some getting used to.

“I suppose I can let it slide this one time, since you were Willow up until this point, and this is your first day on the job.”

I took that to mean I’d be working for him as Leelo, which could severely complicate things.  On the other hand, it might add a bit of spice to an otherwise dull workday, as long as he didn’t go overboard with his demands.

We left my luggage in the foyer, and headed straight to his home office so we could finalize the details of my new job.  Despite the impromptu nature of my employment, he was quite thorough in putting the contract together, and I realized he’d been completely serious about needing my help.

I became his secretary, personal assistant, research assistant, and bookkeeper first, maid and cook second, and bondage toy a distant third.  After all, I couldn’t do any paperwork if my arms were tied behind my back, or answer the phone while gagged.  That didn’t mean the Leelo part of me was completely ignored.

Any mistake earned me a demerit, to be reckoned with at the end of the day in a manner of his choosing.  Since he’d been tapping a wicked looking cane against his hand when he told me this, I didn’t think he meant I’d be working overtime typing up extra reports.

Despite his not being prepared for me working for him, I got a lot done before he called it a day.  I could’ve done even more, if he hadn’t kept himself amused by turning my toys on and off at random so he could watch me squirm.  It was a little annoying, especially since he never let me cum even once, but he was the boss.  Literally.

My last command of the ‘work’ day was to fetch him a drink so he could unwind, and then crawl under his desk to suck his cock.  It would’ve been completely unacceptable sexual harassment for Willow, but since it was Leelo he’d hired, it seemed like a perfectly natural request to me.

Other than the occasional bump on the underside of his desk when I bobbed my head too energetically, I quite enjoyed giving him his end of day treat, and hoped it would become standard operating procedure.  Of course, being bent over the desk would be even more fun, but we had plenty of time for experimentation.

We’d decided to extend my one-week submissive experiment to one month, in order to match my thirty-day work trial.  It seemed like the logical thing to do, and while I could still quit one or both at any time, I didn’t think I would.

He’d pushed my limits pretty hard this last few days and I’d passed each test admirably… at least in retrospect.  As for the job, I felt I could help him even more than he knew, and looked forward to proving myself to him.

Once I’d finished up under the desk, he wanted me to start dinner, familiarize myself with his house, (except for his bedroom and the basement, which he’d show me later) and unpack my clothes in the guest room adjoining the master suite.   I wanted to do all three at once, but did them in the order he specified since it made the most sense.

The kitchen was impressive, and damn near as big as my old apartment, although the fridge, freezer, and pantry were all pretty bare.  I guess he didn’t cook at home much.  I found enough stuff to cobble together a simple stew, and by the time it was simmering nicely, had a shopping list as long as my arm.

It would take at least an hour to reduce and come together, so I used the time to explore his house, or snoop around, if you want to be more accurate.  It was quite a bit bigger inside than it looked from the front, and the more I wandered, the more impressed I became.

There were eight bedrooms, each with their own full bathroom, a gigantic living room, a dining room that could seat twenty, an impressive library, and several other areas that didn’t look to have a specific purpose.  He even had a swimming pool out back, and I hoped we’d get to try it out soon, since I loved swimming.  I wondered what bondage in water would be like.

When I got to my bedroom, I found the movers had unpacked a lot of my stuff already, so it only needed to be organized the way I liked it.  I only got as far as hanging up my clothes in the massive walk in closet before I had to go check on dinner, and found it was pretty much ready.

Quinn wandered in just as I was searching the cabinets for bowls, and complimented me on how good it smelled.  Since he’d called me Willow, I was free to thank him, ask about the shopping list, and enjoy a somewhat normal dinner.  Normality ended when I asked if he could remove my belt so I could use the bathroom, and I became Leelo again.

Since he might not always be available to remove the belt when I needed to take care of business, I had to learn how to give myself an enema.  There was a stopper in the middle of the butt plug that had to be removed so I could attach a hose, and then the hose was attached to either a portable bag, or a special fitting in my bathroom toilet.

It wasn’t what I would describe as a pleasant experience, but it did the job of ‘doing the job’, and my toilet also had a built-in bidet, so cleaning up afterwards was fairly easy for both front and back.  Hopefully I wouldn’t have to do this too often, but at least now I knew how.

After that degrading experience, he led me into his bedroom, and things began looking up.  I’d been horny as hell all day, and was more than ready for some good, hard bondage sex.

His bedroom was impressive in both size and décor, even though conventional decorations and adornments were fairly sparse.  Instead of hanging paintings on the wall, he’d installed hundreds of hooks and dozens of shelves, all with the express purpose of holding the tools of his trade as a Dom.

I recognized a lot of it as stuff he’d bought during our kinky shopping spree, but there was plenty he must’ve had from before.  He gave me a descriptive fifty cent tour, so I’d know where he wanted me to go if he ordered me to stand at the St. Andrew’s cross, bend over the spanking bench, or straddle the hanging horse.  I was expected to memorize those things and plenty more, just like I had with my submissive postures and positions.

His oversized bed was the most impressive item in the room, though, and was obviously custom built with hardcore bondage in mind.  Each bedpost was near eight feet in height, it had two power winches in the ceiling above it, and practically every part of the frame had recessed rings for convenient anchor points.

He could probably restrain me a different way each night for a year without duplicating a position once!  A romp on the bed would have to wait, though, since he had a ‘chore’ that needed to be taken care of first.  Using chains attached to the posts and legs at the foot of the bed, he bound me in a tight, standing spread eagle, and retrieved a wicked, multi-strand flogger.

“If you’re going to live here as Leelo, then I’m afraid I’m going to have to skip a few intermediate steps, and jump straight to the advanced lessons,” he began, swishing the flogger around.  “So far today you failed to present yourself properly seventeen times, spoke out of turn twenty-nine times, made thirty-three protocol errors, and had so many other mistakes and transgressions I lost count.”

My eyes had grown wider with each item he ticked off, until they must’ve looked as wide as saucers.

“It’s an unfortunate way to begin, but I simply can’t have such an undisciplined sub living under my roof, especially since I’m expecting guests later on this week.  I will
 teach you to behave properly, even if it takes all night, every night.”

For the first time since submitting to him, I was genuinely scared.  I was about to receive my first real punishment session, and it didn’t sound like it would be an easy one.


Advanced Lessons

My first taste of the flogger was straight across my breasts, and it left me gasping in pain.  The intensity of it had caught me off-guard, since it didn’t seem he swung all that hard, but the lines of fire it left behind in its wake told a different story.  He studied my reaction for a few moments, then struck again backhanded.

“The normal punishment is ten strokes for each and every transgression, but since this is your first time, and you have so many, I’ll have to get creative and mix things up a bit.  I’m going to let you choose your own fate during this particular lesson, and your options are as follows:

“You can choose pain, orgasms, or tickling, and I’ll be more than happy to oblige.  Feel free to switch as often as you like between those choices, but keep in mind there will always be at least one of the three happening at all times, and changing will not be instantaneous, so there’ll be some overlap.  Right now, you may be thinking the choice is obvious, but I think you’ll discover it’s not so simple.”

I disagreed.  The pain in my tits was intense with nothing to distract me, and I’d been horny all day, so naturally I picked orgasm right off the bat.  It was a no-brainer as far as I was concerned.

He paused his flogging just long enough to turn all three vibrators up to the max, and it made an immediate difference to how I was dealing with the pain.  I still felt each blow, and even though he began striking faster, my rapidly approaching orgasm took my mind off the worst of it.

The combination of submission in tight bondage, and high-speed vibrations… especially from the one on my clit… made my orgasm hit like a freight train.  Even the pain in my chest added to the strength of the pleasure coursing through me, and it kept going for an amazingly long time.

He stopped flogging me somewhere in the middle of it, and began massaging my chest instead.  The sting of all those little strands of leather had left my skin quite sensitive, so every little touch seemed magnified far out of proportion.  I loved it, and had barely come down from my first orgasm when the second struck with equal intensity.

I guess non-stop, full power vibrations will do that.  Its passing left me hanging limp in my restraints, but now I had an inkling of what he meant when he said the choice might not be as simple as I thought.  Two powerful orgasms in rapid succession had left my pussy feeling quite sensitive, and high-speed vibrations no longer felt quite as delicious as they had a few minutes ago.

There was no way I could stand a continuous string of orgasms like this, so I needed to make the choice between pain or tickling.  I hated to be tickled, but it seemed to be the easiest option out of the three, so that’s what I called out.

He immediately attacked my armpits and ribs in an assault that took my breath away, and air had already been in short supply after that pair of orgasms.  The toys were still running rampant as well, so I was about to explode for a third time, and there was no getting away from it.

I screamed out ‘pain’ just as it began rolling over me, and for the duration of this orgasm, I experienced overlap from all three options.  I felt close to passing out from the lack of air and extreme sensory overload, but he shut off the vibrators a moment later, and I slowly began to recover.

It got better once the tickling stopped, but then he switched targets, and began flogging me on my thighs and ass.  Surprisingly, it was the blows on the inside of my thighs that hurt the most, and I realized that the evil control belt was actually sparing me the worst of it.  If I wasn’t wearing it, those thin strands of leather would be hitting a much
 more sensitive spot, and I didn’t think I could handle that right now.

I stuck with pain as long as I could, but then he changed things up by grabbing a cane, and after the first blow landed across my ass, I yelled out orgasm.  The vibrations didn’t feel quite so nice this time, although my body reacted to the relentless stimulation in the predictable manner, and I was well on my way to my next forced orgasm.

He put ten stripes on my ass with the cane, and one across my tits before he stopped the pain cycle, and let me enjoy/endure the pleasure I’d chosen as the alternative.  I think I lasted through four orgasms before I couldn’t take any more, but things were blurring together by this point, so it could’ve been more.

When I switched back to pain, he chose a riding crop this time, and wouldn’t have been as bad as the cane if he hadn’t aimed at my nipples so often.  I think I lasted for two or three minutes before I was forced to try tickle again.

I knew it was a mistake, even as I blurted the word, but I hated being tickled so much, I stupidly asked for orgasms mere moments after the tickling began.  Now I had a long, grueling overlap cycle to deal with, and I wondered if I’d be able to survive it.

I think my vacant, glassy eyed expression told him I’d reached my limits, because he turned off my vibrators at the same time he stopped tickling me, and gave me some time to recover.  You wouldn’t believe how badly I needed it, even though my entire punishment session hadn’t lasted as long as a typical bout of lovemaking.

I was so weak I couldn’t even stand when he released me, so he helped me sit in a large wooden chair that was festooned with heavy leather straps.  The one that went over my stomach was enough to ensure I wouldn’t be going anywhere, but he used dozens more over every part of my body, until it felt like I’d been glued in place.  By the time he was done, I could wiggle my fingers and toes, but that was about it.

He gave me a large glass of water before putting a stubby, penis shaped gag in my mouth, and then sprung his next surprise on me.  After typing on his computer for a minute, the big screen TV on the wall ahead of me came to life, and it was me up there, being chained to the foot of his bed.  He’d recorded my punishment, and was going to make me watch it!

At first, I was disgusted and humiliated, but then I gradually became fascinated, and even a little turned on, which should’ve been impossible after what he’d just put me through.  I also discovered that the blows he’d delivered had been halfhearted at best, and it was only my inexperience with corporeal punishment that had made them feel so strong.

All except for the cane, that is… if this chair was any indication, working a desk job was gonna suck tomorrow.

***

Working at my desk did
 suck, but not for the expected reason.  In fact, my ass wasn’t even very sore the next morning.  No… it sucked because my Master let his creativity run rampant, and combined my morning exercise, heel and corset training, and computer work at something called a treadmill desk.

As the name implies, I stood on a slowly moving treadmill, and practiced walking in those six-inch heels, with the heavily boned corset crushing my waist.  The desk surface itself was adjustable and pretty comfortable to work on, and the treadmill was only turning at a mile or two per hour, but you try walking in high heels all morning and see how you like it!

Despite my additional ‘workload’, I actually got a lot done.  He had the number for a service that would shop for and deliver all the groceries I wanted, so I took care of that first thing.  The man even put it all away for me, although I had to stand there with my tits on display, so he knew where I wanted everything.  I bet he had one hell of a story to tell his coworkers, although I doubt anyone believed him.  I wouldn’t.

I also organized and inputted six months’ worth of expenses for him, and was amused when I found out he wanted the bill for my fetish gear filed under ‘office supplies’.  I was also a little alarmed when I saw the twenty-grand price tag, and wondered how much stuff he’d really bought for me that day.

I guess the custom fitted items were expensive, but it seemed like a hell of a lot of money to spend on something he wasn’t sure was going to last.  Then again, I’d already gone from a one week submissive trial to a full month, with no sign I was going to quit.  Maybe he knew me better than I knew myself… and it wasn’t like he couldn’t afford it.

When I put together a balance sheet for his accountant, I quickly realized just how well off my Master was.  There wasn’t a single entry in his receivables for less than six figures, and quite a few were over seven.  He’d made more money last week than I had in my entire life combined!

The only work-related problem I faced, was I finished all my tasks too fast, and then had to stand at attention in front of him until he could assign me a new one.  He really hadn’t been prepared for someone as smart, efficient, and hard working as I was.

Since it was a rather slow day, and I finished everything he wanted me to do, my afternoon became somewhat interesting, and had very little to do with work.  The rubber armbinder made a magical appearance out of his desk drawer, as did my ring gag souvenir from the club, a pair of nipple clamps, and a few coils of rope.  Office supplies indeed!

I think he put the armbinder on me tighter than Nancy did back at the store, but I could still stretch it a little, so it meant he didn’t use those extra straps.  I hoped he never did, since it was plenty tight as it was.

The ring gag immediately followed, but he turned my vibrators on low and played with my nipples for a few minutes before clamping them, to ensure they were as hard as they could get.  This particular set of nipple clamps was a little devious.  If he pulled on the chain connecting them, it actually caused them to bite down harder!

Now that I was ‘suitably attired’, he had me crawl under his desk and kneel, so he could add a little bondage to keep me from getting bored and wandering away.  In short order he had my knees tied to the front legs of the desk, and my ankles to the back ones, so I was spread nice and wide.  He liked to stretch his legs out, and didn’t want mine in the way.

My task for the afternoon was to practice my deep throat technique, as well as learning how to breathe properly with a cock lodged in my throat.  I was to take him in until my lips were kissing his balls, and hold it as long as I could.

Unbelievably, he also instructed me to back off if it seemed like he was going to cum, since this was a lesson for me, not a nooner for him.  It goes without saying that I wasn’t allowed to cum either, and if either of us did, he promised there’d be hell to pay.

He also gave me one hell of an incentive to do my task well; if I managed to do good at this lesson, he’d take the belt off, let me choose the position I wanted to be bound in for a quickie, and then I’d be allowed to lounge around the pool for the rest of the afternoon.  Motivation indeed!

Like every lesson he taught me, this one was far more difficult than it first appeared.  My balance was hard to maintain with all my weight on my knees, and my arms mashed together behind my back, I overbalanced a lot.  When I did, his dick went all
 the way down my throat, and stayed there until I could rock back up.

I’m not sure if it was trying to bend in the corset that was keeping me starved for air, or just holding my breath over the mouthful of meat.  Either way, oxygen molecules became a precious commodity, and my own arousal was demanding more and more of them as time went by.

Low speed on my old vibrator would just get me nice and horny, but the triple threat inside this belt was enough stimulation to get me off if I let it.  I’d had a taste of punishment last night, so there was no way in hell I was going to let it get the best of me, no matter how much I wanted to explode.

Breaks were allowed, and if he was too close to blowing his load, required.  However, if I took too long, he’d raise a knee and curl his toes over the chain connecting my nipple clamps to give them a few tugs and shakes.  It worked better than an alarm clock, but I wouldn’t recommend you try it.

I swear I practiced deep throating his cock for well over an hour before he finally called a halt to my lesson, and began setting me free.  Once I was out from under the desk, he removed the ring gag from my mouth, and locked his lips over mine.  He was just as horny as I was, and could barely break apart long enough to congratulate me, remove my restraints, and ask how I wanted it.

I’d initially thought to do it in the pool somehow, but now I didn’t want to wait that long.  I decided my other fantasy, of being tied over his desk was better and closer, so that’s the way we did it.

The ropes were still conveniently tied to the legs of the desk, so he used them to hold my ankles wide apart, and after I bent over the desk, the second pair was tied to my wrists.  The bondage was a lot tighter than I’d envisioned, and he’d forgotten to take the nipple clamps off, so they were mashed painfully underneath me, but I didn’t care.

As soon as he rammed his cock into my sopping wet slit, all other thoughts were forgotten; I came almost instantly, unable to hold back the tide any longer.  Even as he began ramming me harder and faster, my orgasm kept peaking and peaking until I thought I was going to lose my mind.

After being teased and sucked for so long, he couldn’t last as long as he usually did, but that too was a good thing for once.  My orgasm was so strong, and he was pounding me so hard, it never really ended.  For around five minutes I was jolted by a string of aftershock and mini orgasms, until he worked me up to a second, full blown climax that peaked at the exact same time he shot his load.

After he untied me, it probably took another good five minutes before I felt my legs could support my weight again, and I groggily began cleaning up the mess we’d made.  I’d squirted like a fountain with that second big orgasm, so it took a whole armful of towels to repair the damage done to us and his formerly pristine office.  I made a mental note to buy a steam cleaner for the carpet in case this became the regular occurrence I hoped it would.

There was no thought of going back to work after that, so he joined me in the shower to finish cleaning up, and then in the pool for a nice cool soak that ended in a second impromptu frolic.  No bondage this time, just good sex that left me feeling fully satisfied, and loving my Master more than ever.

That was my last break from bondage for a while, since he was hosting a party this weekend, and his guests were all people from the BDSM club.  I had to learn how to act properly around other Masters and Mistresses, serve while restrained, and deal with anything
 that came up.  It was three long, grueling days of bondage heaven and hell that left me so tired I slept like a rock, no matter how tight he tied me up for bed.

He didn’t come right out and say it, but I had the feeling this was going to be both my introduction and my initiation into his little group.  I also had a feeling I’d be the center of attention for most of the night, if not all of it, and hoped I was up for the challenge.

I had no idea how wild a real BDSM party got, but I already knew I had to give Master Luke a blowjob, so ‘pretty fucking wild’ was probably a safe bet as well as a huge understatement.  I guess I’d find out.


The Party

There was a lot to do, so my day started at six in the morning.  Even though I wasn’t currently wearing the belt, I was instructed to give myself a double enema, shave, and shower before reporting to my Master, so he could dress me in my ‘work’ clothes.

Work clothes didn’t really do my outfit justice, since it consisted of a black latex catsuit, light corset, high heel sandals, and a pear-shaped gag.  A twelve-inch wooden bar was locked between my ankles, and my wrists were connected by a chain that ran through the front of my collar to allow me some movement, but never enough for the jobs I had to do.

I didn’t have to wear the control belt, but he did shove a vibrating butt plug up my bum, so he could summon me with it if he needed something.  (This happened a lot, by the way, just because he wanted to keep me hopping.)

Polishing the silverware and setting the table for a formal dinner took ages, but most of my time was spent in the kitchen.  I had to prepare all sorts of hors d’oeuvres and munchies, salad, soup, two main course options, and a variety of desserts.  I’d never cooked so much in my life!

Once the food was taken care of, I had to make sure all the bars were fully stocked, the ice bins filled, and every glass perfectly spotless.  I also had to load up several ‘entertainment’ carts that made me quite nervous, since there was one each for restraints, punishment implements, and adult toys.  I hoped the other Masters would be bringing their subs with them, or I was in for a very
 busy night!

It was late afternoon before I finished my chores and got to take a real break.  I had to take another shower after sweating in the catsuit all day, and he told me to give myself another enema as well.  That didn’t bode well for the things he might make me do at the party, but I wasn’t about to refuse him at this late date.

At five o’clock sharp it was time to get me dressed in my serving uniform, and I had to work hard to keep my nerves in check.  This was it!

He started with the heavy corset, since he wanted to lace it up extra tight, and needed to do it in stages.  I thought it was plenty tight right off the bat, but before his guests arrived, he tightened it up twice more.

White silk stockings were next, and felt quite luxurious on my freshly shaved legs.  I hadn’t even known I had a pair, so I guess he’d done some shopping without me.  When he put my sandals and ankle cuffs back on, he also added new ones just above my knees and elbows, to make sure I could easily be restrained in a multitude of ways.

It sounded ominous the way he said it, but elbow cuffs also made it unlikely I’d be put in an armbinder tonight, so that was a win in my book.  He used a three-foot spreader bar to make sure I wouldn’t try to close my legs, and then added a short one to connect my elbows behind my back.  It left me enough freedom to flap my forearms around a little, but trying to serve anything to his guests would be a real bitch!

He coated my lips with a brilliant red shade of lipstick before filling my mouth with a large white ball gag, and finished by adding a pair of tweezer style nipple clamps that had tiny bells dangling from the ends.  Since there’d been a fair amount of groping, fondling, and teasing going on during my outfitting, it was close to six by the time he was done, and I had to rush to get into place to greet our guests as they arrived.

Rush was a relative term.  Have you ever tried to walk through a doorway narrower than the bar holding your legs apart, with skyscraper heels making each tiny step an adventure?  I thought not.

My job as greeter was a little tricky, since he expected me to be holding a full glass of champagne in one hand, while I opened the door with my other, and then quickly shuffled to the side to let them enter.  I then had to lead the guest to the living room, and if I’d spilled a single drop of champagne, I was ordered to present myself to my Master for punishment.

With my typical luck, that happened with the very first guest to arrive.  It was Mistress Isabella and her sub Paige who rang the bell first, and she caught me off-guard by fingering my pussy to see if I was ‘as much of a slut as she thought’ when she’d first seen me at the club on Halloween.

As embarrassing as it was to be groped by her, it was even more embarrassing with how wet her fingers were.  She rubbed one under my nose so the smell would stay with me, and then had Paige suck her fingers clean.  Yeah, I was off to a good start in the humiliation department.

After escorting them to the living room, and being bent over for a spanking, I didn’t make it back to the door in time to open it for a Master I’d never seen before.  I found out his name was Master Theo and his sub was called Phoebe, when I had to report for another ass whooping for not being at my post to let them in.

I was late opening the door, and I also spilled some of his champagne when Master Luke and Gemma arrived, which earned me a double spanking.  Fortunately, the last couple to arrive were running behind schedule, and I managed to bring Master Noah and Eden to the others without incident.

Now my job was to serve everyone, bringing them anything they wanted in the way of food, drink, or something from the entertainment carts.  There was a lot of groping of my ass and pussy, fondling my tits and tweaking my nipples, but it honestly wasn’t as bad as I thought it’d be when Master Quinn had me load up those carts.  In fact, most of the stuff was used on the other submissives instead of me.

I might’ve gotten off entirely if I hadn’t owed Master Luke that blowjob, but it was expected, and he wanted to make a big show out of it.  He had me fetch two wand vibrators from the cart, and hold them on Gemma and Phoebe while I paid off my debt to him.

They were ordered not to cum before he did, but those magic wands were powerful devices, and Master Luke had almost as much self-control as my Master did.  Even though I licked and sucked for all I was worth, both of them came two or three times before I finished, and earned a punishment after dinner.

I didn’t have to serve dinner, since there were four other subs, and my Master had other plans for me.  With help from Masters Luke and Theo, I was placed in the middle of the table as a centerpiece, and put into an odd sort of hogtie.

My legs were folded over until my back was arched as much as the corset allowed, and then my ankles were tied off to my elbow cuffs.  Then the ball gag was put back in my mouth, and was tied to the elbow bar to ensure I kept my head looking straight forward at my Master in his seat at the head of the table.

Someone… I think it was Mistress Isabella… amused herself by using the wand on me at random times throughout dinner.  She kept me well worked up, but didn’t let me cum until dessert was served, and then she kept it on me until I squirted all over the bowl she’d put between my legs.  She claimed Paige liked a little ‘secret sauce’ with her cake, and I think I gave her a double helping at least!

I got a chance to eat after that, while the other girls cleaned up.  Food was the furthest thing from my mind right now, but I ate a bit to keep my strength up because it seemed clear the party had only just begun.

I was righter than I knew, since as soon as the cleanup was done, we all went downstairs to the Master’s dungeon.  I was both excited and scared at the prospect, since I had yet to see the place, and the things he had in his bedroom were bad enough.

I wasn’t disappointed.

It didn’t have musty stone walls and rusted chains bolted to the walls, like you’d expect in the dungeon of a medieval castle.  No… these chains, shackles, manacles, hanging cages, and jail cells were all nice and shiny.

All the stuff I’d recently experienced, like the St. Andrews cross, spanking bench, pillory, restraint chair, and whipping post were all present, but there was plenty of new stuff as well.  I recognized a torture rack right off the bat, and something that was probably an iron maiden, although hopefully without all the sharp spikes inside.

Tables, benches, beds, and a gynecological chair were all easily identifiable as well, but that still left a score of things that remained a mystery to me.  Well… not quite
 a mystery, since everything in this room was meant for bondage, discipline, or both.

All five of us subs were stripped naked, and lined up in a row next to a round table in the middle of the room, where some sort of board game was laid out.  We were expected to stand at perfect attention, so I couldn’t really tell much about the game, although I knew it wasn’t Monopoly or the like.

The moves seemed a little convoluted, requiring dice, cards, and a spinner, but the results were straightforward enough.  After each turn, the player got to do something to one of us, and guess who their favorite target was?  Yup, they all seemed to pick on me.

After one turn around the table, I was wearing a straitjacket, hood, double-sided dildo gag, and was put into a frog tie with a large, high-powered vibrator shoved up my ass.  My challenge was to get around the entire table and back in line before the next round was complete, or I’d continue to be the main focus of attention.

If I had an orgasm, or dropped the vibrator, they’d each draw a card from the punishment pile as well.  I never came close to cumming, and there was no way the knobby vibrator was falling out of my ass, but I didn’t even make it halfway around the table before the round was over.  I’m pretty sure that was the idea.

For my forfeit, I was bound on my back on top of a low bench, at the perfect height for Eden to straddle the dildo on my gag.  It was actually a little too perfect for my liking, because if she allowed herself to fall flat footed, I couldn’t breathe.  She had to keep her heels at least a couple of inches off the ground to keep from smothering me, and she either didn’t realize it, or didn’t care once her feet began to get tired and her orgasm got close.

She was actually scaring the shit out of me by the end, but I was still breathing when she finally came and climbed off my face, so I probably
 hadn’t been in any real danger.  While I’d been occupied with Eden, the game had continued, and the other girls had been brought into it in a big way.

Gemma was in a tight strappado, suspended in midair by a narrow board that looked to be concentrating most of her weight right on her poor cunt.  Ouch!  I couldn’t tell if there were any fun toys involved or not, but even if there were, I was glad it wasn’t me riding the thing.

Phoebe and Paige were lying on top of the table, being tied together in a sixty-nine position by all five of them at once.  They must’ve been using hundreds of feet of rope to cocoon them together, but it went fast with that many riggers working together.  Once the last knot was tied, Mistress Isabella told them to start licking; it was a contest to see who could make the other cum first!

While they placed their bets and commented on the action, Eden went around and began helping them out of their clothes.  I don’t know if the girls were bad at eating pussy, or extremely good in the self-control department, but Eden had enough time to get everyone completely naked before Paige lost the battle and exploded into orgasm.

They were quickly released, retied with their arms in the box tie position, and given their respective punishment and reward.  From the luck of a card draw, Paige was made to fetch a cane, and bent over next to each of them in turn.  A roll of the dice determined how many swats she got from each of them as her punishment, although I suspected loaded dice with how many times twelve happened to come up.

Phoebe’s reward was to crawl under the table, and service the person currently caning Paige’s ass.  I had a little twinge of jealousy when she started sucking my Master’s cock during his turn, and wished I was in her place, even if it meant sucking and licking the others.

Once Paige finished her rounds, she was taken over for a ‘rest’ on the rack, and Phoebe was given leave to cum using my dildo gag.  She had slightly longer legs than Eden, so I wasn’t half suffocated by the time she finished, although she gushed so much I thought I might drown when she squirted up my nose.

Once she stepped off and stopped blocking my view, I saw Gemma was in the process of being whipped by my Master, and Eden was being tied with her legs in a lotus position.  It looked like a supremely uncomfortable tie, especially once clover clamps were used to connect her nipples to her toes, and a magic wand was mashed against her pussy.  If she was a toe curler like me, then every orgasm would really pull on those clamps!

Phoebe went back under the table while they played another round, and apparently Master Theo made a good move, since they all began cheering and applauding.  They also immediately rose and headed my way, so I was about to become the focus of their attention again.  I was more than ready for a change of position, but wasn’t sure I liked the smirks I saw on all their faces.

After all my current restraints were removed, Master Quinn instructed me to do jumping jacks to stretch my limbs, while they took care of Phoebe.  It wasn’t really necessary, since my legs were only a little stiff, and my arms were perfectly fine, but I did it anyway.  This definitely wasn’t the time or place to question his orders.

It didn’t take them long to take care of Phoebe, since she was simply bound over one end of a waist high, padded table.  Two minutes later I found myself on the other end of the table, although I was facing the other way.

“It’s been a long time since we’ve done the round robin, so I’ll go over the rules to refresh everyone’s memory,” Master Quinn began.  “We go around the circle in a counter-clockwise direction, switching every sixty seconds.  With four holes and five of us, the odd man… or woman… will be calling the shots for each round, as well as keep score.

“When you’re on the back end of one of them, the caller will spin for either open hand or paddle spanks, and roll for the number of blows.  The girls win five points every time they make someone cum, and lose five for every orgasm they have.  The loser will be put away for the night, and in case of a tie, they’ll both be put away to ensure they’re well rested for the tie breaker round.”

He never mentioned what the winner got, but I knew I wanted to win.  Being put away for the night sounded quite ominous, and I wanted nothing to do with it.  My Master took up position behind me, Master Luke in front of me, and Master Theo started off as the odd man out.

His opening roll was for nine open hand slaps, which Master Quinn applied directly to my pussy, not my ass like I’d been expecting.  As if it was planned, Master Luke thrust his cock past my lips the moment I opened my mouth to gasp, and held it there until the nine blows were done.

It had to be a planned sequence, since immediately after the ninth blow landed, Master Quinn plunged his cock deep inside me, while Master Luke pulled his out.  They fucked me from both ends with perfect timing, with one cock always going in while the other was going out.

After sixty seconds a bell sounded and they rotated, and Master Noah’s cock, freshly coated with Phoebe’s love juices was pressed past my lips, and I received eight more pussy slaps.  The cock that slid into my pussy felt much too rigid to be real, so I figured Mistress Isabelle must be using a strap-on dildo.  Correction; make that a vibrator, and one that was buzzing away quite powerfully.

It caught me totally off-guard, and since I’d already been horny as hell, I couldn’t stop myself from cumming halfway through her turn.  Even as a part of me was cursing for losing control so fast, the rest of me began bucking and thrashing in ecstasy, wanting even more.  As if she could read my mind, she really ground it into me, and almost sent me straight over the top a second time, but I was quite literally saved by the bell.

The next round started with six paddle spanks to the ass, and the pain helped distract me from the orgasm I was trying to fight off, but only a little.  I was right on the edge when the next change happened, and to my immense surprise, started cumming during the eleven pussy slaps!

I was off to a seriously bad start, but I heard Phoebe cum during this round, so I was only behind by one.  I still had a chance.

When it was Mistress Isabelle’s turn in front of me, I assumed she’d make me deep throat her dildo, but the harness popped open quite easily, so I was able to eat her out instead.  I sensed she was close, so I attacked her clit with everything I had, hoping to win back some points.

I managed to succeed with only a few seconds to spare, and felt quite proud of myself for pulling it off.  A few short weeks ago I never would’ve dreamed I’d not only lick a woman to orgasm, but be pleased as punch to do it.  All during a kinky BDSM orgy, where I might expect to trade orgasms with her, my Master or any of the three other guys!  I’d sure come a long way since becoming a sub.

Unfortunately, she gave me one right back in return, and then came again with Phoebe, putting me behind by ten points.  Ten became twenty when she made both Masters Theo and Noah cum at nearly the exact same time, and my chances of winning looked pretty slim.

The game wasn’t over yet, though.  Gemma and Paige were brought in to take the place of the Masters who’d just cum, although they weren’t given a vibrating dildo to use; it was straight up pussy licking to and from the both of them.  Their tongues were just as dangerous, though, since they were very
 skilled with them.

I think Eden was also released from her predicament, but she had to be wiped out from the magic wand, and would probably need quite a bit of recovery time before she’d be able to join the game.  I imagined the game would be over by then, but it was entirely possible the men might be back for a second round if they recharged their batteries fast enough.

Speaking of the men, when I had the two remaining Masters in me next, I put maximum effort into finishing the job by squeezing my pussy as tight as I could for my Master, while I rolled my tongue over Master Luke’s shaft, and leaned into him to take in that little bit extra.  I wasn’t able to get both at once like Phoebe did, but I made my Master fill my pussy with his load, and then Master Luke followed suit moments after he got behind me.

I heard Phoebe cum again as well, meaning I was only one orgasm behind, but that was the limit for me being able to keep score.  I’d been right about the men rejoining after resting, but I barely knew who was who anymore… except for my Master, of course.  I always knew the feel of his cock, even with my eyes closed, and was amazed he had enough stamina for three full rounds!

About a hundred years and a hundred orgasms later, I realized nobody had stepped up to bat for a while, and the screams of ecstasy that had permeated the room for so long were silent.  I think the Master’s guests had left or retired for the night.

I don’t think I actually passed out, but my mind had definitely gone elsewhere at some point during the game… orgy… whatever you call it.  Maybe I’d found that peculiar state of mind Master had called subspace, or maybe I’d just had my brains quite literally fucked out.

Either way, a few neurons began firing again, so I was able to take in my surroundings with something approaching clarity.  I must’ve moved or done something to get his attention, because my Master came over and squatted before me, brushing some hair out of my eyes, and wiping my face with a wet towel.  Then he gave me a long, deep kiss, and was smiling like a fool when we finally broke apart so he could give me a drink of water.

“That was more of an introduction to my friends than I’d initially planned on, but you held it together like a champ.  Phoebe had to tap out, and she’s been a sub for years.  I think the others are a little jealous of how well you’ve learned your lessons, and in such a remarkably short amount of time as well.  They called you a perfect natural, and that’s a high compliment in our circle.”

Maybe I was
 a natural born submissive, because his words of praise made me tingle inside.  I’d made my Master happy and proud, and that made me happy as well.  We spent another several minutes kissing, but it was getting late, and we were both tired, so it was time for bed.

By the time he released me from the table and helped me to my feet, I was able to walk on my own, although stagger like a drunken monkey might be a more apt description.  I took a shower because quite frankly I needed one more than I’ve ever needed a shower before, and then presented myself before my Master, just like I’d been taught.

Believe it or not, I actually hoped he had enough gas in the tank for one more round, but that wasn’t in the cards tonight.  He smiled and chuckled when he caught me eyeing his cock and licking my lips, but simply gestured towards a long mass of leather lying on the bed.

It had the look and feel of a body bag, albeit one made out of heavy leather, with a multitude of straps on the sides.  There were little pouches for my feet at the bottom, with some padding between them, and longer internal ‘sleeves’ for my arms that required a little creative wiggling to get into.

He started zipping the bag closed from my feet upwards, pausing only long enough to put a foam pad between my knees, and a vibrator against my slit.  The last made me a little nervous after my marathon session in the dungeon, but he didn’t turn it on.

“Alarm clock,” he explained in response to my silent, but obvious panic.  “You need a good night’s sleep, so there won’t be any hanky-panky going on, but I want to wake you up in style.  After all, tomorrow will be a busy day.”

He continued zipping up the bag until it reached my head, and then fed a tube with a mouthpiece on the end through it.  It was sort of like a divers snorkel, except straight.  He zipped the bag up a little further, and made sure the mouthpiece was in my mouth before continuing.

“I guess I forgot to mention it, but you were well behind on points when the game ended, but since Phoebe used her safe word, we decided to award you with enough to make it a tie.  We’ll have a tiebreaker game tomorrow to settle things… unless somehow we wind up with another tie, but it’s okay if we do.

“My guests can stay all week if they need to, and if it still isn’t settled by then, Noah has invited us all to take a vacation on his private island.  What do you think?  Your employment benefits come with four weeks of holidays per year, and what better place to spend them than at his exclusive bondage resort?”

He gave me a quick peck on the tip of my nose before zipping up the bag to plunge me into darkness, and then began using those straps I’d seen attached to the bag.  By the time he was done it felt like I was in a skintight cocoon, but I relished in the feeling.  I felt safe and secure, in more ways than one.  I knew my Master loved me just as much as I loved him, and even through the heavy, restrictive leather, I knew he was holding me in his arms as he fell asleep.

He said he’d felt lucky to find me, but as far as I was concerned, I was the lucky one, and couldn’t wait to see what the future held.

###


Volume 3: The Bondage Island

The Flying Dungeon

I was excited about taking my first ever overseas vacation, especially since I’d be travelling with Master Quinn, whom I loved more than anything.  I was less than thrilled at the items he had me pack, since every single one of them were of an adult nature, but that’s just life as a submissive, I guess.

I haven’t really been a sub all that long, but I’d taken to the lifestyle like a duck to water, and I was no dummy.  When my Master told me to do something, I bloody well did it!

So, the heavy leather sleep sack went into the trunk, as did the straitjacket, even though the former would be like a sauna, and the latter would prevent me from getting any kind of tan.  Crap, I wish I hadn’t thought about getting a tan, since the wide leather cuffs and collar I always wore would leave tan lines that couldn’t easily be explained away.

Not that I’d be likely to need to explain it to anyone, but the thought of being caught at our kinky games by someone always made me blush.  I shuddered to think of what my sister would say if I told her I’d once had an orgasm while my pussy was being slapped.

Cuffs, straps, gags, butt plugs, nipple clamps, and a veritable lifetime supply of vibrating toys all went into the trunk, although I hoped the last didn’t get much use.  I much preferred the real thing, but unfortunately it wasn’t my decision.

Things had become both much simpler and more complicated since I submitted to Master Quinn, and every day was a new adventure.  If I wore anything… which was unusual unless we were going out in public… he picked my clothes for me, chose where we went, and what we did.  The only things I had to worry about were following his orders, and keeping him happy.  Simple, right?

Wrong.  He also controlled if and when I was allowed to cum, and a lot of our outside forays were undertaken with an anal, vaginal, and clitoral vibrator set locked in place by a chastity belt.  Have you ever tried sitting thorough a fancy five course meal when someone spends as much time playing with the remotes for the toys as they do eating, and you can’t let anyone in the restaurant know what’s going on?  I wouldn’t recommend it unless you’ve got a lot
 of self-control.

Despite the size of the trunk I was loading up, the packing I had to do didn’t take that long.  After all, the only clothes we were taking were his, other than a few pairs of my shoes.  Apparently, it was one of the island rules that subs weren’t allowed to wear ‘real’ clothes.

The last things to get packed were the selection of whips, floggers, paddles, and riding crops, and my Master chose those items himself.  I sure hoped our luggage didn’t get flagged by customs for inspection, or we’d have a lot of explaining to do. 

It turned out I’d been worrying needlessly.  He somehow got us through security without raising any flags, even with my cuffs and collar still locked in place.  I guess he had friends in high places, and Master Noah who owned the island also had a private jet.  We’d have it all to ourselves for the trip, and that was sure gonna beat the hell out of flying economy!

It also meant Master Quinn didn’t have to wait to get to the resort before beginning our bondage vacation.  The two flight attendants who helped us board were dressed in skimpy outfits that must’ve come straight out of an eighties porn movie, and wasted no time in setting the mood.  (On the odd chance you don’t know what kind of mood I mean, the name painted on the fuselage was the Flying Dungeon.)

Fasten your seatbelts for takeoff took on a whole new meaning, when they converged to do the job for me.  In addition to the regular waist belt, there were straps for my legs, arms, chest, and one with a built-in ring gag that went around my head.  If we hit any turbulence, I definitely wouldn’t be falling out of my seat!

For once I wished I was wearing the control belt, because the unusual bondage was really turning me on, and since he was sitting facing me in the opulent airliner cabin, I could tell my Master knew it.  Being forced to orgasm on takeoff would’ve been something truly memorable, but it was too late to do anything about it now.  Maybe he’d let it happen on the return trip if I was a good girl.

Once we were safely airborne, the girls served us each a glass of champagne, although mine was a little awkward being dribbled through the ring gag.  She was patient, though, and kept herself occupied by massaging my neck and breasts, with the occasional dip of a questing finger between my thighs.  God, as if I wasn’t already horny enough!

After about a half hour of ‘personal’ service from the girl, under my Master’s amused observation, he set his champagne aside and asked me a question that got my heart racing.

“So, tell me, Leelo, have you ever joined the mile high club?”

I hadn’t, obviously, but I was damn sure ready to!  With a gesture and a nod from him, the two girls began unstrapping me from my seat, but I caught a glimpse of leather and steel out of the corner of my eye, so I knew my bondage wasn’t going to end quite yet.

Since the only piece of clothing I wore was a sleeveless dress, it took them all of two seconds to help me out of it, and then they began applying my new restraints.  They only used leather cuffs, but there were a lot of them… ankles, knees, thighs, wrists, elbows, and upper arm all got surrounded by the wide, black leather bands.

I wasn’t the only one ready for action; when my Master slipped his pants down, his eight-inch cock popped up like the arm of a catapult, and it never looked better to me.  Even with the armrests folded up, straddling his lap on the wide seat was a little awkward, but I managed without too much difficulty.  Thanks to the attention I’d received during cabin service, I needed no extra lubrication whatsoever to take him deep inside me.

I immediately started grinding my hips, while he leaned forward to take a nipple in his mouth.  I don’t know if it was the unusual surroundings, or the angle I was riding him at, but I was climbing to the top of the mountain at a record rate, and I already knew my climax would be epic.  Then the reality of my station hit me; he’d called me by my submissive name, Leelo, instead of my normal name Willow.  If I came without permission, he would punish me for my transgression.

“Am I allowed to cum, Master?” I asked, fearing he might deny me as another one of his frustrating lessons.

“Yes,” he replied after just long enough to make me start to panic.  “But only after me.  If you cum early, I’ll have the girls stuff you into the overhead bin for the rest of the flight.”

He was probably
 joking, but I didn’t dare risk it.  Obedience, patience, and self-control were among the first lessons my Master taught me when I became his sub, so I felt confident I could walk the tightrope over the edge of my orgasmic abyss until the proper moment.  Then the captain’s voice came over the speaker and changed the game.

“We’re approaching a weather pattern that we can’t fly over or around.  Expect turbulence for at least the next two to three hours, and keep your seatbelts fastened.”

As if they were waiting for it… which they probably were, now that I thought of it… the flight attendants leapt into action, and began clipping lines to the D-rings on the multitude of cuffs I wore.  My wrists were fastened to the sides of his seat back, my elbows went out to the sides, and the ones on my upper arms were connected to something behind me… maybe my seat.  It held my upper body quite immobile, but those weren’t the ones that concerned me.

My knees were pulled so wide apart, they had a tough time getting the clip over the D-ring, and then my ankles were pulled back just as severely.  I’d have a tough time getting any kind of up and down movement on his cock like this, but I suppose I could slowly grind away.  Then they connected the last set of lines from the sides of his seat to the thigh cuffs, leaving me fully impaled and unable to do much about it.

They’d basically turned me into a human seat belt for my Master, and while I didn’t mind too much, I would’ve much preferred to finish the act first!  With how tight they’d made all the lines, there was very little I could do to provide any stimulation for either of us like this.  Maybe the turbulence would help when it hit.

Maybe they thought I might complain about my restraints, or maybe it was just standard operating procedure aboard the flying dungeon, but one of the girls filled the grooves of a double-sided mouthpiece with a thick paste, and then had me bite down hard on it while she watched the clock.  After a minute or so she announced it should be set, and just as I suspected, I found my teeth were firmly glued together inside it.

“The paste will dissolve on its own in twenty-four hours, but she’ll need to brush and rinse extremely well afterwards.  Alcohol will speed the process if you require use of her mouth before that, sir,” she informed him.  “Can we get or do anything else for you, sir?”

“I don’t think I’ll need it, but if I’m going to be stuck in my seat for up to three hours like this, I think a Viagra might be a prudent move.  After all, I wouldn’t want my seatbelt to slip off at the wrong time.”

“Coming right up, sir!”

This flight was just full of surprises.  Could my Master really hold out for two or three hours like this?  Could I?  The worst part of it all was the fact that I wasn’t allowed to cum unless he did, and when he did, I had only the briefest window of opportunity for my own release.  With almost all motion denied to me, it meant I’d have to ride the razor’s edge of orgasm the entire time or I’d miss it!

This was going to be the longest flight of my life, in more ways than one.  On a brighter note, it didn’t look like they’d be stuffing me into the overhead bin after all.


The Island Resort

I was a little self-conscious about stepping off the plane totally naked, gagged, and with my arms locked behind me in a box tie position, but at least it wasn’t a public airport.  We were on the private island resort his friend Master Noah called the Garden of Eden, named after his wife and full time submissive Eden.

It wasn’t like I had a choice about it either; bondage and nudity weren’t merely accepted here, it was required if you were a sub.  When the plane started to descent, the flight attendant explained the rules.

“Except in case of a real emergency, no sub is allowed to speak at any time unless asked a direct question by a superior, so the use of an effective gag is highly recommended… unless you’re feeding her, or putting her mouth to other uses, of course.

“If you wish, a thirty, sixty, or ninety-day adhesive can be used with one of our mouthpieces, although the long term ones are slightly bulkier to allow for a feeding tube instead of just a thin straw.  Violation of this, or any of our other rules is strictly enforced by security, and punishment will be immediate.

“No sub is allowed to wear anything other than restraints.  Other than her collar, bondage is optional if she’s in your presence, but mandatory if you leave her on her own.  Sunscreen is freely available from any of our helpful staff, and is highly recommended, especially for those unused to the strength of the tropical sun.

“Collar tags are used to designate the activities to which your sub may participate in.  We’ll provide you with a chart explaining all the different combinations and meanings, but here’s a general overview.

“A white tag by itself means she is off limits to other guests, and is allowed to relax and enjoy herself in whatever manner you deem fit.  Yellow means others may grope, fondle, or play with her as they see fit, as long as they don’t engage in sexual intercourse.

“Orange tags allow full sexual contact, and have a secondary color stripe to indicate oral, anal, vaginal, and group activities.  Please remember to attach the green tag next if your sub is allowed to achieve orgasm, or our enforcers will act swiftly upon any infraction, and she’ll find herself on the stage as part of one of our live shows.

“Blue means others may change or add to her bondage, red means she may be freely punished, and purple means absolutely no limits at all.  Be very cautious about using the purple tag.  If you have any questions about our tag system, simply ask any staff member to help prevent any unfortunate misunderstandings.”

The more I heard, the more nervous I became, especially since I couldn’t see which tags Master Quinn had the flight attendant attach to my collar.  I think there were at least four of them, though, which meant he wasn’t about to waste any time.  Whatever he chose, I just hoped green was among them.

While we waited for our luggage to be unloaded, my Master warned me to be on my best behavior during our stay, since they meant what she’d said about punishment coming swift and hard for even the slightest infraction.  He didn’t need to tell me twice.

Except for a few emergency vehicles, motorized transport didn’t exist on the island.  The buggy that took us to our cabin was pulled by two girls outfitted in gear that made them look like human horses, complete with boots that had hooves and horseshoes!  It was the oddest sight I’d ever seen, but kind of erotic at the same time.  I wondered what it’d be like, but not enough to volunteer for the job, especially since I couldn’t help but notice a plethora of whip marks on their pert derrieres.

Our driver took us on the scenic route, so we could familiarize ourselves with the layout, and was much larger than I’d envisioned when I’d heard the term ‘private isle’.  It had a large farm, small village, sprawling resort complex, restaurants, a theater, an outside auditorium, numerous pools and beaches, docks with all manner of water activities, a nice park, a farm, and a tropical jungle.  Color me impressed.

Our cabin was a simple, one room affair, and seemed crowded with the way it was furnished… and I’m not talking about chairs and sofas either.  It held all the things I’d become intimately familiar with lately, like the St. Andrew’s cross, whipping post, spanking bench, and much, much more.  It was essentially a fully stocked BDSM dungeon, designed to make any travelling Dom or Domme feel right at home.

While my Master instructed the porters as to the disposition of our luggage, one of the attendants took me into the bathroom and sat me on the toilet.  I didn’t think I’d be able to go with him standing there watching, but it had been a long flight, and my bladder wouldn’t be denied.

It was super embarrassing to have to be wiped by a complete stranger, but it was better than the alternative, and he didn’t try any funny business.  Once I was done, he parked me in a corner of the main room by the simple expedient of using clover clamps attached to the wall by short chains.  I definitely wouldn’t be wandering around on my own!

He returned a few minutes later, hung a plastic bag from my collar, and stuck a small tube into the front of my gag.

“Drink it all,” he ordered.  “It’s important to stay hydrated.”

I’d been dying for a drink, so he didn’t have to tell me twice.  I thought it was too bad it was just plain water, but alcohol doesn’t help you stay hydrated, and I really needed some fluids, since it was all I’d be getting until the gag came out some time tomorrow.

Master was being picky about where he wanted our gear and toys placed, so he also had the man oil me up so I’d be ready to go out.  He wasn’t exactly all business this time, and spent an inordinate amount of time making sure my tits and pussy were well coated.  He even applied a generous amount in a place where the sun doesn’t shine!  I was at least three quarters of the way to orgasm by the time he finished, so I was positive one of the tags I wore was yellow.

To my delight, he even had a solution for the tan line problem I’d envisioned, and that was simply to replace my leather cuffs with crystal clear plastic ones.  They weren’t as comfortable, but I’d be able to wear shorts or a tank top without embarrassing myself in public back home.

“Excuse me Sir, but I noticed she’s not marked as yours,” he said.  “Would you like me to take her to be tattooed or branded while you’re settling in?”

It’s a good thing my mouth was still glued shut, or my squawk of surprise and fear would’ve gotten me in trouble.

“I think a name tag will suffice for now,” he replied, to my great relief.  “I want to hit the pool while we’ve got the sun, but I’ll keep your offer in mind for later.”

So much for being relieved.

“Very good, Sir, I’ll have one sent over directly.”

“Sent it to the pool,” he said.  “I think I’m finally ready to go.”

Pain exploded in my nipples as he quickly pulled the clamps off, and before I knew it, I had a leash attached to the front of my collar, and was being pulled towards the door.  He helped me into the cart with one hand on the leash and one between my legs, but didn’t try any funny business this time.

When my Master hopped up beside me, I saw he’d changed into a pair of tight fitting swim trunks that showed quite an impressive bulge.  As much as I wanted to get to the pool myself, I wished he would’ve taken the time for a quickie first.  One of the first lessons my Master taught me was about patience, but I still sucked at it.

He put an arm around me like we were a regular couple out on a date, and I wished I could’ve done the same.  I settled for resting my head against his shoulders, and in a sudden reversal, was glad my arms were restrained behind me or I doubt I would’ve been able to stop myself from reaching between his legs.  Patience… I gotta have patience.

My biggest problem with being patient was how horny I always got around him.  All it took was a few touches and a bit of bondage, and I was putty in his arms… I bet I’d even see a wet stain on the seat when I got up!

Calling it the pool area didn’t come close to doing it justice.  There were at least eight interconnecting pools of different shapes and sizes, built around a central cabana where drinks were being served, and that didn’t count the hot tub big enough to have a massive orgy in.  I had no doubt it had seen its fair share of those too, and wondered if I’d be finding out firsthand before our vacation was over.

Word must’ve been sent ahead, since two naked serving girls were waiting for us.  The first held a drink for my Master, and the second had my new nametag, which she attached to my collar next to the colored ones after quickly showing it to me.  One side said Master Quinn, and the other said Slave Leelo.

My arms were freed so I could coat my Master with sunscreen, which almost got me into trouble as my hands moved south of the border.  I really wished he was completely naked like I was, but I guess he didn’t want to risk getting a sunburnt dick.  I couldn’t exactly blame him either.

The lounge chair he bade me lie in must’ve been custom built, since it had rings all around the edges to make restraining me in place a snap.  Well, four snaps, to be precise; one for each wrist and ankle.  I didn’t really mind too much, although I hoped my Master would let them change my position occasionally, so I could get a nice even tan.

While he relaxed and got a back massage from one of the girls, he had the other fetch me a glass of pure vodka.  He warned me not to drink any more than I absolutely had to, and to swish it around as best as I could to dissolve the glue.  It wasn’t as easy as it sounds, since my natural reflexes made me want to swallow when I had a mouthful of liquid.

It didn’t take long before first my lower teeth were freed, followed a few minutes later by the upper set, but even in that short amount of time I’d accidentally swallowed enough booze to make me quite light headed.  Oh well… who goes to a tropical vacation resort, with unlimited free booze, and doesn’t get drunk at least once!

With the mouth guard gone, I was able to swish around the vodka without having the urge to swallow, and was able to wash away most of the rest of the sweet tasting glue, and rinse with nice cool water.  It was really nice to have an empty mouth again, although I suspected it wouldn’t remain that way for long.

We’d been in the hot sun for probably twenty or thirty minutes when my Master arose, and had the girl release me from the chair so we could cool off in the pool.  I loved swimming and could hardly wait, but had enough sense to wait for permission before diving in.  Even with nobody else nearby, I had to stick to my role as the perfect submissive, or my Master could lose face.

He simplified things by pushing me into the pool, and jumping in after me with a big cannonball splash.  I couldn’t stop myself from laughing at his antics, but he didn’t chastise me for the lapse; it was time to frolic and have fun!

We swam around and played with a beach ball, had a race which I won, and played a game of water volleyball that I lost miserably.  It was still a blast.

When we ran out of steam we swam up to the cabana for a drink, although I just had a mug of fruit punch, since I was still feeling those three or four shots of vodka I’d inadvertently swallowed earlier.

“So, Willow,” he began, calling me by my real name to let me know I could speak freely.  “What do you think of the place so far?”

“It’s amazing,” I replied.  “You’ll have to thank Master Noah for me later.”

“I know you haven’t seen much of the place yet, but is there anything in particular you want to do on this trip?”

“Well, other than the obvious bondage and sex with you… with plenty of orgasms for both of us… I’d like to spend a lot of time at the pool or the beach.  Having sex on the beach is actually a bucket list item for me, so maybe we could combine all three for a king-sized checkmark.”

“I think we can fit that in,” he chuckled.  “What else?”

“I’d like to party hard at least one night, with plenty of drinking and dancing, although I’m not sure getting drunk around your kind of friends is a good idea.”

“It happens more than you might think, and should be safe as long as you don’t get too crazy.”

“If there are any activities, games, shows, or tours, I’d like to see or join in the ones you think I might like, but keep the itinerary as a surprise.  I like surprises.”

“All of that is easily accommodated, and not far off from the plan I had in mind.  I think this is going to be a vacation you’ll never forget.”

“No doubt,” I chuckled.  “By the way… which tags did you put on my collar?”

“Sorry, Leelo, but that’s a surprise, and you said you like surprises,” he smirked.

He’d gone back to calling me Leelo, so I couldn’t argue or complain.  Time would tell, but I’m nearly positive telling him I liked surprises was a huge mistake.  Surprises in this place were likely to be erotic, kinky, painful, or all of the above.


Bondage on the Beach

The sun goes down early in the tropics, so it was time for us to move on.  The bartender told him there was a beach party and bonfire tonight, so that became the plan.

The girls were waiting for us with towels to dry off the Master with, and a few surprises for me.  The big red ball gag wasn’t much of a surprise, of course, but the restraints she held caught me totally off guard.

My wrist cuffs were locked together in front of me, and a long belt was hung over the lock.  I wasn’t sure what the status of the serving staff was, but when she ordered me to spread my legs wide, I immediately complied.  I shivered when a cold, slimy finger pressed for entrance against my back door, and only stayed still through a supreme act of will.  A moment after the finger withdrew, I felt something even colder being pushed inside.

“Close your legs, stand up straight, and bring your arms over and behind your head,” she curtly ordered.

As soon as I did, she took the belt and pulled the ends down to my lower back.  Without warning, I felt pressure on both my arms and whatever was stuck up my ass… I think she was connecting them somehow!

Sure enough, it seemed the cold thing up my butt was some sort of hook, and as she tightened the belt, it pulled up on the hook and down on my wrists.  It was one of the most minimalistic bondage positions I’d ever been in, but there was no way I’d ever get out of it on my own.  It was impossible to even relieve the strain in my arms and shoulders, without pulling the hook thing painfully deep into my ass!

It had taken me all of fifteen minutes from uttering the words, to realizing I didn’t much like surprises anymore, and there was still another coming my way.  Instead of clipping a leash to my collar, she used one with a pair of nipple clamps on the end.  Just the weight of the leash told me it was going to be an unpleasant way of being guided, and we hadn’t even started moving yet!

Then I saw the first other pair of guests since my arrival, and realized a nipple clamp leash might not be so bad after all.  It was Master Luke leading his sub Gemma, and while she was rigged up similar to me, the ass hook was tied to the back of her gag, forcing her head way, way back, and the leash was clipped to her labia.

“Ho, Quinn,” he called out as he approached.  “We missed you on the North Shore today.”

“Ah, is that where everyone was.  I guess I could’ve asked someone, but a quiet, relaxing day at the pool was too good to pass up, and we’re here for a month after all.”

“Yeah, I remember how you’re always boring after a plane ride,” he laughed.  “As long as you’re going to the beach party, and are willing to give me a rematch in horseshoes, I guess I’ll forgive you.”

“You’re on.”

I was right about how being led by a nipple clamp leash sucked, but at least I could still see my Master, and partially anticipate his movements to reduce the number of yanks my poor buds got.  Gemma was way worse off in her predicament, since she couldn’t even see the path she was walking like a drunken monkey on, let alone Master Luke.  Her pussy had to feel like it was on fire!

There was already quite a crowd on the beach when we arrived, and things finally had the feel of a tropical resort I’d always envisioned.  A steel band was playing some calypso music that would’ve made me bounce to the beat if I hadn’t been afraid of jiggling my jugs right now, a huge bonfire pit was being laid out, and a whole pig was being roasted on a spit behind a long buffet table.

There was also a dozen or more guests with their subs, wandering around and socializing, and not all of the subs were girls!  I knew there were male subs, of course, but other than seeing a few at a distance in the BDSM club where I’d first met my Master, this was my first experience with equality, for lack of a better word.

The first one I got a close look at made me think that both Gemma and I had it easy in the leash department, since he was not only being led around by his cock, he had some sort of heavy cage locked around the thing.  It also looked like it was squishing the shit out of his poor cock and balls, and would be absolute hell if he started to get a hard-on.

There were a few faces I recognized from back home, but most of the people here were strangers to me.  That wasn’t the case with my Master, since he greeted everyone by name.  Submissives were generally ignored, although I drew a fair number of curious looks, since only a few of his friends knew who I was.  I was pretty sure I was the only newbie here, so it made me wonder how often they all got together on the island.

He did the rounds and mingled for about an hour, but as the dinner hour approached, more and more of us subs were being put off to the side in a rustic play area, with the bondage furniture built almost entirely out of bamboo and other natural materials.  It may have looked primitive and crude, but the restraints were just as effective as anything in my Masters dungeon.

The dude with the nasty cock cage was sat in a restraint chair that had a massive wooden cock sticking up from the seat, and to be honest, I’m surprised it even fit up there.  I don’t think I could’ve taken it myself.

Gemma was made to straddle a horizontal piece of bamboo, and had a two-foot spreader bar tied between her ankles to make sure she couldn’t climb off it on her own.  It was high enough that she could only touch the ground with one foot at a time, and since she still had the leash clamped to her labia, every move she made mashed one clip or the other against it.

Master Noah’s wife Eden was tied to the trunk of a tree in a sort of vertical hogtie that looked exceedingly stringent, since she wasn’t even touching the ground.  She was either used to it, or the ropes took her weight more evenly than it looked, because she didn’t seem to be in distress.

After seeing what was being done to the others, I became quite nervous when it was my turn to be ‘put away’ for dinner.  Either I got lucky and all the harsher stations were taken before me, or they took pity because this was my first time here, and simply tied me spread eagle between two palm trees.  I’m not sure if it was a bigger relief when he removed the ass hook or the nipple clamps, so I’ll call it a tie.

I wouldn’t exactly say it was comfortable, but standing between the trees let me watch everything, and one of the staff took out my gag so he could feed me bite sized pieces of the feast.  I even got to drink a tasty rum concoction right out of a coconut, before he put the oversized ball back in my mouth, and moved on to the next girl.

All of us subs finished dinner long before the others, since they seemed to be doing just as much socializing as eating.  They also seemed to be planning something, since groups of them kept looking our way and nodding or laughing, but that was to be expected.  After all, it would be a pretty boring beach party for everyone if they simply left us like this all night.

About twenty minutes later the staff started planting rows of bamboo tiki torches along the beach, making a well-lit area about ten yards long, and maybe five wide.  Paige, Phoebe, and two subs I didn’t know were taken over, and wearing only their gags and collars, were allowed to stretch their muscles while the staff finished setting up the game or whatever the hell it was.

I loved being a sub, or more specifically Master Quinn’s sub, but being kept in the dark and unable to ask questions was often annoying.  I saw Phoebe stretching in a runner’s stance, so I guessed it was a race, but at only ten yards long, it would be a mighty short sprint unless there was more to it.

Ah, now the staff was setting stuff up at the other end, and the contest was starting to make sense.  It looked like the girls would be running back and forth, like wind sprints or a relay race… with a twist, of course.

Master Noah stepped up and cracked a bull whip in lieu of using a starter’s pistol, and the girls were off, racing to the opposite station where they spun around, spread their legs, and leaned forward to touch the ground.  A short, fat vibrator was quickly shoved up each of their twats, and with a swat to the ass from a long paddle, they were sent running back to the start.

They spun around and spread their legs again, but didn’t bend over, since the addition this time was a wide belt to pull their elbows together behind their backs.  The swat to the ass with a paddle was the same, though, and all four strikes came so close together it almost sounded like a single blow.

They bent over again at the other end, for a butt plug this time.  A blinking LED told me those would be vibrating as well, and I began to think this kind of race would be rather fun to try.  We’d be here a month, after all.

They each received two swats from the paddle this time, and ran back where their arms were further restricted with a belt around the wrists.  I’d seen that one coming before they even got there.  I found out the sub in the far lane was named Zoe when she almost let her vibrator fall out on the next leg of the race, but with the new addition they got, that wouldn’t be a problem from here on out.

The new toy was a butterfly vibrator that had straps to go around each thigh to hold it in place, and while it would keep the other one from falling out, I knew the vibrator trifecta would make thinking difficult, let alone racing.   Three swats sent them back to the start, but now the field was spreading out a little, as the vibrations took their toll on the girls at different rates.

Phoebe had a slight lead, Paige and Zoe were neck in neck for second, and the last sub (her name was Rosalie) looked like she was close to cumming, and staggered into place a few seconds behind them.  Running the race looked like it was about to get a whole lot harder, since the new restraint was a short spreader bar that went just above the knees.

I’d been right about Rosalie being close to cumming, and it hit her halfway back to what I’d begun thinking of as the toy station.  It must’ve been a good one, since it seemed she couldn’t get back to her feet, and had to slowly crawl to receive her latest addition, a wide waist belt with a crotch strap to ensure her toys were held extra snug.

Phoebe had received her belt, the four swats, and was almost back to the bondage station when she reached the peak and almost had to stop moving in order to ride it out.  I think she came the entire time they spent putting the hobbles around her ankles, and I had my doubts she’d even be able to make it across the field again.

Zoe was the only one who hadn’t cum yet, so she was the first to receive nipple clamps and five swats.   I think she might’ve been a bit of a pain slut, since that sent her into orbit in a big way.  I think she came every five feet or so during the return trip, and fell solidly into last place, even though the other girls were all enjoying multiple orgasms of their own.

I think the race was almost over, since they put a blindfold over Paige’s eyes, and the attendant running her bondage station followed her back to the other side, steering her left or right with blows from a bamboo cane.  The only toy left was a set of heavy weights that were hung from the nipple clamps, and instead of being sent off after six swats, the guy with the paddle followed her out and struck once every two seconds like clockwork.

She eventually won, but this final leg of the race seemed to take forever, since she couldn’t get back to her feet after falling.  She moved through the final five yards like an orgasmic inchworm, and received a standing ovation when she crossed the line.

Apparently just finishing the race was a major accomplishment, and she was the only one who did tonight.  I never got the chance to find out what her reward for winning was, or what happened to the losers, since Gemma and I were collected and taken away for our Master’s horseshoe game.

Horseshoes is a simple game, where you need to throw it to land around a small steel rod about forty feet away, or at least get it close.  You get a point if it lands within one horseshoe distance from the pole, two if it leans against it, and three if you make a ringer around it.  We were led to a point halfway between the two rods they’d be throwing towards, and were commanded to ‘kneel and present’.

That meant we fell to our knees, spread them wide, and put our hands behind our heads to wait for our Masters, who arrived only a few minutes later.  They each held two horseshoes, and took turns throwing them towards the spikes for a few warm-up rounds before beginning the game.

I’d initially thought we were just going to be watching, but Master Luke scored a point on the first round, and as they passed by us, I realized we were more than spectators; we were the scoreboard!  His point earned me a set of nipple clamps, and I had a sneaking suspicion the two of us would soon be decked out similar to the girls in the sprint race.  I was close to being right.

He scored three points for a ringer, and added a rabbit eared vibrator, a fairly large butt plug, and a wide waist belt that felt like it took at least two or three inches off my stomach.  Both toys were only turned on at a low speed, but those rabbit vibrators always did a number on me, and I really hoped I was wearing a green tag, or I’d be in some serious trouble soon.

Scratch that… I was in serious trouble now, since I was so wet and hot I was having a hard time holding the toy inside me.  To make matters worse, my Master scored the next few points, and gave the same items to Gemma while I knelt and stewed.

The next point Master Luke scored was both a curse and a blessing.  It was a crotch strap that guaranteed I wouldn’t have to worry about the toy slipping out, but it was an inch or two too short, so in order to fasten it, he had to pull it so tight I felt like it was splitting me in two!

The next five points welded my arms together behind me, with straps at wrist, below and above the elbows, and on the upper arm.  I was surprised when the fifth one tied my thumbs together, but then my Master got on a roll, and I got to see what was coming my way as he worked on Gemma.

She had her arms bound the same way mine were, and then something similar was done to her legs.  Wide belts were used at her ankles, below and above the knees, upper thighs, and finally her big toes.  She looked to be having a tough time staying on her knees after they helped her back up, and I found out why a few rounds later when Master Luke made a comeback.

As soon as my toes were tied, the vibrators were turned up to a higher speed.  Green tag or not, I was about to start a non-stop trip on the climax express!

Master Luke got two more points, but had a hard time putting the two long straps around my chest and arms, since I exploded into a powerful orgasm at that point, and simply couldn’t hold still.  It was extremely disloyal of me, but I was glad Master Luke was winning, since I’d been dying for an orgasm for quite some time.  I might change my mind if the game dragged on for an extended period of time, but for now I reveled in it.

The next point connected the gag strap to my elbows, forcing the ball deeper than ever into my mouth, and pulling my head back to the limit.  It was quite the strain, but not as much as the next strap, which went from my elbows to my ankles, and was definitely way, way too short to do the job.

My Master had to help him pull my back into the harshest arch ever before he could fasten it, and I think I came again the moment he’d finished.  Not that you could easily tell, since I was so tightly bound by this point, that the powerful earthquake going off between my legs was no more than a faint tremor on the surface.

Bondage always turned me on something fierce, and tighter was better as far as I was concerned.  Up until now, that is.  The next strap took both of them to apply again, and went over my feet and around my whole body, which easily doubled the strain of an already severe hogtie.

Despite my almost untenable predicament, another orgasm wracked my body a moment after they finished, and then I had a multiple squirting orgasm when my Master lost and they added the final strap over my arms and body.

It was the ultimate case of ‘be careful what you wish for, because you just might get it’, and I was definitely getting it in spades.  Super tight bondage and plenty of orgasms was great, but I wasn’t sure how long I’d be able to stand it taken to this kind of extreme.  Luckily the game was over.

“Good game, Luke,” my Master said, congratulating him.  “I’ll get you next time for sure, though.”

“In your dreams,” he laughed.  “If you really want to lose again, though, I guess we could make it best two out of three, or even go for three out of five if you’re feeling like a glutton for punishment tonight.”

“You’re on!”

Best three out of five?  The last coherent thought I had before yet another orgasm tore through me, was that this was going to be one hell of a long night.


A Poolside Adventure

My Master put me to bed with only minimal arm and leg restraints that night, and let me sleep in quite late the next morning while he went out with his friends.  I normally didn’t like being left behind, but I sure needed the extra rest after their horseshoe tournament went the full five rounds.  (My Master won, yay!)

Now I felt fully recovered, and ready to have some more vacation fun… after someone released me and let me go to the bathroom, that is.  I know I wasn’t supposed to speak, but hopefully that restriction didn’t apply in the cabin; the moment I thought the word bathroom, my bladder became a matter of utmost urgency.

“Hello?  Is anyone here?” I called out, having no choice but to risk it.

“Well it’s about time,” a female voice answered from the window, sounding impatient.  “I thought you were going to sleep all damn day!”

With the clacking of heels, a small, naked Polynesian woman strode through the door and stared at me with her hands on her hips.  She only studied me for a moment before nodding her head and stepping closer, so she could release me from the bed.

“I’m gonna go out on a limb and say you probably need to go to the bathroom,” she said as she helped me sit up so she could fasten my wrists together behind me.

I loved mind readers, although I’d been entertaining the hope that she’d let me go on my own.  Even though I’d just lost use of my arms, I guess I should consider myself lucky she hadn’t gagged me yet, as per the island rules.

The leash she used was also a normal one that clipped to the front of my collar, but just as I started to feel like I was on a lucky streak, she pulled me towards the back door rather than the bathroom.

“Slaves go outside in the morning,” she barked, before I could argue or complain.  Maybe she really was a mind reader.

She dragged me towards a combination shower and toilet area that was much better than the outhouse or hole in the ground I’d just imagined when she said I had to go outside.  Unfortunately, that was the only good thing about it.

She ordered me to stand above a drain and spread wide, so she could clamp on the waiting rubber cuffs.  The last sub to use the facilities here must’ve been slightly taller than I was, because the cuffs barely reached my ankles and wrists, and she didn’t bother adjusting the ropes.  A tight, standing spread eagle wasn’t exactly how I wanted to start the day, but such is life.

It was an embarrassing way to pee, but she was tapping her foot angrily while she waited for me to go, and my bladder had a mind of its own.  As soon as I finished, she kicked off her heels, turned on the shower above me, and pushed a stool in front of me so she could brush my teeth.

It was weird to have someone else do this for me, and made it feel a little like I was at the hygienist.  She was quick, but thorough, and soon moved on to my hair.

I half expected her to be rough with it, but it felt like an incredibly lovely scalp massage, and I could’ve stayed like this for as long as she kept it up.  It was a crying shame she was just as efficient with my hair as she’d been with my teeth.

The rest of my ablutions were just as efficient, but not nearly as pleasant.  Rather than using soap and a washcloth, she expedited matters by using a friggen mop on me!  I kid you not!

It got even worse a few minutes later when she turned on a hose and used it to clean my insides, both front and back.  Getting a cold douche was bad enough, but she stuck it up my ass several times to make sure I was squeaky clean, making it impossible for me to keep my temper under control.

I knew calling her a fucking bitch was a big mistake as soon as the words left my mouth, so I didn’t try to fight the inflatable gag she quickly fetched and shoved into my maw.  For a girl as small as she was, she was pretty damn strong, and managed to pump it up far past the comfort point.  She tested its efficiency by giving me a harsh, double nipple twister, and barely a peep made it out.

I think it was out of pure spite that she gave me one final, huge
 enema with the hose, and made me hold it until the cramps were making me nauseous.  While I recovered, she quickly replaced the clear plastic cuffs on my limbs, and clipped my arms together above the elbows, as well as at the wrists.

As a final message for me to remember my place, she used the labia clamp leash on me instead of the regular one, and as she tugged me down the path to the resort, I found it was just as painful and humiliating as I’d feared.  Lesson learnt; don’t piss off the handlers.

I was glad when we got inside the resort complex, and she handed me off to one of the servers there.  As long as I didn’t piss off the people here like I did with the girl this morning, I might be able to enjoy a relaxing and fun day.

The new guy in charge of me was a little gentler pulling me along by my leash, but that’s like saying one dentist’s drill is more fun than the others.  I did my best to keep up, especially when I realized he was taking me to the pool.

The resort was incredibly well organized.  After a brief stop to talk with a supervisor and log in my arrival, a set of instructions for me was airdropped to his phone, and just like that my day was planned out in full.

The first stop was at the main bar, but it wasn’t to get a drink.  I was blindfolded and felt him fiddling with my collar, which I assumed meant he was changing the tags I wore.  I guess the blindfold was to ensure I couldn’t get a glimpse of what they changed, and didn’t trust me to simply keep my eyes closed.  Why did I ever tell my Master I liked surprises?

I think leaving the blindfold in place was a spur of the moment decision by Carlos, (the bartender called him by name) rather than part of his instructions for me, but either way it made it harder for me to stay with him as he led me by the leash to my destination.  Wherever he took me was farther than the pool, and I felt us step into a shaded area, where I heard at least three or four people chatting.

Is nervouser a word?  I don’t think it is, but I was definitely feeling nervouser now, so that’s what I’m calling it.  Of course, I’d be much less nervouser if my Master was around, I knew who these people were, what they were about to do to me, or even if I knew what tags decorated my collar.

When I was ordered to stop, both the leash and the gag were removed, although with how big it had been inflated, I found I couldn’t quite close my mouth.  I really hoped that girl wasn’t assigned to me for my entire stay on the island, or she might dislocate my jaw in her zeal to keep me as silent as possible.

Two sets of hands helped me to half kneel and half lay on a soft, well-padded bench that was set at a forty-five-degree angle.  When my face was guided into a donut shaped rest, I realized they’d put me onto a massage chair.  Things might be looking up!

My legs were fastened down at my ankles and below the knees, and then my arms were released and pulled down along my sides so they could be strapped to the chair in a similar manner.  By this time my jaw was working again, so I was able to suck on the straw I felt touch my lips, and drank the entire glass of the fruit punch concoction.

A ring gag went in my mouth when I was done, but this one wasn’t nearly as bad as others I’d worn in the past.  It was slightly flexible, and if I really tried, I might even be able to briefly close my mouth.  No gag is really comfortable, but this was about as close as one ever came, so I’ll rate it an eight point five to the good.  (On the same scale, the overinflated gag from this morning was about a negative three.)

I felt long fingernails brush against the back of my neck, and then those hands began probing for knots in my neck and shoulders.  Oh hell yeah!

A moment later I felt hands on each of my feet.  I’d never had a foot massage before, so I never knew what I was missing until this very moment.  More hands started massaging my buttocks and thighs, but unlike the others, these two people weren’t concentrating solely on rubbing and kneading; one or the other always had a hand between my legs for a different kind of massage.

It started with a finger running the length of my labia, and then a slow circle over my clit, but then the fingers started sliding inside my pussy as well, and I was truly in heaven.  The full body massage felt so amazing, I even enjoyed the feeling when a pair of fingers slid past my rosebud, and were twisted and wiggled around for a few minutes.  I better still have the green tag on my collar, because another few minutes like this, and permission or not, I was gonna explode big time!

My kinky masseuses were too good at their job, though, and were able to read me like an open book.  Every time I felt ready to pop, the fingers left the cleft of my legs and resumed a more normal kind of massage.  It still felt good, but being brought so close to orgasm over and over, without being finished off, was a special kind of torture, yet I didn’t dare risk speaking or begging and pissing them off.

I think they kept me on the edge like that for at least an hour, and I would’ve done anything to reach the climax they were so skilled at denying me, but it wasn’t to be.  My massage was over, and it was time for my next activity.

Even blindfolded, I knew what they were doing when my right arm was freed from the chair, and I felt something being wrapped over it.  The strong smell of the sea made it readily apparent it was a seaweed wrap, and I wondered if my Master had booked me for a full day at the spa.

One at a time, each of my limbs was released, covered in wide strands of seaweed, and fastened back down again.  The probing fingers returned to my crotch again once all four were done, but only long enough to make sure my body was still ready for the toys they were about to use.

An egg-shaped vibrator slid inside my pussy with almost no effort on their part, and the shaft they slid up my ass was too thin and well lubed for me to resist even if I wanted to.  Once those were in place, they released both of my legs wrapped them together like a cocoon.

They helped me to stand so they could continue wrapping up my body, with my arms straight down my sides.  They stopped just below my breasts, but by then my arms were welded quite firmly in place; that seaweed was stronger than you’d think!

I had a brief moment of panic when I was lifted off my feet, but I was only airborne for a moment, and was gently placed on my back on another well-padded table.  I felt a cold stream of oil land on my breasts, which was then thoroughly massaged into my skin.  One of them gave me a scalp massage at the same time, and even without the vibrators turned on, I was in heaven.

They sat me up when it was time to finish wrapping my chest, and I bet I looked like a cross between the mummy and the swamp thing.  I might’ve even been funny if I hadn’t had only one thing on my mind at the moment; the ever-elusive orgasm.

When I was laid back down on the table, I felt more wraps go over my legs, starting at my feet.  It felt like they were wrapping me to the table, and not just with seaweed this time… the bind points were much harder and tighter, so they had to be using real restraint straps.

The only part of my body not covered in seaweed or restraints was my head, and that little bit of uncovered skin was the only thing that let me know I’d been moved into the sun.  I heard splashing, so I think I was back near the pool, but there was no way I was getting any kind of tan like this!

“Your Master gave you an orange oral sex tag, so here’s what we’re going to do,” one of the female masseuses said.  “I know you have to want more than anything to cum by now, so we’re going to give you a chance to earn it.  You are going to do your best to give pleasure to others, and if they think you did an outstanding job, they’ll have the option of adjusting the speed and intensity of the toys we buried inside you.”

I heard a pair of faint clicks near my ear, and felt both toys start to vibrate at a very low speed.

“However, you’ll have to really work for it, since these vibrators have twenty speed settings, and I can tell you from personal experience that the first half dozen or so are pretty wimpy.  If you don’t do a good enough job, someone can also turn your toys down, so unless you want to be here all day without any relief, I suggest you try real
 hard.  Good luck… you’re going to need it!”

I wasn’t sure if it was her or someone else, but I felt weight on the padding near my head, and then smelt the unmistakable smell of a woman’s crotch over me.  Heeding the woman’s advice, as soon as the pussy touched my face I stuck my tongue out and started licking for all I was worth.

The ring gag made it harder, but I’d done this before, and knew how to get it done with as little fuss as possible.  It was all about the clit, of course.  I concentrated on that little nub like my life depended on it… or at least my sanity, since being on the edge for so long was driving me bonkers!

She’d already been nicely wet when she sat on my face, so it didn’t take me long to finish her off.  I was feeling quite good about my success until she climbed off and informed me she preferred it to last longer.  My toys stayed on super sucky low.

A new girl quickly took her place, and heeding the advice of the first one, I went at it a little slower, licking her slit for several minutes with only brief flicks of the tongue over her clit.  When I finished, she abruptly told me I’d taken far too long to make her cum, so once again I was denied my reward.  I just couldn’t win today!

I split the difference with my next ‘customer’, and started with long, slow, drawn out strokes along her folds, and once I heard her moans pick up in intensity, hit her clit with everything I had.  The results were so spectacular, I almost felt jealous it was her instead of me, but I was also a little proud at being able to draw such a strong response out of her.

She was so pleased she turned both toys up twice, and promised to come back for another turn when the line wasn’t quite so long.  I’d already started on the next girl when her words finally sank in, and I froze up at what it meant.

A long line?  How many women did they expect me to service today?

Stopping was a mistake the girl above my face didn’t much care for, so she squatted down further and began smothering me, until I grew quite frantic for some air.  When she finally relented and let me breathe again, you can bet your ass I licked like there was no tomorrow.

She started smothering me again when she came, and since she was also a squirter, I felt half drowned by the time she climbed off, and was quite dizzy.  I wouldn’t call her fully satisfied at my performance, but at least she didn’t turn my vibrators down a notch like the next girl did.

I thought I did alright with her, but maybe she was just mean spirited or something.  I pretty much lost track of things after her, and had my toys turned up, down, and even fully off one time.  I never once made it out of the ‘sucky six’, as I thought of the weak, low speed settings, and began to think I’d never get to cum.

I’d licked so much pussy, my tongue was practically numb when they finally said that was the last one, unstrapped me from the table, and cut me loose from the seaweed wrap.  The moment my arms were free, the wrist cuffs were attached to my collar with short rods to keep me from trying to finish myself off, which I’d been seriously thinking about.

I’m sure rubbing my clit for just a few seconds would’ve done the job, but they hadn’t given me the chance to break the rules… they were too damn good at their jobs.  Last night I’d had too many orgasms, and I wished I could’ve saved some of them in a jar for today.  It was feast or famine around here, and right now I was starving with no chance of even a nibble, since they’d taken my toys away when I was freed from the wrap.

They gave me a few minutes to sit and recover from my seaweed mummification, with one of them dribbling water through my ring gag, a second covering me in oil, and a third adding new restraints.  I wasn’t sure what kind of bondage they had planned for me next, but they were using a lot of rubber cuffs on me, so it was bound to be a doozy.

I also had to pee in a bedpan, but for once I didn’t even care how many people might be watching.  I’d just given oral sex to practically every girl here, so what did it matter?

“She stinks,” the man oiling me blurted, pausing in his job.

“We’ll take care of that in a minute,” the girl who’d spoken to me earlier replied.

I really was a mess.  I’d sweated like crazy under all that seaweed, my thighs were sticky with my own secretions, and my entire face and head had been soaked from the girls who’d been squirters.  I needed about three showers, and a few drinks of something a lot stronger than water.

“I got this end,” the man said, grabbing me under my armpits.  “You get her legs.

I was hoisted up by the two of them and carried a short distance without struggling, until the guy said ‘on three’, and I felt them swing me back and forth.  I tried to scream when I felt myself sail through the air, which was a mistake with the ring gag in my mouth, since I landed in the pool.

I only swallowed a little water, though, since all those rubber cuffs they’d wrapped around me had been inflatable, and when my panic receded, I found myself floating quite comfortably.  A moment after I settled down, someone landed in the pool near my head, and grabbed me by the shoulders.

“Close your eyes and keep them closed,” the girl said, putting a hand on my blindfold.

Even with my eyes closed, the sun seemed bright after being in absolute darkness for so long.  She then gently washed my face and hair, taking care not to splash any water into my open mouth, and I began to relax again.  She put a pair of sunglasses on me when she finished, and said I could open my eyes again.

The first thing I saw was a row of naked ladies lining the pool in front of me.  At some unseen signal they all bowed in my direction, and the ones with their hands unfettered began clapping.  It was nice to be appreciated, but it would’ve been even nicer if they would’ve returned the favor.

Oh well… the day was young, and I was relaxing in the pool like I’d requested, even though I felt more like a floating pool toy at the moment.  I’m sure my time would come… no pun intended.


Letting Loose

The next day I refrained from calling my morning attendant a fucking whore who sucked off donkeys for fun, and was ‘rewarded’ with the more comfortable ring gag from yesterday.  She still used the labia leash to lead me to the resort complex, but at least she didn’t add any unnecessary tugs this time.

After being handed over and signed in, Carlos led me to the beach, which was already a beehive of activity.  I’d be spending another day without my Master, but last night he promised the business he had to take care of would only take a few days at most.  Apparently, he was trying to buy the next island over so he could expand on what Master Noah had done here.

I thought it’d be awesome to live on a remote, tropical island with him, and who knows… he might even name it after me like Master Noah had done for his wife Eden.  Willow Island had a nice ring to it, although since it was likely to be another BDSM resort, I’m sure he’d use my submissive name if he actually named it after me.  Leelo Land?  Nah… too corny.

A sharp tug of my leash reminded me not to let my mind wander; I was here to do a job like the others, and that job was to restore the beach to a pristine condition.  The fire pit had to be cleaned out, laid out with wood for later, and the woodpile restocked.  The beach had to be raked, cleaned of any flotsam and jetsam that had accumulated, and a whole cartload of restraints had to be cleaned, sorted, and neatly put away.

It was a lot of work, but there were also a lot of us doing it, so it went fairly fast.  It also meant the restraints we wore were fairly minimal, and even a bad day at the beach beats a good day at the office.

The biggest job assigned to me was to dig a deep trench for some new pieces of bondage furniture.  It was a row of upright, V-shaped bamboo frames, but they had to be set securely into the ground, and that meant digging a hole, piling up some reef rock around the base, packing it in, and leveling the area once we were done.

I wondered if I might find myself tied to one of them later tonight, and thought it would be an interesting position.  Based on the row of stakes hammered into the ground behind the frames, I’d be kneeling with my back against the V, with my arms tied along each piece of bamboo, and my ankles pulled back towards the stakes.

It had the potential to be quite a strenuous position, depending how the tie was actually applied, but I found myself getting hot just thinking about it.  Let’s face it… I was a bondage junkie, and not afraid to admit it.

When our chores were all finished, we were given leave to swim in the ocean for a while… at least most of us.  Apparently three subs hadn’t done a very good job, and were staked out spread eagle on the beach for a good flogging session.

Then again, depending on their inclinations it might’ve been a reward for them too.  I wasn’t into pain like some subs, but I wouldn’t have minded being staked out like that with my Master on top of me.  Sex on the beach was still one of my bucket list items, and that would be a perfect way to do it.

I had to be really careful with those kinds of daydreams.  My hands were currently unfettered, and if I forgot and let them wander between my legs, someone was sure to notice, and punishment for breaking the resort rules would be swift.  A little pain was okay when combined with a whole lot of sexual stimulation from my Master, but I was definitely not a pain slut.

No… as much as I liked bondage, I was enjoying my first bit of freedom since we’d got here, so I was going to be a good little sub and play by the rules.  That little Polynesian girl had given me a taste of what could happen if I didn’t behave, and I had no desire to find out how much worse it could get if I screwed up in public.

It turned out to be the best decision of my life, since one of the other subs tried to get away with it, and was immediately hauled off for punishment.  The rest of us were called back as well, and quickly put into restraints to prevent someone else from trying.

It was fairly minimal bondage, with a two-foot wrist chain that ran through the ring on the front of my collar to keep my hands north of the border, and a short hobble chain for the ankles.  I didn’t even need help drinking a bottle of water this way, but the same couldn’t be said about Zoe, who I now saw was the naughty girl being punished.

I thought punishment would mean a trip straight to the whipping post, but they were simply tying her up.  Well… simply might be the wrong word to use, since she was extremely flexible, and they were extremely creative.

First her arms were bound in a reverse prayer so harsh, her hands were all the way up behind her neck.  A veritable spider web of ropes made sure they stayed that way, and was also wrapped around her torso to weld them tight against her back.  Those ropes added some breast bondage into the mix, and were already starting to turn her globes into puffy red balloons.

I think she was both trying to complain, and to beg for mercy at the same time, but it was hard to tell for sure with the gag making her speech unintelligible.  I’ll never know for sure, since the next thing they did was swap it for the inflatable gag I hated so much, and had the strongest person there pump it up.

After adding a real crotch cutter rope, they used six more pieces to tie her legs together, starting at the ankles and finishing at the upper thighs.  Talk about overkill!

Her flexibility came into play again when they added the next rope, and put her into a hogtie so tight, her feet were almost touching the back of her head.  After braiding a thong into her ponytail and pulling it back, her head actually did touch her feet!  To make matters worse, they even used a piece of twine to tie her toes to her hair!

I thought I’d been in a tight hogtie the other day, but this was several orders of magnitude harsher than I ever imagined possible.  They finished by giving ten blows with a cane to each breast, applying some weighted nipple clamps, and then they seemingly ignored her and went back to work.

I wondered if all punishments were this severe, or if she was a repeat offender, and things got worse the more times you broke the rules.  I hoped it was the latter, since I was bound to inadvertently break a few rules during a month-long stay.

Fun time was over for us now, but there wasn’t much more that needed to be done.  I had enough range of motion with my hands that I was able to help set the tables for lunch, and then we were taken back to the resort.  Zoe was left behind, so I have no idea how long she had to endure the punishment hogtie, but I hoped for her sake it wasn’t too much longer.  That tie would’ve broken me before they were halfway finished!

After lunch I found myself at loose ends.  My Master hadn’t returned, I wasn’t assigned any work, and my arms had been rebound into a box tie, so I couldn’t swim in the pool.  I decided to go to the bar to see if I could get a real drink, although I had no idea how I was going to say the word ‘margarita’ with the ring gag in my mouth.  Try it sometime, I dare ya!

The bartender thought it was funny to be deliberately obtuse about it too, but eventually relented enough to check his tablet to see if I was allowed to order any alcohol.  The way his eyebrows immediately shot up gave me a bad feeling, as did the shit eating grin that appeared on his face when he finished reading my file.

“This is a new one,” he said, looking up at me.  “You are allowed either one drink of your choice today, or a max of two per hour for as long as you can still walk up to the bar, if you choose to play a game.”

When I told my Master I wanted to party hard one night, he must’ve left instructions to that effect, although it sounded like he’d added some kind of twist.  I didn’t really have a choice, since it was what I’d asked for, and if I didn’t find out what kind of game he’d set up for me, it would gnaw at me forever.  As if by some miracle, the bartender instantly understood gag-talk when I mumbled the word ‘game’.

“Are you familiar with the tequila shot where you lick salt off the back of your hand, take the shot, and finish with a lemon?”

I nodded yes.

“We serve a version of that drink here, but since I don’t have any salt at the bar, we have to substitute something else,” he said, gesturing for me to come behind the bar.

I knew where this was going even before he unzipped his pants, but thought ‘what the hell’.  I’d already done oral with most of the women here, so why not complete the collection with the guys?  I carefully got down on my knees and scooted up to his already growing cock.

Giving a proper blowjob with a ring gag was no easier than eating pussy with one, but I’d done it enough times by now that I knew a few tricks.  For example, the tongue can do amazing things to the underside of the shaft and head, and no guy can resist a good deep throating.

It only took a few minutes of bobbing my head before I sensed he was close, and took a deep breath in anticipation of his cumming.  I’d learned the hard way I didn’t want to be inhaling when a guy shot his load into my mouth.

He surprised me by grabbing the sides of my head just as he came, holding his cock just inside my mouth so his spunk didn’t go down my throat.  After all, that would defeat the purpose of the salty prelude to the tequila shot.

He had me tilt my head back so he could pour the shot into my mouth, and finished with a quick squeeze from a lemon wedge.  It was the weirdest drink I’d ever had, with an even weirder aftertaste, but not as bad as I’d thought it might be.

After helping me back up to my feet, he told me not to run off just yet, since there was a little more to the game.  A few minutes later one of the staff delivered a small package to the bar containing a few items, including a peculiar pair of thong panties that had a small pouch in the front.

The bartender held my arm while the other guy helped me step into the panties, and placed something in the pouch.  He shortened my ankle hobble to about six inches, gave me a set of knee pads to wear, put me in a new pair of sandals, and took a box from behind the bar.  About two dozen silver chits were then clipped along the waistband, each representing one of the drinks I was allowed.

I thought it was a little overkill, since even if I had to pace myself at two drinks per hour, there was no way I could drink that many and even be able to crawl to the bar, let alone walk on my own two feet!  They jingled merrily against each other, and I wondered if that was part of the game, and the ringing was the equivalent of the bells on an ice cream truck to attract customers.

“Here are the rules,” the bartender said, grabbing me by my chin so he could look me in the eye.  “You’re free to wander around the grounds and the beach, and can get something salty from anyone who cares to donate.  You are not allowed to swallow until you come back here for the shot, and since you’re only allowed two per hour, if you return too quickly, you’ll have to keep holding the cum in your mouth until I’m allowed serve you your next drink.

“To help keep you in the mood, your Master has provided you with a sound activated vibrator.  There’ll be music and dancing starting in about an hour, and you’re required to attend the party.  If you’re not kneeling or drinking, we better see you dancing.”

He said the last in a tone that warned me I’d be watched, and dancing wasn’t optional.  I liked dancing, and had even asked for it, so I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised.  What did surprise me was how strong the vibrator was on my clit when he turned it on and tested it by loudly clapping his hands.

I hadn’t been expecting the vibrator to be that strong, but it was only the tip of the iceberg; my involuntary steps in reaction had been surprisingly loud, and the sound caused several secondary bursts to pulse through my crotch.  I think my new shoes had steel plates on the bottom!

The jingle of the drink chits also set it off, but not as strongly.  Still, it would be enough to keep the toy going almost non-stop, and I began to like this game a little more, since I was almost positive I still wore a green tag.

“Do you understand the rules?” he asked, once he’d finished his sound test.

I nodded yes.

“Good… then I think you have your first customer waiting.”

I turned to see who he was looking at, and saw the guy who’d delivered the package sitting in a chair about twenty feet away, with his pants down around his ankles, and a goofy smile on his face.  I almost burst out laughing at the picture he presented, but as I began shuffling over towards him, the tap-clop of my shoes and the jingle-jangle of the drink chits changed the impending laugh into a moan of pleasure.  That was a damn fine toy!

Like the bartender had done, he grabbed my head to make sure his cum landed in my mouth, although his last spurt hit me on the upper lip and dribbled down to my chin.  I found out there was also a twist the bartender had neglected to mention when he took a chit off my panties and clipped it onto a nipple.  I think it was supposed to signify that I’d just earned a drink, although the load of spunk should’ve been an obvious enough sign.

The bartender pulled the chit off my nipple with a quick tug, made me lean backwards over the bar to receive my shot, and then informed me I had eighteen minutes left before I was allowed another.  He also made me drink a glass of water before I left, to help keep me hydrated.

Having to wait made me automatically chafe a little, but I understood the importance of taking it easy.  Two drinks per hour were more than enough to get me shitfaced drunk if I kept it up all day, and I sure didn’t want to pass out early and miss the dance party.

Then again, with the way I was hobbled, the trip to the pool and back would take at least fifteen minutes anyway, and I had no idea how long it might take to find someone I could give a blowjob to.  I started the tap-clop, jingle-jangle, buzz-buzz shuffle, looking for a likely target on my way.

I noticed Master Luke was in a lounge chair off to the side, and adjusted my course slightly.  I’d had the opportunity to blow him in the past during one of my Master’s kinky games in the dungeon playroom, and I didn’t think it likely he’d refuse another.

The noise I made alerted him to my presence when I was still a few yards away, and it was obvious he knew about the game, since his swim trunks were already down by the time I arrived.  Sucking his cock while he was lying down wasn’t any more difficult than if he was standing or sitting, but keeping his cum in my mouth afterwards was.

A fair amount went down my chin when I raised my head off his rod, but I think I had enough left on my tongue to satisfy the requirements of the game, and earn my next drink.  I sure hope so, since I’d hate to have gone through all that work for nothing.

It was, but I almost didn’t care by the time I got to the bar, since the vibrations were really starting to get to me, and I was close to cumming.  After taking my shot, he logged it and said I had twenty-four minutes to wait this time.

I figured I could head to the far end of the pool so I wouldn’t have to wait when I came back, but I’d only made it a few yards before the music came on, which sent my toy into overdrive.  It caught me totally off-guard, and I’d been so close anyway, I fell to my knees as my orgasm burst free.

Boy oh boy, it was a good one too.  With the vibrator speed going up and down in time to the music, it felt even better than a steady buzzing would’ve been, and it gave me a whole new appreciation for the song ‘Shake, shake, shake senora’!

I’d closed my eyes while the waves of pleasure ran their course through me, and when I opened them again, I found myself staring right at a rock-hard cock.  Without any preliminaries, he plunged it straight into my waiting mouth, and all the way down into my throat, causing me to gag a little.

He wasn’t exactly rough with me, but he was a hair grabber, and liked to be in complete control of the blowjob.  Since my orgasm had left me a little breathless, I had a hard time regaining my equilibrium while he face fucked me, but he didn’t last too long before depositing a huge load of sperm on my tongue.

The biggest downside was now I had to wait for close to twenty minutes with a mouthful of cum, and the loud music still driving the vibrator, and me crazy.  I found I was right in front of a speaker, which was why the song had hit me so hard; I had to get away from it as soon as possible.

Unfortunately, the man had only taken the time to clip a chit to my nipple, and hadn’t helped me to stand.  I shuffled on my knees to the bar, hoping the music would be a little more tolerable there.  Not that I had anything against orgasms, mind you, but I had no idea how long this game was going to last, and drinks weren’t the only thing I needed to enjoy in moderation.

When he was finally able to serve me and send me back on my way, I was starting to feel a dual buzz in my body.  The intoxicating buzz of the alcohol, combined with the full body buzz of my second orgasm as I passed by the speaker again.  I knew it was coming this time, so I managed to not only stay on my feet, but to keep moving as well.

That was important, since I remembered I was supposed to be dancing whenever I wasn’t drinking or blowing.  In fact, just to be safe I began adding a rhythmic bounce to my shuffling, which was as close as I could get to dancing on the move.  There didn’t seem to be an official dance floor, but several people were dancing wherever there was room, so I headed towards the closest group.

It was also the spot as far away from any of the speakers, as near as I could tell, which was perfect since my extra bouncing was making my drink chits ring louder than usual.  I danced with them for three songs before getting a tap on my shoulder.  It was Mark, the manager of the BDSM club back home, and he was already naked, hard, and waiting.

I hadn’t known he was here, or that he ranked high enough to be one of the honored guests, but a cock was a cock as far as the game was concerned, so I dropped to my knees and took his tool in my mouth.  He’d always treated me nice at the club, so I was going to return the favor and do a really good job on him.

He actually had a perfect cock for sucking; not long enough to make me gag when he plunged all the way in, and not fat enough to completely cut off my air either.  I tried to take my time to make it last for him, but either I was too good, or he was too horny; he blew his load in about three minutes, and even remembered to help me stand at the end.

The energetic dancing had left me horny as hell, so I knew there was no way in hell I’d make it past the speaker without exploding, and didn’t even try to stop it.  All I could do was fight through the powerful waves of pleasure, and shuffle past it as fast as possible.

I collapsed over top of the bar, and had to take a moment to recover before I could turn around, and bend over backwards for my drink.  I was currently more cum drunk than alcohol drunk, but I was definitely feeling the effects of all the tequila.  It’s a good thing I ate a big lunch, or I would’ve been in serious trouble.

Having just cum, I knew I could make it past the speaker without erupting, but then the bartender decided to play a dirty trick, and stopped me right at the worst possible place.  I not only had to give him a second blowjob right in front of the blaring speaker, but then he leashed me to the speaker pole, and left me writhing in the agonizing pleasure of orgasms beyond my control for what I assumed was going to be the next twenty-seven minutes!

In reality, he turned down the sound sensitivity after my second orgasm, so the speaker became tolerable, and the rest of the pool area was even better, but I still thought it was a damn dirty trick.  On the other hand, the lower sensitivity worked in my favor, and I wound up having only one orgasm per hour instead of two or three, which was just about perfect.  It gave me enough time to recover in between each one so they were all enjoyable, without my pussy becoming painfully over sensitive to the random, yet powerful vibrations.

The only thing that could’ve made the day better was if my Master returned, or if someone would’ve thought to clean me up a little.  I’d leaked and squirted so much my legs stuck together when they touched, my sandals squelched when I walked, and I had little bits of dried sperm all over my face and chest.

I suppose I could’ve jumped into the pool, but I was too scared of drowning with my arms tied behind me.  Yeah, I know drowning was unlikely with how closely I was watched, and not just by the staff; my dancing orgasms were high entertainment for some reason, even more than my blowjobs.

Everywhere I went, Masters, Mistresses, and subs joined me in my dancing.  Maybe it was because it was something different, and a lot of these people had grown jaded over the years.  Novelty was a precious commodity, although everyone knew the rules for this drinking game, so my antics couldn’t have been too unusual.

It could’ve been because I was playing the game with such enthusiasm, and they appreciated how hard I tried, even for ones I couldn’t fully do while bound and hobbled, like the country line dance or the conga line I led around the pool.  I almost took an involuntary swim several times on that one, since my balance wasn’t too steady anymore.

I eventually did fall into the pool, but it wasn’t my fault.  When Zoe was brought back from the beach, she staggered at the worst possible time, and knocked me right into the deep end!

It was gratifying to see how many people jumped in after me, and how fast they reacted.  Even that slave with the evil cock cage jumped in after me, although what he thought he’d be able to do with his arms tied behind him was a mystery.  It actually took more people to save him than it did me, but his Mistress was impressed with his valor, and removed the torturous device so he could get some relief (for the first time in six months, I heard her mention to someone) as soon as I was available.

I was glad to do it, since I’d felt sorry for the guy ever since I saw him, and he’d just tried to save me.  It was too bad he only lasted about thirty seconds before shooting an unbelievable amount of cum into my mouth, but he seemed more than happy afterwards.

The only people not happy at the moment were Zoe and her Master.  He thought she’d deliberately pushed me into the pool, and had fire in his eyes at the disgrace she’d brought upon him.  I would not want to be in her shoes right now, especially since she’d just finished with an incredibly stringent hogtie, and had only more punishment to look forward to.

I had to shuffle back to the bar so I couldn’t see exactly what was happening with her, but the sound of leather striking flesh was quite unmistakable.  By the time I was done and returning, all I could see was she was tied bent over the back of a chair, looking quite subdued.

I wished I could’ve intervened on her behalf, since she’d actually done me a favor.  I was clean, refreshed, and ready to party on!

Even better, my Master finally got back from his trip to the other island, and was more than ready to join in on the fun.  I wasted no time in dropping to my knees in front of him, but planned on wasting plenty giving him the best, longest, deepest, sloppiest, teasing blowjob on the planet.

I’d barely started before Zoe’s Master came up and apologized to mine for the unprovoked assault on me, and informed him she’d be wearing the purple tag for the rest of the weekend.  I thought assault was a rather strong word to use, since she’d simply stumbled into me, but apparently, he saw things differently than I did.

The no limits tag was a hard price to pay for a small accident, and I didn’t think she deserved it.  If I got the chance, I’d explain what happened to my Master, and maybe he could do something to help her.

Between my slow, teasing action, and his incredible self-control, my Master held out for at least fifteen or twenty minutes before finally reaching climax, and I barely remembered in time I wasn’t supposed to let him cum straight into my throat like usual.  He gave me a kiss on the forehead before helping me to my feet, and sending me off to the bar with a playful slap to the ass.

This would probably be my last trip.  If I drank much more, I might not be able to even find
 the bar, plus I’m sure my Master had other plans for me now.  At least I hoped so… the toy had done an admirable job of keeping me entertained, but nothing beats the feel of a real piece of meat, and I knew from firsthand experience it wouldn’t take him long before he was ready to go again.

I could hardly wait to find out what he had planned for me next.


Tied on the Beach

Whatever plans he may or may not have had were delayed by his need to take care of the Zoe situation.  It was tradition that the aggrieved Master had to inflict a direct punishment on the offender, and that took precedence.  I used body language to try to get across that there were no hard feelings on my end, but I wasn’t sure how successful I was in getting the message across.

He had her bound in something called a metal fiddle, which was a variant on that ass hook tie I’d experienced.  The hook on this one had a large steel ball on the end that seated deep inside her ass, and had a steel adjustable bar running up to the wide collar on top.  Two smaller rings of steel were welded in the middle for her wrists, holding them horizontal behind her back like a box tie.

Maybe he’d gotten the hint after all, because when handed the cane, he only delivered a single blow.  It was straight between her legs, and almost made her collapse from the shock, but he had the right to do a lot worse if he chose to.  Hell, he could’ve delivered a hundred blows to her pussy if he wanted to, and there was no safe word when wearing the purple tag.

He shook hands with the other Master to show there were no hard feelings, handed the cane back, and hooked a finger through the ring on my collar.  We went back to the bar so he could return the toys of the game, and grab a bottle of champagne.  I’d pretty much reached my limit for alcohol consumption today, so hopefully it was for him.

After clipping a leash to my collar, he led me down the path to the beach, and all the way across the sand to a sheltered area near the reef.  There was a blanket spread out in the middle of four stakes hammered into the ground, each with a long rope already attached.  I knew exactly where this was going, and heartily approved; I was about to get another bucket list item checked off!

He had me sit on the blanket, facing the ocean, with my legs spread so he could tie my ankles to the first pair of stakes.  Rather than finishing the job, he sat behind me so we could watch the sun set over the ocean, while sipping champagne and making out.

Well, he made out with me, since I was still bound and gagged, and couldn’t reciprocate.  He kissed my neck, nibbled my ears, fondled my tits, and stroked between my legs, driving me absolutely wild with desire.  You’d think I hadn’t had an orgasm in a month with how hot he was making me!

Just as the sun set, he freed my arms and had me lay on my back so he could finish the job of tying me spread eagle on the beach.  My heart was racing with anticipation when he crawled between my legs, but he wasn’t about to rush things because I was feeling exceptionally horny; sex on the beach was a bucket list item, and he wanted to make sure it was a memorable experience.

He must’ve spent at least ten minutes simply massaging my breasts and sucking my nipples, before kissing his way down towards my crotch, where he continued to slowly tease me with gentle licks and kisses.  My head was spinning from more than all the booze I’d drunk earlier, and I prayed he got on with it soon or I was going to lose my mind!

When he finally got into position, he held my hips down so I couldn’t rise to meet him like I wanted to; he had a different strategy in mind.  He slid inside me so slowly I could barely perceive any motion at all, but fill me he did… all the way to the hilt, where he stopped once more.

While pinning me to the ground with his weight, he resumed his sensual assault on my breasts, and now I knew for sure I was going to lose my mind.  I had just enough wiggle room to move around his cock ever so slightly, and the sensations it caused were almost enough to make me cum.  I couldn’t give in to temptation, though, since I knew he expected me to wait until he was ready, so we could reach the peak together.

When he finally started moving, it was only to rotate his hips and grind his crotch against mine, almost like he was trying to force me into the sand.  It was an amazing technique, but one I wasn’t able to fully appreciate, since all I wanted was for him to take me hard and fast.  Did I mention patience wasn’t one of my strong suits?

He kept it up for so long I could feel the rut we’d made in the sand below my ass, but his self-control wasn’t without limit.  As he approached that limit, he began to finally fuck me proper, starting with short, slow thrusts, but quickly progressing to hard and fast, just like I wanted.  Now this was sex on the beach!

Holding back my orgasm became extremely difficult now that he was really going to town, but I somehow managed, and got to share the magic moment with him as we exploded in perfect harmony.  His hot jets of cum drove my orgasm into uncharted territory, and the contractions of my pussy milked him for all he was worth, easily doubling his pleasure.  It was perfect.

Or nearly so… as I slowly came back down to Earth, I realized that sex on the beach had one huge downside; the sand.  Even with a blanket below me, the insidious grains of ground up rock got absolutely everywhere, and I do mean everywhere!

If we didn’t take the time for a swim or a shower, the rest of the night would be quite uncomfortable.  I’d even be willing to be handed over that little Polynesian girl for her kind of cleaning!

We both swam and showered before rejoining the others for the beach party that had started in our absence, and dried ourselves off in front of the fire.  It was so relaxing I almost fell asleep in his arms more than once… I’d had a long day after all, not to mention the soporific effect of all the tequila and champagne I’d consumed.

My Master’s day had been a lot less exciting, though, so he was just getting started.  No rest for the wicked… or at least not much.  Poor Zoe’s trials and tribulations were still ongoing, and her position was nowhere near as restful as mine was.

She was up against a tree at the end of the path from the resort, with that fiddle contraption tied tight against it.  Every time someone passed by her, they’d apply a few strikes with cane, whip, or flogger, and she was already covered in red marks all the way down to her feet.

Just standing there would’ve been punishment enough.  Every move she made pushed the sand out from beneath her, meaning more and more of her weight was being taken up by the hook in her ass, since the fiddle wasn’t about to move.  I hoped it wasn’t as uncomfortable as it looked, but I wasn’t about to bet on it, so the selfish part of me was glad I wasn’t in her shoes.

I couldn’t worry about her anymore, though, since I saw two porters approaching with the trunk I’d packed with all our bondage goodies.  It was time for a new game, and I was still the main attraction.

This one was to be all about bondage, and sounded simple on the surface.  Everyone I’d given oral pleasure to over the last two days was allowed to add to my restraints, but since that was practically everyone here, it meant one hell of a lot of bondage coming my way!

My Master set the tone by breaking out the heavily boned, half-cup corset, and laced it up with zero slack on the first attempt.  He usually did it in stages so I could get used to my waist being constricted so severely, but he had plenty of extra help tonight, and four extra sets of hands to push, pull, squeeze, and lace made it almost too easy.  For him at least.

Master Luke chose to use a few rolls of bondage tape on my arms… vet wrap I think he called it, but don’t ask me why.  All I know is he used it liberally to turn my hands into useless balls, and fuse my arms together all the way up past my elbows.  It felt just as tight as any armbinder I’d ever worn, and was probably tighter around my lower arms and hands.

Mistress Isabella’s contribution came next, and was going to cause me more problems than the corset and taped arm combined.  She put a pair of shoes on me, which wouldn’t have been bad if they weren’t ballet style, with a six or seven-inch stiletto heel!  Just standing upright in the loose sand was a challenge, let alone walking.

Zoe’s Master added a tall posture collar around my neck that eliminated almost all head movement, restricted my breathing even further, and kept me from seeing where I was stepping.  It screwed me almost as effectively as a blindfold would’ve.

Even though my arms were quite effectively immobilized, a Mistress I didn’t know decided my heavy rubber armbinder was too pretty to leave in the box.  On it went, right over top of the tape, adding more pressure to my already aching shoulders.

I think adding bondage over bondage inspired the next bunch of people, since my arms remained the focus of their attention.  Multiple straps went around them next, followed by what must’ve been an entire rope cocoon.  By the time they were done, it felt like my arms had been encased in concrete!

There wasn’t much more that could possibly be done to my arms… unless Master Noah had a cement mixer on the island… so the next addition was a pair of clover clamps for my nipples.  This pair was either connected by a fairly heavy chain, or he’d clipped some weights on it, but I couldn’t look down to see which it was.  I guess it didn’t matter, since the end result was the same.

Did I say there wasn’t anything more they could do to restrict my arms?  Boy, was I ever wrong.  At least a dozen more straps were wrapped around me to hold them tight against my back, and then another rope cocoon followed suit.

The rope was much worse, since the coils that went over the top of my boobs squeezed them down against the immovable corset.  Talk about being caught between a rock and a hard place!  I’m pretty sure there was still a thin band of exposed flesh left around my nipples, since I could still feel the nipple clamps bouncing around, but it couldn’t have been more than a finger width wide at most.

Between the ever-increasing bondage, the stupid ballet shoes, the lingering effects of the booze, and the clever fingers between my legs from some unknown person, I could no longer stand without help.  It wouldn’t matter for long, though, since my legs were the focus of their attention now.

Long splints or boards were taped to the outside of each leg, which actually helped a little, since my knees were feeling rather weak.  They reinforced it with a plethora of straps, but didn’t add any rope for some reason… maybe they ran out.  (Not bloody likely, but one can always dream.)

Any hope of standing on my own evaporated when they put the extra-long spreader bar between my ankles.  I swear the thing had to be a full five feet long, and with the splints on my legs, I couldn’t even pull my knees in for a little relief.  Two subs were assigned to keep me vertical, one of which was Paige, who’d been playing with my pussy, and the second was Eden, who began fingering my butt.

I thought my bondage was done with, but then I saw the cock cage guy step in front of me to hang some more weight on the nipple clamp chain.  Shit… the subs were adding to my predicament as well!  It meant I wasn’t as close to being finished as I thought, although I had no clue what else they could do.

When they slowly brought me over to one of the new bamboo V-frames I’d helped build earlier, I began to suspect my bondage wasn’t as random as I’d initially thought.  I was put onto my back, with the posture collar resting in the junction of the V, and my arms in a conveniently located trench in the sand.  Yeah, this was all planned in advance.

A few ropes were used to tie the posture collar to the frame, although I don’t know why they bothered, since I had no way of moving off it on my own.  Their next move caught me totally by surprise, and completed my overly complicated bondage.

In short, they lifted my legs up and past the V-frame, and lashed them in place so tight, my ass was left several inches off the ground.  In fact, the heavily boned corset and ultra-arm tie meant only my shoulders and neck had any contact with the ground!

I was still struggling to come to terms with my predicament when the music cut off, and I head my Masters voice come over the speakers.  I had a feeling my ordeal had only just begun.


Initiation Entertainment

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen,” he began.  “I’d like to thank all of you for the friendship and hospitality you’ve shown since my arrival, and I’m sure Leelo would do the same if she wasn’t tied up at the moment.”

It was pretty weak as far as puns went, but it drew a chuckle from several people in the crowd anyway.

“I know a few of you either weren’t around this afternoon, or didn’t have a chance to participate in the drinking game… sorry ladies… but we’ll soon rectify the oversight.  You see, my lovely Leelo has this thing for sex on the beach, and the last time I looked, we were on a beach.  She seems to be extending an invitation to one and all right now, although if I’m wrong, all she has to do is get up and walk away.”

My Master was quite the comedian tonight.  I couldn’t get up right now without a forklift, and even then, I probably wouldn’t make it.  The joke was secondary in my mind, though, since his other words were a lot more pressing.

“So, everyone who’s ‘up’ for it, come on over and help finish her initiation in high style!”

Initiation?  Was that what this day had been about?  Was still about?  My Master was a lot more devious than I’d given him credit for, and that was saying something!

Even his joke about getting up and walking away was a devious way to remind me I had a safe word I could use if things got out of hand, but I’d be damned if I was gonna use it now.  After all, I’d pretty much asked for it.

Since this was his island, it was Master Noah who stepped up to bat first.  He had his wife/slave Eden suck his prick to get it hard, and then lowered himself down on top of me.  Between Eden’s saliva and my own natural juices, he slid inside me with almost no resistance, like a sword into a well fitted scabbard.

He took me fast, but not overly hard.  After Paige and Eden’s teasing, he had me ready to pop my cork in almost no time at all, but I forced the urge down, knowing it would look extremely bad for my Master if I came before he did.  It was also in my own self-interest, since I didn’t want to wind up like Zoe by breaking the rules.

It wasn’t easy, since Eden had somehow acquired a vibrator, and had worked it into my ass while her husband and Master was busy pounding away.  After all the times I’d already cum today, I couldn’t believe I was on the verge of orgasm yet again, but here I was, and there was no stopping it now.  I vaguely wondered if anyone had kept track, since I might’ve set some kind of record today!

As soon as he felt my orgasm begin to wash over me, he began pounding harder and faster, quite literally taking my breath away with the power of his thrusts… not that I had a lot of air in my lungs to begin with.  I was seeing stars by the time he reached his own peak, in a wonderful multi-orgasmic explosion that just wouldn’t stop.

I don’t think I passed out from it, but my brain definitely shut down for a minute or two, since the next thing I knew, something else was pressing for entry at my back door, and it wasn’t made of plastic.  Based on the sight of Mr. Cock Cage’s Mistress standing above me with a large, knobby strap-on already in place, I had to assume she’d freed him from the cage once again, and it was he who was filling me back there.

Once he was settled, she climbed on top, slid the large protrusion slowly inside me, and turned on the built-in vibrator.  Holy shit!  If I had a hard time controlling myself with Master Noah, keeping a lid on my climax was going to be virtually impossible with the two of them stuffing me like this!

She didn’t move fast, but with the vibrator buzzing away, she didn’t have to.  Her slave wasn’t allowed to move at all, and was simply lying there as a human butt plug.  I wasn’t sure if he’d even be able to get enough stimulation to cum, although I hoped for his sake he did.  His earlier blowjob didn’t last nearly long enough, and I still felt I owed him.

As strong as the vibrations felt to me, they must’ve been even more powerful on her end, since she cried out in ecstasy a few moments before I did.  I thought I’d gotten lucky, but apparently one orgasm wasn’t enough for her, and she kept at it until she had two more, and I had a second when she collapsed on top of me, with the toy still buried to the hilt.

Luckily for him, but not so much for me, Mistress Isabella asked to borrow her slave, since she thought it looked like such a delectable position.  Of course, she agreed, so I still had his cock deep in my ass when I was penetrated by the new dildo.

This one didn’t vibrate, at least on my end, but I think it did on hers, since she seemed to be really enjoying the ride.  She also had Paige straddle my chest so they could make out while she fucked me, which wouldn’t have been too bad if she hadn’t occasionally sat on my clamped nipples!

I thought I’d reached some sort of physical limit, since I didn’t cum with her, even though she enjoyed two powerful orgasms before she climbed off to make room for the next in line.  Before she left, she announced that Paige had earned a reward today, and since I currently had an unoccupied face, it’d be a shame to let it go unused.

Paige let out a little squeal of excitement, and wasted no time in kneeling over top of me, blocking my view of what was happening at the other end.  Since all I could see were the cheeks of her well-toned ass, I had no idea who it was who entered me next, but it was a real cock this time, and he went straight at it full bore.

He was so energetic, he was finally providing a little up and down bounce to stimulate the cock in my ass, and I felt like he might be able to cum after all.  I knew I still could as well, since once again I had to fight it off, and it wasn’t easy with all that was going on.

I had Paige grinding away on my extended tongue, two well-endowed men between my legs, and a new person giving my nipples some attention.  The pulls and tugs were a distraction at first, but then they were pulled off, and the return of blood to my poor buds caused a chain reaction.

It set me off first, with a mind-blowing orgasm that must’ve made me clench my ass enough to give him the last little bit of help he needed, since he began filling my ass with another huge load of cum.  My vaginal contractions also set off whoever that was, so for the first time ever I got to experience gushes of sperm filling me in both holes at once.  I don’t know if it was the sound of so many orgasms happening at once, or it was just her time, but Paige joined us right at the end, making it an unbelievable four-way simultaneous orgasm!

Time seemed to stop while we all savored the moment, but then it passed, and someone with a vibrating strap-on took the place of the mystery man.  The cock in my ass shrunk after he came, but not enough to actually fall out, and as the new person picked up right where the man left off, it began to get hard again!

Holy shit… I didn’t think a guy could do that!  Maybe that’s why his Mistress kept the beast chained up so much and for so long between feedings.

Things became a bit of a blur at this point, so I have no way of knowing how many people participated in my initiation gangbang, suffice to say it was a lot.  I think Paige stayed kneeling over me for at least four more orgasms, but I doubt I’ll ever know for sure, since somewhere along the line I realized it was Eden kneeling above me now, and I have no memory of her taking Paige’s place!

I know Mr. Cock Cage (I really needed to learn his name at some point) eventually came in my ass again, and was fully spent now, so someone simply filled the vacancy with a large, powerful vibrator.  It wasn’t an improvement from my point of view, since I no longer had any control over when I came, and I know I came a lot.

I came too much, actually, since by the time the last person had had their fun with me, and my restraints were removed, I didn’t even have the strength left to move an inch.  I thought the sand was mighty comfortable at the moment, even though it was getting in my butt crack again.

The next time I blinked, I found a pillow under my head, a blanket over my body, and the comforting warmth of my Master at my side.  It was also eerily silent, and the only light came from the moon and stars, so I guess I missed the end of the party.

It seemed my movement was enough to wake my Master, since he stirred as well, removed my gag, and asked how I was feeling.  Tired, stiff, and sore came to mind, but it was my full bladder that once again took precedence, so he helped me to my feet and into the bushes.

While doing my business, I heard a moan come from off to my left, and saw some white ropes wrapped around a tree.  Holy crap, that was the tree Zoe had been tied to… or was still tied to, I guess.  They’d actually left her tied there all night!

Since nobody was around, and I wasn’t currently gagged, I took the opportunity to explain how Zoe didn’t deserve her weekend of harsh punishment.  He waited patiently while I explained what really happened, and then burst out laughing.

“Don’t worry about Zoe... she’s gone out of her way to earn the purple tag every time I’ve ever seen her, which is at least a dozen times.  She’s exactly where she wants to be, and would be quite disappointed if we ‘came to her rescue’ like you’re suggesting.”

“So, you’re saying she really knocked me into the pool on purpose?”

“It was probably an accident, but if she didn’t get tagged then and there, she would’ve simply done something else to play the game out.  Master Kane can get tired of her topping from the bottom like that, so he no doubt took advantage of the opportunity when it happened.  He’s over there if you want to ask him, but of course I’d have to flog you afterwards.”

I couldn’t tell if he was joking about flogging me or not, but I didn’t need to talk to Master Kane to know he was telling the truth.  My friend Gemma had similar tendencies, although not to the same extent as Zoe, and everyone here liked a good game.

Ironically, I was now sure everything that had happened since I got to the island had been planned in advance, and every scene carefully choreographed.  His version of the ‘game’ wasn’t really much different from the one Master Kane and Zoe were playing, although thankfully with a lot less pain and suffering on my part.

So far… after all, we were staying for a full month, and I had no clue what else he had planned for me.  In fact, this whole story about buying his own island was probably bullshit, and he’d most likely spent his day watching my antics via the resorts security cameras.  I decided to test the theory and press him on it.

“I don’t think you’re trying to set up another bondage island resort, so what have you really been doing all day?  Have you been watching me?” I asked.

“Well, I’ll admit to watching you with an app Noah gave me for the video system, but there really is another island, and the details are almost all worked out.  It’ll be an extension of this island, not competition against it, so Noah will be one of the primary shareholders.”

“Who else is involved?”

“Luke and Isabella are in, and can’t wait to get started.  I have only one last person to talk to about buying in, and then we can get started with construction.”

“Who’s that?”

“You, if you’re interested.”

“Me?  You want me to buy in on a new resort?  How much will that cost?”

“A million dollars.”

“And just where do you think I’ll get a million bucks from?  I don’t even have to check my nonexistent pocket to know I don’t have that kind of money.”

“I could give you a ten-year advance on your wages, although that means you’d be locked into being my full time submissive until it’s all paid back.  Contracts of that length are a little unusual, so I guess I’d have to marry you as well.”

It took his words a few moments to sink in, and I had to replay them in my head several times to make sure I’d heard him correctly.

“Are you asking me to marry you?” I asked.

“Not very well, if you have to ask,” he nervously chuckled.  “So, will you?”

Coming on the heels of his offer to make me a partner in the new resort, his proposal had left me momentarily speechless.  Only for a moment, though, since there was only one possible answer I could give him.

“Yes, Master.”

###
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Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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