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Volume 1: The Random Bondage Game

The Curious Advertisement

I had to read the ad three times to make sure I wasn’t imagining things, but the text on my screen hadn’t changed since the first time I read it.

Are you lonely and craving attention?

Is your relationship in a rut, and you want to spice things up?

Are you bored and looking for a once in a lifetime adventure?

If the answer to any of these questions is yes, then Bondage Fantasies Unlimited has the solution to all your needs.  Our highly trained and skilled staff can make any of your bondage fantasies come true in a safe, secure environment, and we back up our claim with a ten times your money back guarantee.  Serious inquiries only, prices and services vary, confidentiality guaranteed, email for pricing or further details.

They couldn’t be serious, could they?  Was this sort of thing even legal?  Could they be trusted?  Was there enough demand for their services that they could run a viable business tying up kinky customers?

I had a feeling the answer was yes, since my imagination had gone into overdrive the moment I read their ad, and the longer I thought about it, the hornier I got.  It was almost like their ad was tailored specifically for me, since I was lonely, bored, and looking to try something new.

My boyfriend had also recently broken it off with me, since there’d been no fire in the bedroom whatsoever, so I basically fit all three categories.  Being tied up had always been a secret fantasy of mine, but I’d always been too chicken to try it for real, and maybe he’d still be with me if I hadn’t been such a prude.  I knew I was fairly good looking, had a great body, a good job, and wasn’t bitchy or demanding. I just couldn’t keep a partner long for some reason.

If these guys were for real, then not only could I live out my biggest fantasy, but maybe I’d learn a few tricks about keeping someone when I found him.  It was a nice thought, but it had to be some sort of scam, or click bait from a bunch of dangerous perverts.

On the other hand, I could always use a throwaway email address to see if they were legit, and delete it if I didn’t like what I found.  If they were for real, then I’d be stupid to pass up on what really could be the adventure of a lifetime, and simply inquiring wouldn’t cost me anything.

I wasn’t sure if anything would come of it, but it only took me five minutes to create a new email account and send off a request for more info.  Even if it was bogus, I had the most wonderful dreams that night, imagining what might happen if the ad was true.

***

I couldn’t honestly say I’d forgotten about the email when I checked the next day, but I hadn’t been expecting a reply so fast, if at all.  It was only a canned form letter response, but it had a link and password to their website, and as soon as I pulled it up I knew these people were for real.

They had price lists that included customer testimonies and real pictures, although all the faces and naughty bits were blacked out. It gave me confidence this wasn’t simply a porn site, and only half of the pictures were of naked people anyway.

The prices were a little high, but nothing I couldn’t afford if I decided to go for it, and I really didn’t have anything to spend my money on these days.  I already had a house and car I liked, I wasn’t into fancy clothes or expensive jewelry, preferred to cook and eat at home, and I didn’t like to travel.  Thinking about it, maybe I was a bit boring.

I spent hours poring over the website, carefully reading all the testimonies and descriptions, and trying to imagine what it would feel like to be rendered completely helpless in the different positions and situations.  Some were pretty wild, but there were plenty of simple ones that might do for a start.

Being tied spread eagle to the four corners of my bed would be comfortable, but I thought that would be more for someone who had a husband to surprise.  The last picture showed a girl with an electric cord running to the blacked out spot between her legs, so I guess it could work even without a mate, as long as you had the proper accessories.

The hogtie pictures looked interesting, but also horribly uncomfortable.  I was pretty flexible, but I’m nearly positive the human body wasn’t supposed to bend that way.

There were a lot of pictures of people tied to chairs, and those didn’t look so bad.  They gave off a real damsel in distress kind of vibe, and those scenes from TV or the movies had always turned me on, even when I was young.  I mentally marked that one down as a maybe.

Of course, this was all a maybe right now, since I still didn’t know if these people could be trusted.  For all I knew, every girl on their website could’ve been kidnapped and sold into slavery after paying for the ‘privilege’ of being tied up.  It must’ve been a common concern, since they had several pages about safety and security.

The two founders, a husband and wife team, would meet with the potential customer in a public place of their choice, and they gave several other tips to ensure no funny business.  The contract would be written, witnessed, and videotaped, and could be shared with as many people as needed to make me feel safe.

The public meeting would also be recorded by numerous third party security cameras, so police would have a solid lead to follow in case I disappeared.  They were open to any reasonable security request, since it was in their best interest to prevent a blackmail type setup being turned against them.  As for safety when the customer was tied up, they had safe words in place if they were present, and an emergency button if they weren’t.  It seems they’d thought of everything.

I felt slightly better about it now, so I went back to the services section, and browsed through the advanced options.  They were prepared to do long, scripted scenarios from either a fantasy list on the website, or from the customer’s imagination.  They’d even film it for a nominal fee, edit it into a real movie, and provide souvenirs of the experience!  Souvenirs in this case being all the bondage supplies and adult toys used during filming.

Being the star of a real damsel in distress film would be really wild, but the prices for those kinds of services were a little daunting.  Kidnapped secretary, captured spy, and tied up during a home invasion were the most popular choices, but they had a wide variety to choose from, including some that seemed quite hardcore.

I wouldn’t have thought the Russian interrogation, schoolmaster caning, or vengeful Domme scenarios would’ve gotten any takers, yet there were over a dozen testimonials between the three of them.  Different strokes for different folks, I guess… quite literally in this case!

It was fun browsing the website, even though the scripts themselves were incredibly simple, and mostly just variations on the same theme.  I could write scripts ten times better in my sleep, but I guess they were like a porno movie; nobody actually cares about the plot, just the action.

I’m not sure when I decided I wanted to set up an interview, but somewhere along the line I’d stopped looking at what kinky scenarios others had done, and more at the simple things I might be able to try.  I was leaning towards being tied to a chair, since it seemed simple, gave me the damsel in distress vibe I was looking for, and was one I could stay dressed for.

The spread eagle tie with Mr. Buzzy between my legs might be more fun, but I didn’t think I’d have the nerve to let them make me so vulnerable and exposed, not to mention the potential embarrassment of being in the middle of an orgasm when they came back in the room to untie me.

The thought of being caught cumming by a stranger actually made me a little tingly, so I apparently had a bit of exhibitionist in me, but there was no way I’d ever muster up the nerve to go through with it.  I’d have to settle for pretending tonight when I went to bed, and see if it made Mr. Buzzy work any better or faster on me.

I still had a million doubts about the whole thing, but I said what the hell, and set up an interview anyway.  After all, I had nothing to lose, and everything to gain.


The Interview

For our meeting, I chose the food court in a mall I frequented, since it was about the safest place I could think of.  I picked a table I knew was in full view of a security camera, made sure my face was caught on tape, and then sat with my back to it so their faces would be recorded during the interview.  I’d be sure to point those facts out if anything seemed even remotely hinky.

Even though we’d never met, we each recognized the other at the exact same time somehow.  Cleo came over to confirm, while Anthony went to stand in line at the nearest vendor.

“You must be Celeste,” she said, extending a hand.

“I am,” I replied, mentally cursing for using my real name when I set up the interview.  “And you must be Cleo.”

She nodded in the affirmative, and took the seat opposite me after we shook hands.  While waiting for Anthony, we both took the time to size each other up, and even though my heart was racing, I felt slightly relieved at what I found.

She looked to be in her mid-thirties, was dressed well, and was quite attractive.  Not the kind of person you’d picture when you heard the word stalker, pervert, or kidnapper.  Anthony shook my hand when he arrived a minute later with some cardboard cups of coffee, and he looked fairly normal as well.  Hot too, but I tried to put that out of my mind, since he was obviously taken.

Well… we were all here now, but I found I didn’t know how to begin.  Luckily, they were experienced at this kind of thing, and knew how to break the ice.  Cleo took the lead, and spent a few minutes telling me about themselves, gradually working into what they did for a living, and finally asking what it was about bondage that interested me.

To my surprise, I found myself talking about being fascinated by damsel in distress situations, and I wasn’t self-conscious about it in the least.  Their professional demeanor and non-judgmental attitudes did a lot to make me feel at ease.  Heck… they were even familiar with some of my favorite scenes, so I obviously wasn’t the first to approach them like this.

When it came time to get down to business, they agreed that a chair tie would be something simple I would enjoy as an introduction to bondage, but also tried to upsell me on one of their expensive video packages.  It was a common tactic, but one I wasn’t about to fall for.

I straight out told them how big of a leap of faith I felt I’d be taking by agreeing to even the simplest of ties.  I also mentioned that I thought their videos were overpriced for how badly the scripts were written, hoping I didn’t offend them with my candor.  After all, it wouldn’t be smart to piss off the people who might soon have me at their mercy, but they shared a chuckle over my observation.

“We’re good at what we do, which is bondage,” Anthony explained.  “I can tie someone up perfectly every time, with no risk of nerve damage or loss of circulation, and I can come up with all sorts of creative ways to do it, but writing simply isn’t my thing.”

“Besides,” Cleo interjected.  “Writing something original is easy to talk about, but incredibly hard when you actually sit down at the keyboard.”

I wasn’t convinced writing a script was as hard as she made it out to be, but kept my tongue in check.  There was no need to press the issue, since I’d decided I was only going to go for the simple chair tie.  I thought I might have a heart attack when I said the words, but they didn’t judge me on my quavering voice or obvious embarrassment and fear.

This was a business, after all, and they were professionals.  Scheduling my appointment was easy, since I only wanted to be tied for an hour, with no extra frills or fancy bondage equipment.  I picked a time just a few hours away to help keep me from chickening out, paid with PayPal, and gave them my address.

In a surprising show of faith, they let me take pictures of their driver’s licenses, and suggested I send them to someone I trusted.  I assured them I would, even though I didn’t know anyone well enough to use as a safety net for something as kinky as this.  As long as they didn’t know that, I should still be safe.

We shook hands again to seal the deal, and went our separate ways to get ready.  Anthony said he could work with practically anything, but recommended using a high-backed kitchen chair with open slats if I had one, and a scarf if I wanted to complete the damsel in distress look.  They’d bring the rope.

I was in such a daze at the audacity of what I’d just done and would soon be doing, I don’t even remember driving home.  I was lucky I didn’t get into an accident with how distracted I was!

I was still in a daze when I stepped into the shower, but I was feeling much, much more as well.  My nipples were so hard and sensitive with how turned on I was, it was tough to finish washing without giving them some extra attention, or reaching between my legs to rub out a quick one.  I forced myself to wait for later, since if this worked out like I hoped, Mr. Buzzy was going to get a marathon workout tonight!

I briefly considered using him during my impending bondage, but quickly discarded the idea.  Just being tied up would be enough, or I might go into sensory overload.

With how prominent my nipples were showing, I regretfully put on a bra when I got dressed.  It was probably a wise choice, though, since he warned there would be incidental contact when he tied me to the chair, and I didn’t want to tempt fate.

At his suggestion, I picked a dark, long sleeve blouse and pair of slacks, since it would accentuate the white rope he’d be using.  I wrapped a cheap scarf around my neck that he could use for a gag, since every damsel in distress had one parting their lips, slipped into my black pumps with four inch heels, and applied the brightest red lipstick I had.

For the bondage itself, I had the perfect chair for it.  It had a curved back, wide arms, a padded seat, and was both sturdy and comfortable.  I decided I wanted to be tied in the living room, since I didn’t feel comfortable inviting them into my bedroom where it normally sat.

Once it was in place, all of my preparations were done, and all I could do was wait and fret.  A part of me still thought this was a huge mistake, and I went so far as to pick up my phone twice to cancel, but I knew I’d regret it for the rest of my life if I chickened out now, so I never made the call.

I felt a surge of adrenaline race through my veins when I heard them pull into my driveway, knowing that in a few short minutes, I’d be helpless in the hands of a pair of complete strangers.  I almost didn’t move to answer the door when they knocked, but then mustered up the courage to let them in after taking a few deep, steadying breaths.

The first order of business was the consent form and video contract, which I recorded on my phone as well.  He gave me a minute to send it to a friend while they went back outside to fetch the ropes they’d need, but there were no further formalities to attend to.  Upon their return, I was ordered to sit in the chair so he could begin.

Cleo offered to take pictures of the process with my phone, and after thinking about it, decided to let her.  I might never do anything like this again, so it would make a good memento.

Anthony might not be able to write a script of his life depended on it, but his boast about being an expert at bondage was pure fact.  It took him about ten seconds to neatly tie my right wrist to the arm of the chair, and from that point on there was no turning back.  Well, Cleo had said that if I got freaked out at any point, all I had to do was say the word ‘Halloween’, and they’d stop and let me go, so I still had an out.

When my left wrist matched my right, he paused to make sure I was okay, and after I nodded yes, he got serious about making me immobile.  The next rope went around my chest, just under my boobs.  This was where the incidental contact came in, but I don’t think he was deliberately copping any feels, since he was working too fast.

The next rope went around my waist and the bottom of the chair, followed by one over my thighs, and another around my chest, but just above my boobs this time.  The two chest ropes were actually squeezing my boobs together a little, which almost made it feel like I was being fondled.

He tied a rope to each of my ankles, but didn’t fasten the other end to the chair until both were ready.  Taking the tailing ends behind me, he pulled both back at the same time, but on the outside of the chair, not directly beneath me like I’d been expecting.  It left me no choice but to part my knees all the way to the chair arms, and made me glad I hadn’t chosen to wear a skirt!

He tied the ankle ropes to the ones around my chest, which increased the pressure on my boobs a little more, which forced an involuntary gasp and moan out of me, the first sound I’d made since he started tying me up.  It wasn’t painful or anything… the moan was one of pure pleasure, since I was feeling hotter than hell right now.

I had almost no movement left to me by now, but he was nothing if not thorough.  Two more ropes near my elbows made my forearms completely secure against the wide armrests, and a final two went around my knees to finish immobilizing them.  It was all done in less than ten minutes, and after double checking all the knots, he nodded his satisfaction and walked out the door.

“The one hour timer will start as soon as I tie the gag,” Cleo said, walking behind me.  “I understand the appeal of the cleave gag, but to be quite honest, it’s not a very good choice.  It’s not nearly as effective at silencing someone as they pretend in the movies, and the cloth sucks all the moisture out of your mouth.  I recommend you use a ball gag next time, and use the scarf for a blindfold, but it’s your choice.”

She walked around me to take a final set of pictures, and then went over to the window and cracked it open.  She pulled the curtains back in place before I could panic, and said she’d be waiting just outside in case of emergency.  After reminding me of the safe word, she left me alone to struggle against my bondage.

Struggle I did, although I knew before I started it was going to be an exercise in futility.  Anthony was simply too good at his job, and there was no way I’d ever get free on my own.  It was a scary thought, now that I considered it.

What if they weren’t waiting outside to release me at the end of my hour?  What if they got their jollies out of tying someone up and leaving them to rot?  I started to struggle for real now, but wore myself out after only a few minutes, without loosening even a single rope.

As I sat there waiting for my breathing to settle down, my brain started working again.  I hadn’t heard their vehicle drive away, ergo they were still here.  Cleo had also left my phone on the coffee table, and if they were going to leave me to die, I’m sure she would’ve taken it to get rid of the evidence.

The logic helped calm me down, but only in one way; I was feeling hotter than ever, and wished I’d been brave enough to pull Mr. Buzzy out of my nightstand drawer before beginning.  Maybe they wouldn’t notice if I wore a long skirt or dress next time.

Next time?  I hadn’t even finished my first bondage experience, and I was already thinking about doing it again!  As long as they lived up to their part of the deal and released me after my hour was up, I’d definitely be leaving a positive review on their website.

Now that I’d stopped panicking, I let my imagination wander, and really got into the scene.  I pictured myself as a clerk who’d been tied up, so thieves could rob the store, and then as an unfortunate secretary who’d been captured so industrial spies could steal company data.

From there I imagined I was an undercover detective who’d been caught by the bad guys, and left in a building with a time bomb while they made their escape.  I started struggling again, just to make my legs pull on the ropes around my chest, which sent jolts of pleasure though me with every massaging tug.  It was a good thing I was wearing dark pants, or I’d probably have a visible wet spot between my legs when he returned to untie me!

I wonder if he knew what that chest tie was doing to me, and decided he probably did.  It made me wonder what other tricks he had up his sleeve for my yet-to-be-determined ‘next time’.  I vaguely remembered seeing a picture of a rope running through someone’s crotch, and could only imagine what that one would do to me, considering how much the simple breast bondage was turning me on.

I mentally added it to my earlier scenarios and could swear I could almost feel it rubbing against my folds and over my engorged clit.  If it had really been there, Im sure I would’ve had an instant orgasm!

I was jerked back to reality when I heard my front door open and close.  Glancing at the clock, I saw my hour had almost magically evaporated, and they’d returned to release me.  It was a bit of a disappointment, since I’d just started to get into it, but I was also relieved to find out they were living up to their end of the deal.  That, and I remembered I had a brand new bulk pack of batteries for Mr. Buzzy waiting for me.

Cleo removed the gag first, and asked if I was alright, while Anthony began untying the ropes in the reverse order he’d applied them.

“I’m fine, but you were right about the gag,” I said, as soon as I’d worked some moisture back into my mouth.  “I’ll definitely try the ball gag next time.”

“You owe me a forfeit, Tony,” she chuckled.  “I told you she’d be up for more once she got to experience being tied up for real.”

“I never doubted you for a moment dear,” he replied, as he worked at the knot holding my legs back.  “Was it everything you imagined, Celeste?”

“It was pretty scary at first, since I began to have some doubts you’d be coming back, but then I settled down and started to enjoy it.  I ran through a few fantasies, which helped calm me down more, although…”

“…Although it made you hornier than a toad?” Cleo finished for me.  “Don’t be embarrassed, dear, even after over a decade, I feel the same way each and every time I get tied up.”

“He ties you up as well?”

“Of course… how do you think we got started in this line of work?  Tony’s a masterful rigger, and has been tying me up since shortly after we met.  It was only a few years ago we came up with the idea to turn his natural talent into a money-making venture.”

“So, you’ve been tied to a chair like this before?”

“Only about a hundred times, although…”

“Yes?”

“Well… I usually prefer a longer session, plus a bit of extra help in the stimulation department, if you know what I mean.”

Trust me… I knew exactly what she meant!

“If you like, I can give you the details about some of my favorite choices, in case you want to spice things up next time.”

It was an embarrassing topic to discuss with her husband standing right next to us, but I nodded my head affirmatively after a bit of thought.  This was all old hat to them, so I didn’t think they’d make fun of me if they discovered I’d had an orgasm while I was bound and gagged at their hands, and I would’ve killed for one a few minutes ago.

“So what kind of damsel in distress themes did you come up with while you were bound and gagged,” Anthony asked, already working on the chest ropes.

I gave them the highlights of the scenes I’d come up with, and for some reason, they seemed quite impressed with my imagination, and asked if they could use them for future jobs.  I didn’t think it was a big deal at all, since I could come up with hundreds of the things, and not only told them so, but gave them a dozen quick examples.

Anthony was so enthralled by my vivid imagination he forgot to finish untying me, and it took a prod from Cleo to get him moving again.  They exchanged several significant glances while he finished the job, and when the last rope was finally removed, he made me a most interesting offer.

“How would you like to be tied up for free next time?”

“Free is always good, but never truly free,” I quoted.  “What are you proposing?”

“You’ve come up with more new ideas for the damsel in distress theme in the last five minutes, than I have in the last five years.  If you email me a detailed list of all the fantasies you can come up with, I’ll give you a free hour of bondage for every idea I like.”

“Done… although I doubt I can handle a hundred hours of bondage all at once, so we’ll have to split it up into numerous appointments.”

“You’re that sure of yourself?” he asked in disbelief.

“Yup.  I’m pretty sure I can rewrite your existing movie scripts and add a pile of new ones into the mix.”

“If you can do that, I’ll tie you up as much as you like, and even throw in all the free bondage gear and toys you could possibly want.  How soon can you get me something to look at?”

It was going to be a while, since I had a pressing appointment with Mr. Buzzy, but I thought I could come up with at least a dozen good scenes and a basic script by tomorrow.  His jaw actually dropped when I told him that, and they exchanged another one of those long significant glances.

“I think you’re bullshitting me now, but if you can really pull it off, I’ll give you a free four-hour deluxe package of your choice.”

“Done,” I snickered, knowing it was as good as mine.

I almost felt bad for taking a deluxe package for something so simple, but not bad enough to refuse the offer.  Free is good, remember, and I definitely wanted to do this again.

I could’ve done it on the spot, but they had another appointment to get to, and so did I.  We said our goodbyes, and I had my bulk pack of batteries out of the storage closet before they’d even pulled out of the driveway.  Look out Mr. Buzzy!


The Test

I’d never masturbated in the middle of the day before, let alone multiple times, but I just couldn’t help myself.  Part of what made it a truly remarkable session was, I was already working on ideas for Anthony.  Each scene I came up with made me hotter than the last, and I needed to work off the excess energy, to use a polite euphemism.

Working on the full-length script took longer than I thought, but not because writing one was even remotely hard.  The difficulty was that putting it down in words made me so fucking hot, I had to take several breaks to get Mr. Buzzy’s opinion.

By the time I hit send on the email, I’d had more orgasms in a single day than I’d had in the last several years combined, and could hardly wait to find out if they liked them.  When I woke the next morning, I didn’t even bother to get dressed, I simply made a beeline for my computer, so I could check my email.

My heart skipped a beat when I saw a reply, and my hand was shaking as I went to open it.

You’ve definitely come up with some amazing ideas, but you’ve come up with so many of them, we have a few concerns.  Mainly that you plagiarized them from somewhere on the internet, which might get us into a lawsuit down the road.

We’re willing to live up to our end of the bargain with a free deluxe session, but with conditions attached.  If those really were your ideas, then you should have no problem dictating at least the rough draft of a script while we’re there to make sure you’re not doing a copy and paste from some erotica site.

In addition, it will have to be today, just to make sure you can’t memorize a story written by someone else.  We’ll also be adding some surprise elements into the equation to make absolutely sure of your abilities, so if these terms are acceptable, please respond as soon as you read this, since we have to book our day with either you, or another client.

Anthony and Cleo,

Bondage Fantasies Unlimited

I think my finger was hitting the reply button before my brain registered the action, and I sent them the bravado reply of ‘bring it on’ almost without thought.  I was a little offended they assumed I’d stolen someone else’s hard work, and was more than willing to answer the challenge.

Getting a free deluxe package would be a bonus, although I wasn’t exactly thrilled about having to ‘work’ with them in the room while I was bound.  I’d much rather get to enjoy the sensation of being tied up and left alone, preferably with Mr. Buzzy for company this time.

I was feeling pretty good when I hit the send button and went to make some coffee, already trying to decide which of the countless ideas I wanted to expand into a full-blown script for them.  A variation on a kidnapped heiress might be fun, or maybe an embezzler being blackmailed into becoming a sex slave in exchange for silence on her crimes.

While I took a shower, I considered a few harem girl type stories, but discarded those almost immediately, since they needed multiple people to pull off, and had been worked to death anyway.  It was way too early to expect a reply, but as soon as my hair was dry I threw on a robe, and dashed for my computer again.

I made it all of three steps past my bedroom door before freezing in my tracks.  Sitting on my couch, and enjoying my freshly brewed coffee were Anthony and Cleo, who both turned at my gasp of surprise.

“This is a fairly respectable neighborhood, but you really should remember to lock your front door.  You never know who might wander in,” she casually remarked.

“Yeah… you never know what kind of douchebag might walk in, drink all your lovely coffee, and make you prove yourself before you have a chance to rehearse.”

“I’m not a cheater,” I hotly replied, my indignation overcoming my shock at finding them in my house.  “Also, I usually do lock my door, I was just a little distracted yesterday.”

“You probably think you were, but I promised to bring along a few of my favorite toys next time we met, and I’m a girl who lives up to her word.  Are you?”

They’d caught me completely off-balance, and I definitely hadn’t been expected to be put to the test at eight in the damn morning, but I’d be damned if I let them go on thinking I was trying to rip them off.

“I’d like a cup of coffee first, to kick start the ol’ brain cells,” I replied, trying to regain a bit of poise.

I thought he was a bit high-handed when he told me to help myself, since it was my damn coffee anyway, but I didn’t waste the time or effort to argue the point.  I had to decide on a storyline that’d impress them, and had almost no time to do it.

I drink my coffee black, so fixing a cup didn’t take nearly as long as I would’ve liked.  When I rejoined them in the living room, Cleo was kneeling on the floor and setting up a laptop on the coffee table… next to their video camera, while Anthony was rummaging through a rather large sports bag.  I wasn’t sure which one of them was making me more nervous.

“Come take a seat,” he said, patting the empty cushion beside him.

He said it calmly and politely, but for some reason it didn’t feel like a request.  I probably could’ve made a dash for my bedroom, and locked the door behind me so I could call the cops, but I didn’t.

If they wanted to do something hinky, they could’ve grabbed me the moment I stepped out of the shower, so I took a leap of faith, took a sip of coffee, and tried to maintain at least a little bit of poise and aplomb while I sat next to the man who was about to make me completely helpless once again.  At eight-bloody-o-clock in the friggen morning!

“Last chance, honey buns,” Cleo said, looking up from the laptop.  “If you don’t think you can come up with an original story for us, we’ll go our separate ways with no hard feelings.”

“All those ideas were mine, and mine alone, so I have no problem proving it to you.”

“Then as soon as you finish your coffee, put your hands together behind your back,” Anthony replied, dangling a coil of rope in front of me.

My nervousness worked against me, since I wound up drinking my coffee way faster than normal, meaning I lacked the excuse to delay the inevitable.  As soon as I put my arms behind my back, the coil of rope seemed to take on a life of its own, and within a few heartbeats, my wrists were tied together behind me.

Once again, he was the one in control, and I was at his possibly non-existent mercy.  I felt like a supreme idiot, but at the same time, my nipples were growing harder by the second, and there was a definite rise in heat between my legs.  Idiot or not, I wasn’t about to stop him now.

I couldn’t.

His next rope went around my elbows, and pulled them so close behind my back, they almost touched.  He stopped just short of it becoming painful, although I had a feeling the ache in my shoulders would increase dramatically if he left me tied like this for long.  While I was testing my restraints, Cleo picked up the video camera, sat on the edge of the coffee table, and aimed it at me.

“The contract you signed yesterday is good for twenty-four hours, but I’d like to record a new video consent for today’s test scene,” she explained in an overly loud voice for the sake of the camera.  “This is a home invasion, and we’re… umm… invading your home.  We’re going to keep you tied up and tormented until you give up the goods.”

“What is it you’re looking for?” I asked.

“Do you have any scones to go with this delectable coffee?” she asked.

“Sorry, no.”

“Ah ha!  She’s refusing to hand over the goods, Tony.  Tie her up some more and make her tell me where the scones are!”

“Will bagels do?”

“Only if you have cream cheese to go with them,” she replied after a pause.

This wasn’t your typical damsel in distress theme, but it was kinda fun to be different, so I ran with it.

“I do, but you’ll never find my secret stash!” I vowed in defiance.

“We’ll see about that.  Truss her up and bring her to the kitchen for interrogation, while I start ransacking the place.”

With a practiced, and almost casual move, Anthony pulled me over his lap and grabbed my lower legs, folding them over so he could reach my ankles.  I felt cold steel go around my left ankle, heard a loud click, and then it was repeated for my right.  I’d just been shackled.

After giving me a pat on the butt, he helped me to my feet, and guided me to the kitchen with a hand on the rope between my elbows in case I tripped.  I had to take short, shuffling steps due to the chain hobbling me, but my balance was fine… it was the sound the chain made every time I took a step that was giving me problems.  It was strangely erotic, and I felt a tingle inside from it.

The video camera was sitting on the table, and he sat me down in the chair it was facing, but not quite like I expected.  Just as I started to sit, he pulled my bound arms up, and brought them down on the other side of the chair back.  It was quite clever, really, since it’d be hard to stand up on my own, even if he didn’t add anything more to my bondage… which wasn’t likely.

Sure enough, he unlocked one of my shackles long enough to run the chain behind the front legs of the chair, and then put it back around my ankle.  The only way out of the chair now would be if I tipped the whole thing over.

It was surreal.  I was wearing only a thin silk robe, with a man I hardly knew restraining me in my own kitchen chair, while his wife was ransacking my kitchen for some breakfast.  (I wasn’t wearing any underwear, so I was glad he hadn’t used that tie from yesterday, or my private parts would be prominently on display.)

On a brighter note, she toasted a bagel for me, spread on a generous portion of cream cheese from my ‘secret stash’ in the fridge door, and refilled my coffee cup.  Anthony fed me bites and sips while she finished with the necessary business of the disclaimer, waiver, and consent video.

She also made sure I remembered my safe word from yesterday, which was reassuring, but left the video camera running, which wasn’t.  I guess she just wanted to record the script I was supposed to be coming up with on the fly.

Speaking of which… while the great cream cheese heist might be amusing in the here and now, it would never be in high demand on their website, so I had to change things up.  I decided to stick with the home invasion theme, since it was stuck in the forefront of my brain for some strange reason.  Oh yeah… now I remember… I was in the middle of one now, and it was time to prove to them what I could do.

“While the motives of the Great East Coast Cream Cheese Bandits seemed simple on the surface, I couldn’t help but think there was more going on,” I began, looking into the camera as I spoke.  “They’d already found the loot, yet they showed no signs of releasing me or making their getaway, and were in fact adding more to my already restrictive bondage.”

I gave Anthony a sharp look, and he got the point immediately.  He went to retrieve his sports bag, so I waited until he returned before continuing.

“Was it possible they somehow knew my secret identity?  Was the cream cheese heist simply a cover for a much deeper and darker plan?  If so, I’d have to firm up my resolve and deny them the information they were seeking, no matter how restrictive my bondage became, or what they did to me while I was so helpless and vulnerable.”

The first thing Anthony did to make me ‘helpless and vulnerable’, was to connect my wrists to the ankle chain with a piece of rope.  It wasn’t the most comfortable position, and I had to keep scooting forward in the chair every time he pulled out a bit more slack, until my ass was barely on the edge of the seat.

“I like the internal monologue aspect,” Cleo commented.  “Maybe we could hire you to narrate the story after the final edit.”

“We’ll have to talk about that later; I’m a little tied up at the moment,” I responded dryly, drawing a chuckle out of both of them.

I took a moment to gather my thoughts, and then decided to up the ante.  Worrying about my robe falling open was becoming a distraction, and it wasn’t like these people had never seen a naked woman before.  I took the plunge, and hoped I wouldn’t regret it.

“Knowing he had to wear down my will before I’d spill the beans, the lecherous Anthony slowly untied the belt keeping my modesty intact, and exposed my naked body for all the world to see.  It was embarrassing, and I had no doubt the dastardly cur would take great pleasure in fondling my breasts, but I knew I could handle it, as long as he didn’t do something unexpected.”

Even though I thought I’d steeled myself to being fully exposed, I blushed all the way down to my toenails when he pulled my robe open.  I had to swallow a few times before continuing.

“I gasped when both hands darted out to grab my breasts and began kneading, but the fear and embarrassment was only a small part of it; the attention he gave my perky globes was highly erotic, and despite my resolve, my body began responding all on its own.”

He spent a minute massaging my boobs and tweaking my nipples, but then remembered he was supposed to do something unexpected.  Taking a long piece of rope out of his bag, he began weaving it over, around, below, and between my breasts in a sort of rope bra that was even more constricting than yesterday’s simple loops had been.  Way, way more constricting.

When the tie was done and his hands returned, I was shocked to find how incredibly sensitive my boobs had become, and my nipples were so hard you could probably cut glass with them.  It took me a minute to remember I was supposed to be telling a story, but I quickly repeated my thoughts out loud, and tried to come up with something else.

It wasn’t quite as easy now, since his hands were more of a distraction than I’d counted on, but I’d already set the stage.  I suppose I could’ve advanced the story to where he stopped touching me, but it felt so good I couldn’t bring myself to say the words.  In fact, I decided to up the ante even further.

“Not to be outdone, the luscious Cleopatra decided to take a direct hand in the breaking of my will, and sauntered over with a swing in her hips, and an evil smile on her face.  I quavered inside when I saw she had a ball gag dangling from her fingers, since it meant they’d likely be focusing on eroding my resolve for a few minutes before beginning my interrogation.”

While she was rummaging through their supplies for a ball gag, I quickly got the next bit of prose out before losing my ability to speak.

“I feared her more than I did her partner, but not because she was cruel.  No… it was because as a woman, she would know best how to evoke a response out of me, and I was sure her imagination far outstripped mine.  Given enough time, I knew she could get the secret out of me, but I was determined to fight for as long as I could.”

I’d planned on fighting and being uncooperative when she tried to gag me, but in reality, I didn’t stand a chance.  She pressed the large rubber ball against my lips with one hand, and used the other to pinch my nipple.  The instant I gasped in pain, the ball slipped past my lips, lodged behind my teeth, and the fight was over.

Anthony was behind me now, and buckled the strap tight enough that it was digging into the corners of my mouth a little.  When I tried to complain, nothing even remotely intelligible came out.  She’d been right about the ball gag being far more effective than the scarf they’d used on me yesterday!

Anthony reached around and resumed fondling my boobs, paying extra attention to my nipples this time.  Cleo went back to the bag for more supplies, and when I saw what she pulled out, I began to think I’d made a mistake by setting up this part of the story while I was mute.

It was a cordless magic wand vibrator, and while I’d never personally tried one before, one of my friends swore by it.  I’d basically given them carte blanche for an unspecified amount of time, and she wasn’t about to pull her punches!

I tried to lock my legs together, but it wasn’t easy with the way I was bound, and she could apply much more leverage to open them than I could to keep them closed.  I lost the battle in about three seconds flat, and had the fat head of the powerful vibrator mashed unceremoniously against my pussy.

While she held the toy in place, Anthony paused in his assault on my chest, and used the belt from my robe to tie my knees together.  The toy would be staying where it was now, even if she let it go!

I’d heard those things were powerful, but when she turned it on, I instantly realized that powerful didn’t even begin to describe it.  It felt ten times more powerful than my faithful friend Mr. Buzzy, and knew it wouldn’t take long before I exploded in orgasm.

The thought of being powerless to stop it only seemed to make the vibrations more effective, and it truly was impossible to resist.  Mere moments before I reached climax, she suddenly turned the thing off, leaving me hanging right on the very edge, with no way of finishing the job.

My muffled complaints not only went unheeded, but she stepped away and began toasting another bagel.  I was a nanometer away from what might’ve been the greatest orgasm of my life, and she was fixing a fucking snack!

When her bagel was ready, she sat in a chair in front of me, flipped the switch on the wand, and began eating.  The fires had only died down a little, so it wasn’t long before I was nearing the peak again.

As before, her hand struck like a snake, and turned the toy off just before I popped my cork.  I struggled like a demon trying to hump the wand, needing only a tiny bit more stimulation to finish the job, but it was impossible.  I slumped in defeat, and pleaded with her with my eyes.

She smiled, patted me on the thigh, and got up to refill her coffee.  Bitch.

She did it to me ten more times before telling Anthony to remove my gag, and I was a frustrated, sweat drenched wreck of a human being that could barely think beyond the need for my release.  I knew I had to advance the plot somehow, and soon, or the erotic torment she was inflicting on me would drive me insane.

“Please stop, I beg you!” I gasped, as soon as the rubber ball was removed.  “I can’t take any more!”

“Tell us what we want to know, and we’ll be on our merry way.  If not, I can do this all day,” she said, flipping the switch on for a few moments, but not long enough to do the job.

“I’ll never talk!”

“Oh, you’ll talk,” she laughed.  “Everyone does in the end, and not all of my persuasive techniques are as much fun as this one is.”

She gave me another quick blast of vibrations, and then rose to search through their supplies again.  The first thing she pulled out was a leather blindfold, which she tossed to Anthony, and he immediately used to plunge me into darkness.  I couldn’t see what else she grabbed for obvious reasons, but I heard a faint clinking sound, so I knew there was more to come.

I felt her hot lips wrap around my left nipple, and begin gently sucking, licking, and nibbling.  Anthony was busy giving my other nipple attention, and after a few moments, she switched to that one, and his fingers took the place her mouth had just vacated.

After three repetitions, his hand clamped down firmly over my mouth, and pain exploded in both nipples simultaneously.  It didn’t take a genius to figure out she’d put some sort of clamps on my nipples, and it was a good thing Anthony had had the foresight to use his hand to muffle my scream.

He removed his hand once the pain receded to a dull throb, and I settled down, but Cleo wasn’t done with me yet, and she gave me several short bursts of vibrations that introduced me to a new wrinkle.  When I tried to move and hump the magic wand, the heavy clamps on my nipples bounced and tugged on my sensitive buds, so remaining perfectly still became a high priority.

Do you have any idea how hard that was?  When you’re so close to orgasm you can practically taste it, your body has a mind of its own, and even though I knew it was futile, I continued to writhe under her devious torments.

“Okay!  Okay! You win!” I cried.  “I’ll tell you everything, just please remove those things from my chest and please let me cum!”

“I’ll remove the clover clamps as a sign of good faith, but I won’t let you have an orgasm until you tell me the whole story.”

His hand clamped down over my mouth again, and for good reason.  Taking the clamps off hurt just as much as putting them on had!

As soon as I calmed down and he removed his hand, I began babbling as fast as I could.  I told them a story I’d come up with that I’d discarded as too kinky for anyone to go through with, but it was all I could think of at the moment, since Cleo kept me off-balance by randomly hit me with vibrations from that lovely, evil device.

When I reached the end, the only sound I heard was my own panting, and I wondered if they’d left me alone.  Then I felt the ball gag press past my lips again, and knew at least Anthony was still in the room.

“What do you think, dear?” he asked, once the strap was buckled at least a notch tighter than before.

“It had the feel of an original story to me, but let’s search the net for keywords and phrases to see if we come up with any hits.  As the saying goes, if something sounds too good to be true, it probably isn’t.”

“Right you are, my dear.  What about her?”

“I think we should leave her tied up until we find out if she stole the story or not.  It shouldn’t take more than a half hour or so to do a good search, and I know how to keep her from getting bored.”

With that, she turned the magic wand back on, gave my thigh a pat, and told me to keep the noise down while they worked.  I think they went into the living room to use their laptop, but that was fine by me, since it meant I could finally get the orgasm I’d been craving for so long, and I’d get to enjoy it with at least a modicum of privacy.

When it hit a moment later, it plowed into me like a freight train, and I quite literally saw stars behind my eyes.  Wave after wave of unstoppable pleasure coursed through my veins in the most intense orgasm I’d ever experienced, and being unable to move only amplified the effect.

I doubt I was quiet in the least, even with the huge rubber ball in my mouth, but I couldn’t care less.  As I slowly came down from my glorious release, I got to experience a new sensation, that of being unable to stop the vibrations still buzzing away against my engorged and sensitive clit.

Oh my God… I was going to cum again and again and again, with no way of stopping it until they finished checking out my story which could take a half hour or more.  There’d be nothing left of me by the time she got back to turn it off!

My second orgasm was every bit as powerful as the first had been, as was the third.  I was having a hard time catching my breath by the time that one finished, and the run-up to each new one was actually becoming a little painful.

I was actually dreading orgasm number four, and with good reason; I was close to blacking out from an overload of stimulation.  I didn’t, but my head was swimming, and it felt like the room was spinning around me, but then as if by magic, the vibrations stopped.

A moment later I felt the gag strap being unbuckled, and the fat ball was pulled out of my mouth with an audible pop.

“Are you okay?” Cleo asked, removing my blindfold as well.

“Taking pity on the pour soul she’d just finished tormenting, the normally heartless Cleopatra filled a glass with water, and helped the unfortunate Celeste drink it.”

She laughed loudly at the resumption of my monologue, but did as I asked.

“We couldn’t find anything even remotely close to the story you came up with, so we believe you now, and would like to hire you as our lead creative consultant.  Starting immediately, with a good salary, a junior partnership in our company, and all the free bondage you want for inspiration.  What do you say?”

“I don’t think I could take any more inspiration right now, but the offer sounds great… almost too good to be true, actually.  My story was original, but there’s no way it could ever work in real life.”

“I think it could work, with only a few twists and turns,” Anthony said, joining us in the kitchen.  “You see, I’m not a complete creative black hole, I just have a hard time coming up with the initial idea, and stuff like dialogue.  When it comes to bondage and related activities, though, I’m in a league of my own.”

“He really is,” Cleo confirmed, with a fair amount of pride in her voice.  “He can play the human body like Jimi Hendrix played the guitar.”

“So, what needs to change?” I asked, as he began to finally untie me.

“The story itself is nearly perfect, but as far as using it to fulfill someone’s fantasy, it needs some random elements that change from customer to customer.  Half the fun is in the unknown and unexpected.”

“That would definitely spice it up a lot, but I’m still not sure it could work.”

“That’s why our offer is so generous.  Before we advertise it as a service to our customer base, we need to make sure the plan works, we need a sample video, and we need screenshots and a testimonial for our website.  We thought, who better than to test it out then the creator?”

“You mean…”

“We want you to be the star in our first full length fantasy feature film. So, what do you say?”

I might’ve said no if I hadn’t just incinerated a million brain cells riding the forced orgasm express, but in my post orgasmic haze, I couldn’t refuse.  I wanted more of what they’d just given me, and my story was practically guaranteed to give me exactly what I craved.  After all, even with some random elements thrown in, it was my fantasy, wasn’t it?

We set up a time for Friday after work to finalize the details, and said our goodbyes, but before they left, I decided to finish the home invasion story we’d been playing.

“Their mission complete, and riding high on his success, the lecherous Anthony couldn’t resist getting some pleasure out of the luscious Cleopatra, and bound her hands behind her back the moment they stepped into their van.  Tormenting the helpless girl inside had left him with a raging hard on, and Cleopatra’s plump, full lips were the perfect solution to the problem.

“Of course, he wasn’t such a bastard that he’d forget about his curvaceous partner, so after he got his needs taken care of, he planned on using the magic wand to give just as many forced and unstoppable orgasms to her as she’d given to their helpless captive.  He might even take the long way home to ensure a job well done, even though that would almost certainly necessitate a trip to a fast food drive through, so they could both
 place an order.”

Her eyes were as wide as saucers, and his held amusement as they left.  Since it took about fifteen minutes before I heard them pull away, I had a feeling they were enacting the end of my story just like I’d described.  I wasn’t sure if I did her or a favor, or got a bit of revenge, but either way it left a smile on my face that stayed there all day long.


Playing the Game

We connected via video chat throughout the week to work out the few loose ends that popped up, and agree on some hard limits, but had settled most things by the time of our Friday meeting.  I wasn’t entirely happy with some of the compromises I had to make, since I was going to be the star of the show, but couldn’t really argue with him.  It was going to be scary as hell, but would be the ultimate bondage and control fantasy if I could stick it out.

It was a little frustrating when Friday finally arrived, and I had to stay late for a courier delivery, got stuck in heavy traffic, and hit every red light between my office and home.  To add insult to injury, I’d forgotten my phone when I left this morning, so I couldn’t even call to tell them I’d be late.

I hated being late for an appointment at the best of times, but today was ten times worse, and not only for the rudeness; it gave me too much time to fret and question my sanity.  There was also the chance they might leave, thinking I was deliberately avoiding them because I’d chickened out.

I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw the van parked on the left side of my driveway, but when I got out and rushed over to apologize for being so late, I found it empty.  I hadn’t left my house unlocked again, had I?  No… I quite clearly remember locking the deadbolt last night, and I’d left this morning through the garage like I always did.

They were sitting in my kitchen waiting for me, but the answer was quite simple, although equally disturbing; they wouldn’t be much good at surprise home invasion fantasies if they couldn’t pick a lock.

“Glad you could join us,” Anthony said.  His voice was oozing impatience and sarcasm, but there was the twinkle of amusement in his eyes.

“I’m so sorry for making you wait.  Can I get you anything before we get started?”

“We took the liberty in your absence, dear,” Cleo chuckled.  “You might call it an occupational hazard.”

Finding them in my house had left me completely off-balance.  I really wanted to go change into something more comfortable, and take a moment to collect my thoughts, but I’d already made them wait too long.  Besides… if I signed the contract sitting on the table, I’d probably be changing into something not quite so comfortable immediately after.

“Well… I guess we might as well get this over with,” I sighed, sitting in the chair between them, so the video camera could record all three of us.  “Did you come up with any new surprises, or is it all the same stuff we had agreed on?”

“Oh, the contract is the same, but you know I have plenty of surprises up my sleeve,” he laughed.  “Nothing past the limits we agreed to, but surprise is the name of the game, right?”

“The name of the game is the Random Bondage Challenge, just to be precise for the camera, but I get the point.  Have you figured out how to truly randomize the game yet?”

“We wouldn’t be here otherwise.  It wound up being a little more complicated than I originally planned, but trust me… it’ll work great.”

“Complicated how?”

“We split all the options into different colored envelopes, and will use a random ‘wheel spinning’ app to determine what color you’ll need to open.  Red for bondage, green for a task, blue for something sexual, pink for punishment, gold for a reward, and black for a complete surprise.  The wheel is heavily weighted towards bondage or tasks, and only one out of a thousand is black.”

Cleo pulled a thick stack of envelopes out of her briefcase, with all the aforementioned colors, plus a sheaf of white ones.  Before I could ask, she explained.

“Every morning you’ll get a newspaper, show the date to the camera, and pick a white envelope.  You’ll then read it out loud, show the note to the camera so we know you’re not cheating, and then follow the instructions before beginning your day.

“The wheel app will randomly spin itself between zero and three times per day so the other envelopes can come into play, with the result showing on all three of our phones.  I should mention that once per day, either of us could decide to manually spin the wheel as well, just to kick things up a notch.”

“What if it’s something I can’t possibly do at the time, like strip naked when I’m at work?”

“We won’t make it easy on you, or that defeats the whole purpose of playing the game, but we won’t make it impossible either.  Before sending you an envelope, Cleo will open it to make sure it’s a viable option, and most
 of the spins during the week are programmed to happen between five in the evening and midnight.”

“Are weekends different?”

“Yes, since that’s when we plan on doing the really fun stuff.  We have our own set of random scenarios to act out with you, all based on the stories you gave us.”

They both grinned at that, but didn’t elaborate.  It made me understandably nervous, but weekend adventures were something I’d added to the script myself, so I couldn’t exactly argue now.

“Before I go through the contract with a fine-toothed comb, is there anything else I should know?”

“Actually, yes there is.  It wouldn’t be much of a game if you could decide to ignore the instructions in an envelope, or otherwise pick and choose which scenarios you like, therefore we added a non-compliance clause.  If you back down from anything you’re required to do without a damn good reason, you’ll incur a hefty fine.  When the game begins, you’re in it to the bitter end.”

I gulped at the thought of being irrevocably bound to complete the game or go broke, but I guess it made sense.  They needed to put all their other customers on hold to shoot this movie, and would take quite a financial hit if I wasted their time. Without a way to ensure my cooperation, it was highly likely I’d chicken out early on and ruin everything.

There were a few other surprises, like needing to wear a Bluetooth ear bud twenty-four/seven to make sure I wouldn’t miss the spin of the wheel, or not being able to pick what clothes I wore for the day, but nothing I couldn’t handle.  The contract was solid, and even though my hands were shaking so badly I could barely pick up up the pen, I signed it without hesitation.

The game was on!

The first order of business for me was to take a shower, and get ready to shoot the opening scene.  I gave Anthony a spare clicker for the garage door so he could park inside, since they’d brought a whole van load of bondage gear, and I didn’t exactly want my neighbors to see them haul those kind of things through my front door.

I took a much longer shower than usual, probably as a way of trying to delay the inevitable, but it was still over far too soon.  I knew I was being silly, but I couldn’t quite help myself.  I gave my head a shake, wrapped a towel around it, and went to pick out some nice clothes to wear.

A soon as I entered my bedroom, I was grabbed from behind in a bear hug that trapped my arms at my sides, and Cleo jumped out of the closet to pull a bag over my head.  The surge of adrenaline helped me fight them off, but it was two against one, and they had the element of surprise working in their favor.  They’d started the game early!

Cleo’s hand stifled my initial scream, but was quickly replaced by a ball gag that forced the heavy cloth into my mouth, and ensured the heavy bag couldn’t come off until they were good and ready.  Rendered blind and mute, it was almost too easy for them to put me into a fairly strict hogtie, and carry me over to the bed, where I continued my futile struggles.

“Let her wear herself out,” Cleo said.  “She’s not going anywhere, and we have work to do.”

It didn’t take long before I really was worn out from my attempts to escape, but I was no closer now than when I’d begun.  The ropes were too tight to slip out of, the knots all out of reach of my fingers, and without being able to see anything, I was afraid of falling off the bed if I tried to move.  The heavy bag also made it difficult to breathe, and helped wear me down even faster.

I didn’t need to see to know they weren’t just standing around watching.  I heard the distinctive clank of my aluminum stepladder opening, and a sound that might’ve been my cordless screwdriver as well.  It was hard to tell, but I think they left me in the hogtie for close to an hour before returning, and my body was aching from the unaccustomed strain.

“Are you ready to behave long enough to find out what’s going on?” she asked.  “I promise we won’t hurt you if you cooperate, but I’ll warn you now… don’t do anything stupid, or you’ll regret it.  That’s a promise too.”

After I nodded my head, she removed the ball gag, but waited a few moments before pulling the bag off my head.  I had a feeling she’d been waiting to see if I was going to try to scream the moment my mouth was unblocked.  It’d been a thought, but I knew she was serious about making me pay if I did anything stupid, and I didn’t want to start the game off by being punished.

The bag hadn’t let much light through, so it took me a minute before my eyes got used to the light again.  When I could see again, my eyes were immediately drawn to the pile of photos laid out on the bed.  They were all of me, and must’ve been taken over the course of the week.

They’d been following me!  There were pictures of me through the window of my house, pictures at work, the mall, the grocery store, and even one of me sitting in traffic.

“As you can see, we’ve been keeping a rather close eye on you, at the behest of your employer.  He suspects you’ve been embezzling a rather large amount of money from his company, and would like it to stop.  My husband has just finished hacking into your computer, and has enough proof to make sure you spend a long, long time behind bars.  Unless…”

“Unless what?”

“Unless you agree to work for us,” Anthony proclaimed, striding into the room.  “You see, the private eye work is too sporadic to provide a steady income, so we diversified into making movies that a particular customer base is willing to pay very
 well for.  The only problem we have now is finding stars for our movies, since they’re a little… unusual.”

“That’s why we were so glad we’re the only ones with direct knowledge of your transgressions,” Cleo continued.  “All we require is a week or two of your time, and we’ll forget all about the files we copied off your laptop.”

“What happens if I refuse?”

“If you refuse, we’ll leave you tied up with all the proof of your crimes left in plain sight for the cops to find when they arrive.  That’ll be sometime late tomorrow, by the way, since we’ll need time to get far away before making the call.”

“You’ll never get away with this!  Blackmail is a felony, and so is kidnapping and unlawful confinement.  You’ll be the ones spending time in jail!”

“Highly unlikely, but even if we do, your life will be ruined far more than ours will.  You’ll go to jail, you’ll never work in your chosen profession again, and your friends and family will never speak to you after we send them all these delightfully kinky pictures we found on your phone.  You should consider yourself lucky, since it was actually those pictures that gave us the idea of making you a movie star, rather than turning you in like we’re supposed to.”

“Yeah, this must be my lucky day,” I dryly replied.  “What exactly is it you want me to do that’s so unusual?”

“It’s a surprise, but based on those lovely pictures, it’s nothing you haven’t done before.  You’ll probably even enjoy most of it, so make the smart decision, follow our instructions, and avoid finding out how you look in an orange jumpsuit.”

“How do I know I can trust you?”

“You don’t, but does it really matter?” Anthony replied, climbing up on the bed with a large clasp knife in his hand.  “If I wanted to kill you, you’d already be dead.  If I wanted to rape you, my cum would be dripping out of your pussy by now.  If we were going to kidnap you, you’d already be trussed up a lot
 tighter than you currently are, and hidden in the back of our van.”

I had a small panic attack when he opened the knife and lashed out behind me, but all he did was cut the rope holding me in the hogtie.

“We didn’t do any of those things, and aren’t going to, so you think about our offer while we finish up, and then make the smart decision.  Since I’m such a nice guy, I’ll even make you a little more comfortable while you think about it.”

Before I could ask what he meant by ‘finish up’, the ball gag was jammed into my mouth, and the strap buckled behind my head.  Making me comfortable was his way of saying he was exchanging the hogtie for a spread eagle position.  It was definitely an improvement, but only a small one, since he left almost no slack in the ropes holding me down.

As if I wasn’t already exposed and vulnerable enough, he stepped up on the bed so he could lift me up by the hips, allowing Cleo to place a large pillow underneath my butt.  With my legs spread and my crotch thrust up, I was defenseless to stop her from running her fingers down my mons, and then slide slowly inside me.

“Look how wet she is!” Cleo exclaimed, holding up a pair of glistening digits.  “She’s already enjoying herself, and we haven’t even gotten started yet!”

I couldn’t deny it.  Even with the rough handling and scary situation, I’d been hotter than a firecracker since the first rope took away my freedom.  By not following the script exactly like I wrote it, there was the surprise factor at play as well, and not knowing what they might do to me only made me hotter.

“Finish installing the cameras, Tony,” she purred.  “I think I want to play with this one for a while.”

Cameras?  Holy shit, that’s what he was doing with my ladder!  There was a video camera up in the top right corner of my room, and he was going to install more of them throughout the house!  I hadn’t counted on that.

I also hadn’t counted on Cleo becoming so intimate with me, nor with the skill she brought to bear on my helpless body.  I thought she’d teased me mercilessly with the wand vibrator the other day, but the things she could do with her fingers and tongue drove me absolutely wild, and it wasn’t long before I was begging her to finish me off.  This wasn’t her first rodeo, that’s for sure.

She refused to let me cum, no matter how much I pleaded, or what I promised to do.  I offered to eat her out, I begged to suck Anthony’s cock, and I agreed several hundred times to obey their instructions completely, if only she’d finish what she started.  She ignored me, other than to smile at my predicament.

When I got so worked up that even the lightest tough could’ve been enough, she stopped completely and went to stuff my clothes into garbage bags, which Anthony occasionally came by to haul off.  They were taking all my stuff away, but ominously promised to refill my wardrobe with properly slutty selections.  Rule number one was that I could only wear the clothes they gave me, and I could only pray they remembered I had to go to work on Monday.

Cleo tormented me in between filling the bags, bringing me to a fever pitch and then stepping away to leave me hanging while she packed up some more.  When she found Mr. Buzzy in my nightstand, and exclaimed her delight, I became both hopeful and fearful.  Hopeful for the release it might provide, yet fearful for how many she might chose to inflict.

I began to regret adding that parting scenario for her drive home last week, since what she did was far worse.  She used a piece of string to tie it to the light fixture above me, turned it on at the lowest setting, and let it dangle between my legs.

It was at the perfect height to brush against my clit, but if I tried to press against it to get the stimulation I so desperately needed, all I did was move it around.  She no longer had to tease and torment me; I was doing it to myself now!

It took Anthony over three hours to install all the video cameras, and by that time, Cleo had packed away every item of clothing I owned.  All my bras, panties, and nighties, all my pants, blouses, t-shirts, and dresses, even all my shoes were shoved into bags and hauled away.  I wouldn’t be able to go anywhere now, even after they untied me!

Once all my stuff was gone, they moved in a huge stack of locked steel boxes, each with a number painted on the front.  I guess this was his solution to providing random elements, while keeping everything else a surprise.

When they finally finished rearranging my life, they both sat on the bed, one on each side of me.  Anthony began undoing the ball gag buckle one handed, and used his other to fondle my breasts.  Part of me wished he’d hurry up and get the ball out of my aching jaw, but the rest of me was purring and moaning at the attention he was giving my chest.

“So, are we ready to cooperate yet?” he asked when he finally freed the buckle.

“Yes!  Yes!  I’ll do anything if you just let me cum!” I pleaded.

“Soon, but before we can discuss that, you need to pay very close attention to the rules I’m about to tell you.  Breaking any rule will earn you a punishment, and failing to submit to your punishment will earn you the orange jumpsuit and ruined life we talked about earlier.”

Cleo began playing with my right breast, leaving the left one to Anthony, and making it difficult to concentrate on his words.

“First off, you always refer to me as Master, and Cleo as Mistress.  If you forget, and address us in any other way, you will pick a pink envelope containing a random punishment.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, I’m not an idiot.”

“Considering it took you all of half a second to forget to address me as Master, I’ll leave that up for debate.”

“I didn’t… I’m sorry Master,” I finished, halting my complaint before I dug myself any deeper.  This shit was getting real!

“That’s better.  Now the next rule should be obvious, but due to your obviously limited intelligence, I’ll spell it out for you anyway.  When we order you to do something, you will obey immediately, completely, and without argument.  What will happen if you don’t?”

“I’ll have to choose a pink envelope, Master,” I quickly replied.

“Good girl!  Maybe you’re not a complete dullard after all.”

As I rolled my eyes at the insult, I couldn’t help but notice that Cleo had slipped her free hand into her own blouse, and was giving herself just as much attention as she was giving me.

“Every morning your first task will be to fetch the newspaper and white envelope from your mailbox, and sit in front of the camera I installed at your desk.  I highly recommend you don’t sleep in, since you’ll always be naked for this task.  Before you open the envelope and follow the instructions inside, you will hold the front page of the paper up to the camera as proof you aren’t trying to cheat.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Master.”

“Throughout the day, you will receive other tasks, either by delivery of another envelope, or from one chosen at random by the app I installed on your phone.  Make sure you always keep your phone within reach, because you won’t like what will happen if you miss a task.

“To help you with that, you will at all times wear one of the Bluetooth ear buds I left on your table.  Wear one and leave the other to charge, because they’ll drain faster than usual… I’ve set it up so the mic will always be live.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.”

For the benefit of the camera, he went on to explain about the different colors of envelopes he’d prepared, and what each color signified.  He then picked a pink envelope for my first punishment, and informed me they’d be staying the night, since it called for four hours of orgasm denial while bound and gagged.  Fuck!

Since Mr. Buzzy seemed to be doing an acceptable job on me, they left me exactly like I was, but locked on a slightly less uncomfortable ring gag to finish the terms of my punishment.  Cleo even remembered to replace the batteries before turning my toy back on, so I knew it was going to be one hell of a long night.

Just to add insult to injury, I could clearly hear them going at it in the guest room, and it sounded like Cleo got to enjoy at least three obnoxiously loud orgasms, while mine remained frustratingly out of reach.  What had I gotten myself into?


My First Random Bondage

Sleep was nearly impossible, but I must’ve dozed off eventually, since one minute I was tightly bound to the bed, and the next my right hand was free.

My first impulse was to grab Mr. Buzzy and make him work double-time, but then I realized I could see light out of my window.  It was already eight-fifteen in the morning!  Unless I wanted to go outside when all my neighbors were awake… wearing only a ring gag, I might add… I needed to finish freeing myself ASAP!

The knots were tight, and it was awkward to undo my other wrist with only one set of awkward, fumbling fingers, but I eventually got it.  Freeing my legs went a little better, but this was still taking far, far too long… twenty-seven minutes, to be precise.

I had no choice but to make a detour to the bathroom before I could even think
 about making the long dash to my mailbox at the curb.  It was a quarter to nine now.  I’d gone and done the exact thing they’d warned me not
 to do, but by leaving me tied up and tormented, it was their damn fault, not mine!

Not that they’d care; they weren’t the ones about to go streaking.  Then again, it was also Saturday morning.  Most sane people liked to sleep in when they didn’t have to go to work, and I think my paper came later on the weekend anyway.

I spent a minute peeking out the window, and couldn’t see or hear anyone moving around, so I figured it was about as safe as it would get.  I double and triple checked that my door was unlocked, opened it enough to stick my head out, and when all I heard were birds chirping, quietly slipped outside.

My heart was hammering so hard I thought it might beat out of my chest, but I sidled along the wall of the porch anyway, alert for any signs someone was around.  Thank God none of my neighbors had kids, or there was no way I could even dream of trying this!

The longer I delayed, the greater the risk someone might drive by, or a random jogger would appear.  I gathered my courage, and prepared to set a new fifteen yard dash world record.

I was so scared by the time I reached my goal and grabbed the paper, I almost forgot to pick up the envelope as well, and had to an awkward stop-start before the return dash.  I thought I heard a car coming, but didn’t waste the time to look; I simply bolted.

When I was back behind closed doors, I found myself shaking so hard I had to lean against the wall for support for a few minutes.  God… was I really going to have to go through this every morning until the game was over?  Maybe if I went to the guest bedroom and talked to them nicely, they’d get my paper for me next time.  Equally likely, there might be a blizzard in hell tomorrow morning.  Yeah.

I desperately needed a shower, but was mindful of the need to complete my morning assignment first.  This game was going to be difficult enough without earning more of those cursed pink envelopes by being stupid or lazy.

Even though I’d been on camera this whole time, deliberately walking up to one holding the newspaper made me blush like an awkward teenager.  I made sure to hold the corner with the date right up to it to ensure I’d followed his instructions precisely, and then took a seat.

My phone and the ear buds were here and charging, so I dutifully took one out of the case, turned it on, and put it in my left ear before opening the envelope.  Inside was a note and two small keys.

Bring case #17 to your computer and make a video call to the default contact.

What the hell?  Who did they expect me to call while completely naked, and most likely about to do something kinky and embarrassing?  This was insane!

I did it anyway, of course.

Predictably, case seventeen was at the bottom of a stack, so I had to move several to get to it.  Some of the cases were fairly heavy, and I could hear things rattling around when I moved them, giving me an almost overwhelming urge to shake them like I did my Christmas presents when I was a kid.

The one I needed was one of the lighter ones, so hopefully it meant I’d be starting off slow and easy.  Back at my desk, making myself click the video call button felt just as hard as getting the paper had been, and it took me several minutes to muster up the courage.  It was answered on the second ring, and if I hadn’t made that all-important detour to the bathroom a few minutes ago, I might’ve wet myself in relief when I saw who it was.

“You’re late,” Anthony said.  “I expected this call a half hour ago.”

He laughed and shook his head when I tried to reply while still gagged, and told me one of the keys fit the lock holding it in place.  As I fumbled to get the key into the lock behind my head, I realized the background behind him wasn’t that of my guest bedroom.

They’d left sometime in the middle of the night, and I was alone in the house.  Awesome!  When I finally opened the lock and removed the gag, I tried again.

“The knots were hard to undo, and I slept in after you left me in such a terrible position all damn night!”

A raised eyebrow was his only response, but then my brain engaged, and I realized my mistake.

“Sorry Master, I’ll try to do better tomorrow.”

“Very well,” he nodded, letting my slip pass.  “Unlock the case and follow the instructions inside, and then I’ll give you a few additional ones.”

Step 1: Put a cuff on each wrist and ankle, and lock them in place.  Do the same with the collar.

The cuffs were heavy bands of black leather, about two inches wide, with a shiny chrome D-ring, and the collar was only slightly narrower.  A small bell was hanging from the D-ring on the collar, and I couldn’t help but notice that there was a conspicuous absence of any keys anywhere, unless they were in one of the small packages.  Doubtful.  Closing the five small padlocks felt like another monumental task.

Step 2: Screw the three pieces of pipe together, and use two more locks to attach the ends to your ankle cuffs.

So much for my hope of getting off light for my first day of the game.  Doing anything
 with a spreader bar holding my legs apart wasn’t going to be easy.

Step 3: Take the items out of the white box, turn it on, and figure it out.

Other than Mr. Buzzy, I didn’t have a lot of experience with adult toys, but I knew a butt plug when I saw one.  He’d thoughtfully included a small bottle of lubricant, and it wasn’t overly huge, but having to slide it up my ass while he watched was embarrassing as hell.

I wasn’t used to anything back there, and it took me a few minutes before the fat part popped past my sphincter.  To the casual observer, it probably looked like I was trying to fuck my own ass with the cone shaped thing!  Turning it on hadn’t done anything except light up an LED on the base, but I had a feeling that wouldn’t last long.

Step 4: Put the items in the wooden box to good use, and then present yourself for inspection.

Nestled inside two felt lined grooves were a pair of shiny steel ben wa balls.  This was going to be just as embarrassing as the butt plug, but surprisingly, I didn’t need to use any lube to help pop them inside my pussy.  I was absolutely soaked down there!

Presenting myself meant I had to give the camera a close-up of each item, to prove I’d done everything properly.  To my utter dismay, he stopped me when I tried to figure out a way to lift an ankle up to the camera, and told me there was one under my desk I could use.  He actually installed a camera under my fucking desk!

“Well done, my lovely little slave-in-training,” he said, once my restraints had passed inspection.  “The wrist cuffs could’ve been buckled one notch tighter, but I’ll let it slide since they’re tight enough you can’t slip them off.”

“Thank you, Master,” I replied, hoping to get on his good side if he had one.  After all, there were still a few items left in the case, including a fat, penis shaped gag!

“Since I’m such a generous Master, I will allow you to fix yourself some breakfast.  Make anything you want, but be sure you’re back at the desk within fifteen minutes, or you’ll regret it.”

I wasn’t feeling very hungry, but I was extremely thirsty after a night of drooling out of the ring gag.  I brewed a pot of coffee, made toast with jam, and drank a whole bottle of water while waiting.  Even fixing such meager fare took almost the entire fifteen minute time limit, since the spreader bar made it awkward to move around, and the butt plug and ben wa balls felt weird inside me.

I hadn’t thought about it, but plopping my ass down on my chair drove the thing deeper inside me, causing me to wince.  I heard two voices laughing at the expression of discomfort on my face, so I knew Cleo was with Anthony, even though I couldn’t see her.

“When sitting at your desk, there are rules you must always follow,” he informed me as I began eating.  “First off, you must always keep your knees wide open and touching the sides.  Secondly, I hope you can type one handed, because you must always use the other to play with yourself.  Make sure you ask for permission before cumming, though, and don’t think you can either fake diddling yourself, or sneak an orgasm in without us noticing.  Cheating means you’ll need to open up two
 pink envelopes.”

The thought of masturbating while eating breakfast was almost enough to make me lose my appetite, but I did it anyway.  I was still horny from last night, and if nothing else, an orgasm might help relax me for whatever else was coming my way.  He sat there silently while I ate and stroked my pussy, but as soon as I was done eating, he continued.

“You now have one hour to write a new original story for me, which will be judged by an independent panel of five judges.  Each will give either a thumbs-up or a thumbs-down to rate it, and for your sake, I sincerely hope you get at least three thumbs-up.  Start now,” he said, picking up his phone and tapping on the screen.

I’d assumed he’d started a timer app on his phone, but I found out differently when I put down my coffee mug so I could get to work.  The thunk of the mug on my desk coincided with a brief buzzing blast from the butt plug, and my gasp of surprise did the same thing.  The toy was sound activated!

It seemed to be fairly sensitive too.  The clack of the keyboard as I typed, the creak of my chair, and even the tinkling of the bell on my collar could set it off, although not as strongly.

Louder sounds equated to stronger vibrations, and trying stay silent wasn’t helping, because Anthony and Cleo were cheating.  That was probably the wrong word to use, since they hadn’t said they weren’t going to make any noise, (and they were the ones making the rules anyway) but it still felt like cheating to me, so that’s what I call it.

At first it felt so friggen weird to have that kind of stimulation back there, and it was incredibly annoying to have the stronger bursts hit me without warning whenever one of them made some noise.  I slowly got used to it, though, and was able to concentrate on my story more.

Then the feel of my bondage, the mindset of writing a kinky story, and let’s not forget the constant rubbing and fingering of my pussy made it start to feel good.  Very, very good, which messed with my ability to think and type.  I started rubbing my clit faster and harder, knowing I’d be able to concentrate better after rubbing one out.

I hadn’t forgot I needed to ask permission before I came, but I’d naturally assumed it was a mere formality meant to embarrass me.  When he bluntly told me I needed to finish the story first, and get a minimum of three thumbs up before I could cum, I almost felt like crying.  Why the fuck hadn’t he told me that at the start?

I guess he’d hinted at it, but I hadn’t realized it took getting three positive reviews before I was allowed to cum.  Now I’d worked myself into a frenzy and was completely screwed!  I couldn’t stop touching myself or I’d earn a pink envelope, yet I couldn’t finish myself off or I’d earn two, and the middle ground left me unable to concentrate.

The phrase ‘Damned if you do and damned if you don’t’ took on a whole
 new meaning for me, and not in a good way.  I was also running out of time, so I did the only thing I could think of, which was to work elements of my current predicament into the story.  It was a dangerous move, since it would give Anthony insight into my thoughts, feelings, and reactions, and might give him new ammunition in the best ways to torment me.

“When Celeste agreed to help write the thesis paper on deviant sexual activity for her dorm mate, she had no idea she’d need to include details obtained via firsthand knowledge.  Now she was quite literally stuck doing the job to the best of her abilities,” I said as I furiously typed.

Vocalizing my thoughts helped me organize them better, so I continued.

“Being chained to the desk in such a compromising position was only the start of her woes.  Before her captor had gone downstairs to join the wild sorority party, she’d used her favorite kinky toys to torment Celeste without mercy, practically guaranteeing she’d fail in her task.

“Celeste knew she had to fight off her body’s reactions to the incessant vibrations with all her will, or her screams of ecstasy would be sure to draw the attention of one of the partygoers.  She could only imagine what a house full of drunken, horny college students would do to a bound, helpless girl if they discovered her.

“As unappealing as the prospect was, Celeste now wished her roommate had used that nasty penis shaped gag to silence her.  She was close to the end of the paper now, but even closer to a climax that promised to rival the explosion of famed Krakatoa.”

It was working.  Even though my story was adding to my lust, I was almost at the end of it.  Spell checker was having a conniption fit at all my typos, since I currently had all the typing skill of a drunken monkey, but I could deal with that later.  The important thing right now was to come up with an ending, and send them the file so the judges could rate it and let me have my orgasm.

“Her relief at hitting the period key at the end of the closing statement was so profound, it came close to making her lose control, but she once again fought through her desire, and picked up her phone to send the text that would end her ordeal.  Now all she could do was wait to be released… in more ways than one.”

I’d done it!  Against all odds, I’d finished writing an entire script for them, and it was a good one.  I knew they still had to read the whole thing, but by speaking out loud at the end, they knew it was a good one too, and gave me a hearty round of applause.

Of course, loud applause with a sound activated vibrator running wasn’t what my overstimulated body needed right now, unless permission was given right friggen now.  I fervently hoped they were all speed readers.

“The first judge has given you a thumbs-down, due to an annoying number of typos,” Anthony suddenly announced.  “He said it made it too hard to read, let alone enjoy.”

What a prick.  If he only knew what I went through to even finish the script, he might be a little more sympathetic.

“The second judge has also given you a thumbs-down, since the ending felt too much like a cliffhanger to her, and she’s opted to wait for the sequel before giving a positive vote.”

This couldn’t be happening.  They were about to shit can my story, and I was so close right now, I knew I wouldn’t be able to resist cumming, even though it meant two pink envelopes.

“The third and fourth judges have given you a thumbs-up,” he said, giving me a faint glimmer of hope.  “But the fifth and final judge…”

My hope dwindled the moment I heard the word ‘but’.

“Has decided to give you a thumbs-up as well,” he finished.  “Congratulations, slave… you may now use the penis gag to fuck yourself to a well-deserved orgasm, or you may choose to walk away.”

“Thank you, Master,” I gasped, as shaking hands reached once more into the case.

The short, fat plug was too awkward to use to properly fuck myself with, but I found that if I held it in place and ground it into my pussy, I got both G-spot stimulation from the penis, and clitoral stimulation from the panel it was attached to.

My orgasm wasn’t quite as powerful as ‘famed Krakatoa’, but it was damn close, I completely collapsed in my chair at the end, too spent to even move.

“That was quite the show, my slutty little slave,” Anthony said, his voice breaking through the fog of my afterglow.  “I’m sure the judges all appreciated it very much.”

I jerked upright in dismay.  I hadn’t even considered the possibility that anyone else was connected to the video chat program!

“Now remember, ladies and gentlemen… don’t upload the footage of ‘Horny Bondage Slut Number One’ to all the porn sites unless I tell you to, or if you don’t hear from me once every twenty-four hours.  Thank you for your time, and I’ll see you tomorrow morning for the next show.”

I was speechless, which was probably a good thing right now, otherwise I would’ve said a few things guaranteed to earn me the entire stack of pink envelopes.

“As for you, slave, put on the rest of the items,” he continued.  “Lock the gag in your mouth, put on the arm sheath for your phone, and lock your wrists together with the twelve inch chain.  You have sixty seconds for each task.”

When I pulled the gag out from between my legs and held it up, I saw it wasn’t just coated with my juices, it was practically dripping with them, and even the leather panel was soaked.  I didn’t have time to clean it off, which was no doubt his intention; it was just one more indignity designed to exert his dominance over me.

Even as I buckled it tight, I knew the taste and smell would be with me all day, but at the same time, it kind of turned me on.  Maybe I really was a submissive at heart.

The arm sheath for my phone had Velcro attachments, so it wasn’t too hard to put on.  It neatly solved the problem of how I was going to keep my phone near me all the time.  I almost forgot to lock the gag in place, but thankfully remembered just before I closed the second lock to fetter my wrists.  Since I could no longer ask him for instructions, I simply sat there and waited.

“She really isn’t very bright, isn’t she, dear?” Cleo asked, stepping behind Anthony, and wrapping her arms around him.  “What’s the slave supposed to be doing whenever she’s sitting at her desk?”

My eyes bugged out at her mocking words.  Not only had I stopped playing with myself, I’d also closed my knees.  Sure enough, she gleefully proclaimed my forgetfulness had earned me two envelopes.  There weren’t enough hours in the day to take care of how much I had to deal with already, not to mention the fact that the phone app could assign up to three more, and they could pile on as many as they wished!

“You may now finish the job case seventeen was designed for, which is to clean that pigsty of a house.  You have two hours before we arrive, and the first thing I expect you to do is to thoroughly vacuum the entire house.”

Great… my vacuum was an extremely noisy piece of shit, and Anthony hadn’t deactivated the sound activated butt plug.  Along with the distraction of the ben wa balls rattling around inside me, cleaning the entire house in two hours was going to be damn near impossible!

“It goes without saying that you’re not allowed to cum, since I don’t talk or text while driving, and therefore you can’t ask for permission.  Don’t disappoint me, slave!”

He hung up after that final admonition, and once again I had the thought that I’d gotten in way over my head.  The best I could hope for now, was that the random envelopes I had to open weren’t too bad.  Knowing they were probably still watching me, I sighed, got to my feet, and went to get my vacuum cleaner.


The Random Envelopes

Cleaning while restrained, gagged, and toyed with was every bit as difficult as I’d imagined.  To make matters worse, mere minutes into my current job, the wheel of misfortune app spun and landed on a red square, meaning my bondage would be compounded as soon as Anthony and Cleo arrived.  This was not
 my day.

They arrived so precisely at the two hour mark I suspect they’d waited out on the street, and sauntered in like they owned the place.  Ignoring me completely, they split up and began inspecting my house to see how clean it was.

Anthony was satisfied with my housework and informed me I’d earned a gold envelope for a job well done, but Cleo wasn’t happy with the wet spot I’d left on my computer chair.  Like I could’ve helped it!

To be fair, instead of assigning a pink envelope directly, she spun the wheel to allow me a random selection, and it landed on blue this time.  Blue meant something sexual, but I didn’t know exactly what that meant.

When I agreed to the inclusion of blue envelopes, did I inadvertently give Anthony permission to fuck me?  Would Cleo make me lick her pussy, or would I have to suck his cock?  Maybe it meant one of them would be eating me out, or using one of the toys from their collection.  I guess I’d find out.

By my count I had two pink, one red, one gold, and one blue envelope coming my way, and it was only noon.  Dammit! Add a green one to the list, thanks to another random app spin.

Since bondage was the name of the game, they chose to open the red envelope first.  I’d initially been excited to be bound in a new and interesting way, but by choosing it first, it would make all the other envelope selections harder to complete.  They seemed determined to make this as difficult as possible for me.

When they opened the box of bondage gear, the first thing that hit me was the powerful smell of leather.  Cleo shrieked in delight when she saw the contents, and clapped her hands like a giddy schoolgirl.  Oh yeah, this wasn’t gonna be good.

She told me to kneel in front of her and put my hands on my shoulders, which I could barely do with the chain connecting my wrists.  Even getting to my knees was hard with the spreader bar holding my ankles so wide apart, but I managed to do both without assistance.  I should probably mention she was in charge of my bondage because Anthony was using a camera to get lots of pictures.

What she pulled out of the box was a small leather sheath that slid over my elbow and bent arms, all the way to the shoulder.  After she pulled the laces tight and tied them off, I knew there was no way I’d be able to slide it off on my own.

She repeated the process on my other arm, and then she removed the spreader bar so I could lie on my back with my knees up and feet by my ass.  Similar sleeves soon covered my legs, and once those were secure, she went back and added a locking belt to each folded over and trapped limb.

When she ordered me to get up on all fours, I realized there was padding at both elbow and knee, so it wasn’t nearly as uncomfortable as I thought it’d be.  Her next command was to turn around and present my ass to her, so she could take care of my butt plug.  I thought that meant she was going to finally take the annoying thing away, but all she did was replace it with a new one.

Apparently, there was a lot of duplication in the boxes, and she thought it made sense to use the new, fully charged one.  She’d also tied something around the base before stuffing it in me, and while I couldn’t see what it was, it dangled between my legs and tickled my pussy whenever I moved.

“Do not speak,” she warned me, before removing the gag.  “Nod your head if you’re thirsty or hungry.”

I’d missed dinner last night, had only a few pieces of toast for breakfast, and was ready for a big lunch by this time.  I nodded vigorously.

“Come along, then,” she said, clipping a leash to my collar and leading me to the kitchen.

I wasn’t used to moving like this, so I had a hard time keeping up with her, and the constant tug of the leash wasn’t helping.  I thought for a moment we were going into the garage, but when we got to the door, she ordered me to sit, and then tied the leash to the doorknob.

That’s when it finally clicked in: She’d turned me into a human puppy, and the dangly bit between my legs was a tail!  There wasn’t enough slack in the leash for me to turn so I could see what she was doing, but whatever she was cooking, it wasn’t long before it started smelling good, and my tummy was rumbling in response.  It’s a good thing I wasn’t wearing the ring gag from last night, or I’d be drooling like you wouldn’t believe!

The sound of plates and silverware hitting the table was music to my ears, as was the clicking of her heels as she approached.  She untied my leash and ordered me back into the kitchen, but let me set my own pace this time.  Surprisingly, it was Anthony wearing the apron and setting the table.

“Filet Mignon, with a side of fried mushrooms, garlic toast, and loaded baked potato,” he announced.

I guess they’d stocked my fridge as well as my bedroom, since I didn’t buy any of those things.  It was a pleasant surprise.

“Sounds lovely, dear,” Cleo replied, giving my leash another tug.

She pulled me towards the back door, where two bowls were waiting.  The first held water, and based on the congealed gravy, the second seemed to contain cold canned stew, with not even a sliver of steak in sight!

“Make sure you lick the bowl clean, or I’ll be quite vexed,” she ordered, leaving me to stare at the bowls in despair, while she went back to enjoy her steak.

Not only did I have to eat this crap, I had to do it by sticking my face right in it and lick it up.  I had a feeling it was either this or real dog food, though, so I did my best to eat it all, knowing she could make my life miserable if I disobeyed.

I couldn’t exactly lick it spotless, since my face was covered in gravy goop, but I did my best, and then tried to figure out how quench my thirst without making a mess.  A dog’s tongue works different from a human’s, so it wasn’t easy.

With gravy drying on my face, I had to lie down by my dish until they finished their lunch, and they were taking their sweet time.  I considered trying to wash some of it off in my water dish while I drank, but knew it’d be futile, and my bladder was telling me I’d had plenty of water already.

When they finally
 finished, Anthony picked up his camera again, and Cleo came over and squatted beside me.  They left all the dirty dishes where they were, and I assumed I’d be the one cleaning up after them later.  It seemed to fit their modus operandi, and my new role.

“Good girl,” she said after inspecting my dish.  “I’m guessing by now you want to get clean, and maybe go potty as well?”

I nodded yes to both questions.

“Let’s take care of that right now, shall we?  We wouldn’t want you to make a mess in this nice, clean house now.”

I’d already started to turn towards the bathroom, but a sharp tug on my leash drew me up short.  She was opening the back door, and trying to pull me outside!  Even though I had a tall fence around my backyard, there was no way I could go out like this!  What if someone saw me?

“We can do this the easy way or the hard way, but I guarantee you it’s happening, so I suggest you stop pissing me off, unless you want a handful of pink envelopes!  Alternatively, we could throw you in the back of the van and take you to the dog park down the road.  Would you like that better?  You might make some friends!”

I had no doubt they’d do it too.  Doing my business in the backyard suddenly didn’t seem like such a bad idea.

My head hung low as I stepped into the great outdoors, and she held me back in order to change my leash for a longer one that was coiled and waiting.  When had they been in my back yard, and what other surprises did they have in store for me?

When my new lead was safely clipped to my collar, she sent me on my way with a hearty slap to the ass, and went back inside.  I heard the deadbolt engage, not that it mattered much; I had no way of opening the door on my own.

Well here I was, alone in my back yard in the middle of the day, and expected to go to the bathroom.  As much as I hated the idea, I didn’t think she’d let me back in the house until I went, and I really needed to pee.  After a panicked look around, I made a dash for the hibiscus bush, hoping it might provide a little privacy.

There was enough space for me to crawl behind the bush, but I scraped my left boob on a branch in my haste to get out of sight.  I didn’t want to track any residue back inside, so I spread my knees as wide as I could before letting go, and hoped for the best.

Since I was leashed, I had to back out the way I came in, but I got lucky for once and missed the mess.  I was giddy with relief when I made it back to the door, and ready to move on to my next task.  Since it was all I could do, I pawed at the door to get her attention, and hoped she didn’t plan on leaving me out here as part of my punishment.

I knew damn well she could hear me, because I could hear them chatting and laughing, but she made me sit there for over five minutes before coming to let me in.  Or so I thought.  After putting the regular leash on my collar, she pulled me into the middle of the yard, pushed my head down to the ground, and tied it to some sort of iron ring I’d never seen before.  When she let go of my head, I found I had only about a foot of slack in the leash.

“Time to get you cleaned up!” she announced, in what sounded like an obnoxiously loud voice, considering the circumstances, and punctuated it with another loud slap on my ass.

She brought over the garden hose, a sponge, and a bucket of soapy water and began washing the mess off my face.  She had also taken the time to shed her own clothes, so she was as naked as I was, although nowhere near as vulnerable.

After my face was clean, she spent an inordinate amount of time washing my chest and between my legs.  Despite my fear of being discovered in such a humiliating situation, or maybe because of it, her attention was unbelievably starting to turn me on again.

She took her time, and was quite thorough.  She even washed my hair, giving me a delightful scalp massage in the process, although rinsing off with the garden hose wasn’t exactly fun, and it cooled my ardor considerably.

She pronounced me squeaky clean with another slap to the ass, but before she could bring me back to the safety of my house, Anthony intervened.

“I’d hate to see wet or muddy paw prints on the floor, so I think we need to wait until she dries off.  Was she a good little puppy?”

“Reasonably so,” Cleo conceded.

“Then she deserves to be rewarded.  Take off the leash and let her play until she’s dry.”

“I’ve got an idea,” she said, unclipping the leash from my collar, and heading back to the house.  “I’ll be right back.”

Before she could return, I heard the trill of sound in the ear bud, indicating the wheel app was spinning again.  My phone was hidden underneath the leather arm sheath, but Anthony chuckled and showed me the result on his.  It had landed on red.

Cleo was dressed in a yellow bikini when she returned, and was tossing a small ball back and forth between her hands.  No friggen way.

“Fetch!” she said, tossing it to the far side of the yard.

I started at her in slack jawed astonishment for a few moments, but then an angry frown appeared on her face, and I knew it was either fetch the damn ball, or pay the price for making her mad.

Anthony turned the butt plug vibrator back on the moment I spun to comply, and trying to run to the ball made whatever it was inside the ben wa balls bounce around something fierce.  A familiar tingle returned to my nether region, and I wondered if puppies were allowed to cum, or if it was forbidden because I wasn’t allowed to speak, and therefore couldn’t ask for permission.

Someone needed to buy Cleo a real puppy, because she seemed to be genuinely enjoying the game, and kept me running back and forth for well over an hour.  She might’ve kept it up for even longer if Anthony hadn’t commented about the need to get on with the game, or the backlog of envelopes would be too big to clear before Monday morning.

I heartily agreed.  I was tired and sweaty again, although there was no way I was going to suggest she clean me up again.  What I really wanted to do was soak in the tub for a few hours to relax.

Back in the kitchen, I saw they’d been busy.  Except for the new one, all the envelopes I’d earned were open and spread out on the table, along with some new cases.  I briefly wondered if they cheated with their selection, but then decided it really didn’t matter.  I’d have to endure whatever it was, or forfeit the game.

“The green task envelope was for ‘household chores’, which put me in a bit of a dilemma,” he said, while Cleo began removing the leather sheaths.  “You’ve already cleaned the house, but then it came to me while Cleo was letting you play; your grass is quite long, and needs to be mowed.”

My eyes bugged out in astonishment, but he continued before I worked up to a full-blown panic.

“Don’t worry… the case we opened included real clothes, so you won’t be arrested for public indecency.  Probably.  I’ll go make sure your lawnmower is gassed up and ready to go, while you get dressed, and Cleo explains everything.”

The box did indeed contain clothes, but not a lot of them, and nothing I’d choose to wear if I had any say in the matter.  The tight, white T-shirt was cut in half, so it barely covered my breasts, and the screaming orange shorts couldn’t have contained a single square foot of cloth.  Just to make sure nobody could possibly miss the slutty connotations of the outfit, scrawled across the shirt and pushed to prominence by my boobs were the words ‘Daddy’s Little Whore’

“In order to save time, we decided to combine several envelopes at once,” she said, as I futilely tried to adjust the shirt to cover more of my chest.  “Slide this down the front of your shorts.”

Considering the kind of game we were playing, I knew the thin, oval pad had to be some sort of vibrator.  The shorts were so tight, I actually had to lower them a little to get it in place, and when I pulled them back up, I could feel the toy mashing up against my clit.  She handed me a pair of red shoes with at least five inch heels, and bade me to sit to put them on, while she fixed my hair.

“The toy is your gold envelope reward, and you’ll be allowed to cum as many times as you want without needing to ask for permission first.  The clothes are the result of a pink envelope, so by the time you finish with your job, you’ll only have one pink, one blue, and one red to take care of.”

The clothes were a punishment in more ways than one.  I wasn’t sure what they were made of, but they itched and scratched like a bitch!  I had a feeling I’d be begging to get naked again, so that’s gotta tell you how bad it was, and I hadn’t even started working yet.

She paused in her brushing to hand me two tiny padlocks for the shoe straps, and then began putting my hair up in pigtails.  Just as we finished, Anthony returned and ordered me to stand for inspection.

Between the slutty clothes, and the cuffs and collar, I must’ve been quite the sight.  My rock-hard nipples were close to poking holes in the skin tight shirt, and were already starting to get irritated from the scratchy cloth.  It appeared Anthony though it might be a little over the top as well, since he had Cleo fetch a set of pasties from a box they’d left in the living room.

When she returned a moment later, she told me to lift up my shirt, and squeeze hard at the base of a tit to push it out.  She squeezed two sides of the rubber pad together, pressed it hard over the nipple, and then quickly let go.  It felt like I’d been stabbed in the chest, and I shrieked in surprise.  It was some sort of nipple clamp!

She made me repeat the process for my other tit, and I think knowing what was coming made it hurt more, although I only gasped when it bit down on my sensitive bud, since I wasn’t surprised.  These had to be part of my second pink envelope punishment.

“Pull the shirt down and get to work, slave,” Anthony ordered, pointing towards the garage door.

I did as he said, but vowed we were gonna have words once this game was over.  Nothing they’d done so far had been outside the rules we agreed upon, but just barely, and it felt like he was using contract loopholes to push me way
 past my comfort zone.

I was glad my mower had electric start, because I’m sure my tits would’ve popped out of the strip of cheap cloth he called a shirt if I had to use a pull cord.  As soon as the engine caught, the butt plug roared to life, and as soon as I hit the lawn, so did the new toy.

Holy fuck!  I almost fell to my knees at the strength of that first blast, and I had to stop for a moment to regain a bit of composure.  It didn’t work.  I made it all of three steps before my orgasm hit me like an avalanche, causing me to lose my already precarious balance and fall to my knees.

If anything, the vibrations grew slightly stronger now that I was so close to the motor, and I must’ve knelt there for an obscene amount of time, bucking and thrashing in ecstasy, while unstoppable blasts of pleasure exploded through my body.  The vibrations were still going strong when my orgasm started to subside, so I panicked and hit the switch to turn the mower off.

“Please, Master,” I begged, when I turned and saw him behind me.  “I can’t do it like this, it’s too strong!”

“I suppose I could be generous and turn the settings down a little, but what will you do for me in return?”

“Anything, Master, just please turn it down!”

“Since you asked so nicely, I’ll let Cleo pick another envelope to add to your pile, in exchange for reducing the settings by half.”

“Thank you, Master,” I gasped, slowly climbing back to my feet.

When I started the mower again, the vibrations were still a little strong for my liking, but it would be tolerable if I hurried.  I knew I’d still cum two or three times before I finished, but that was way better than cumming after every two or three feet!

By the time I finished mowing once around the perimeter, I was a complete mess.  My whole chest was itching like crazy, and my nipples both throbbed and itched, and couldn’t be scratched due to the rubber pasties/clamps.  I was getting vibrated both front and back, not to mention I still had those damnable ben wa balls rattling around inside me, and I was struggling to contain another orgasm.

I was so close to the edge by the end of my second circuit, that when a loud diesel truck went by the house, I exploded with my second orgasm right in front of the driver.  I know he saw me, since he honked his horn, but thankfully he didn’t stop.

I had the misfortune to be close to my third orgasm, and mowing the boulevard when a man walking his dog came strolling by.  Dressed as I was, I can’t say I blame him for stopping to say hello, but I’m not sure if he even saw my return smile and nod.  I don’t think his eyes made it up that far.

He thankfully went on his way when I turned away to keep mowing, although he was looking back at me the whole time, and almost fell on his ass when his heel caught a crack in the concrete.  I would’ve laughed out loud if I hadn’t been concentrating so hard on keeping my next orgasm in check.

I managed to finish the front lawn without exploding, but passing through the garage amplified the noise, and sent me to my knees again.  I was so lost in the powerfully pleasurable sensations, I could barely manage to find the off switch this time, and had to kneel there for several minutes.

Anthony was a gentleman, and handed me a bottle of water to help me cool down, while he topped up the gas tank and hauled the mower into the back yard.  Of course, his generosity came at a price.

Cleo was waiting in the back yard for me, with the penis gag in one hand, and two short chains in the other.  The first chain went between my ankles, and the gag in my mouth, of course, but it was the second chain that caused me the most concern.

She wrapped it several times around the mower handle before locking the ends to my wrist cuffs, which would keep me from scratching the constant itching caused by the shirt.  It was so bad, I no longer care if my neighbors saw my tits, I just wanted the damn thing off already!

With my new restraints, and legs turned to jelly by all my orgasms, it took well over an hour to finish mowing the back.  It would’ve taken even longer if Cleo hadn’t ‘helped’ by motivating me with a long riding crop, that she used quite cheerfully and frequently on my ass, thighs, and tits.  I hoped that took care of my second pink envelope, but had no way of knowing for sure, and was too tired to ask.

Cleo relocked my hands behind me and helped me stagger straight to the bathroom.  After turning on the water to fill the tub, she removed all of the toys and restraints, and said I had five minutes to use the toilet.  I was completely free of restraints for the first time since this whole thing began, but I wasn’t under the illusion the game was over.

It was still nice to be able to stretch my limbs, and scratch my tits, which were still itching like mad.  I found out why when she ordered me into the tub, and told me to scrub my chest vigorously in order to get all the itching powder off.  What a dirty trick!

Once I was ‘safe’, she shed her clothes, and crawled in with me.

“It’s high time we took care of that troublesome blue envelope,” she purred, leaning in close to give me a kiss.


The Blue Envelope and More

Sex with her was the last thing on my mind after my lawnmower escapade, but I hadn’t specified what sexual contact entailed, and I knew she was quite familiar with all the good places on a woman’s body.  It wasn’t that simple, though, since I also had a red envelope to deal with.

As soon as my body started reacting to her caresses, she snapped her fingers, and Anthony strode in with another mystery case, and nothing else.  By that I mean he was bare ass naked.

Holy shit!  Was I going to have sex with both of them in my bathtub?

Not quite.  My bath apparently being over, Cleo and I helped each other rinse and dry off, while Anthony stood there and took at least a hundred pictures.  I was struck with the sudden thought that while this game had started with a fake blackmail theme, he now had the ability to blackmail me for real if he wanted to!  I didn’t dare ask him, though, since it might give him ideas.

Once I was dry, they both worked to put me in my new restraints, and this time it was a doozy!  First up was a long leather armbinder that was so tight, I could actually feel my elbows touch this time.  I doubt it was necessary, but they used straps that went over my shoulders and under the opposite armpit to keep it from sliding off.

The ring gag they lodged behind my teeth was slightly larger this time, and buckled even tighter as well, making it my least favorite gag so far.  Not that I liked any of them, but this one seemed to combine the worst aspects of all of them.

Leather cuffs were locked onto my ankles again, but instead of using the spreader bar or hobble chain, they used a carabineer clip to fasten them right together, limiting me to a mere one-inch stride.  I wasn’t in a hurry to get anywhere, so it wouldn’t have bothered me except for the fact that Cleo declared I needed one spank for every step I took.

Our destination was the guest bedroom, which wasn’t exceptionally far away, but when you can only take teeny tiny little steps, it meant my ass had to be glowing red before we were halfway there.  Okay, this had to be the end of my last pink envelope punishment now!

I found Anthony had been busy in here, too.  Some kind of rope and pulley system had been installed from the ceiling over the foot of the bed, and lengths of rope were attached to the bottom legs.  There were also at least a dozen video cameras scattered around the room.

Cleo took great care to position me perfectly in place under the pulley before removing the clip holding my ankles together, and then ordered me to spread my legs and bend over.  I must’ve hesitated too long, since both of them in unison delivered a stinging slap to my ass cheeks, and then she forced me to bend over by the simple expedient of grabbing the ring on the end of my armbinder, and pulling up.

My arms went even higher as soon as Anthony hooked the pulley to the ring, and tightened things up, until my torso was parallel to the ground.  Cleo repeated the order for me to spread my legs wide, and I wished I would’ve followed her instructions the first time, since doing it now added more tension to my already aching shoulders.

It still wasn’t good enough for them, though, but they’d been prepared for this eventuality, and that’s where those lengths of rope came into play.  They each threaded one through the D-rings on my ankle cuffs and slowly pulled out as much slack as they could before tying them off.

“What do you think, dear?” Anthony asked, as he fondled my taut body.

“I think this slave is not only stupid, she’s also incredibly rude.  Not only has she failed to thank me even once, but she’s been hesitant about following my orders all day.  I can count at least a dozen infractions off the top of my head, and demand she be punished accordingly!”

“We don’t have that many pink envelopes left, dear.”

“Then we can either come up with new ones, or reuse the existing ones once we run out.  Either way, the bitch needs to learn her place.”

“I completely agree, my dear.  If we don’t punish her now, it might take months before we finish up with her.  What do you think, slut?”

Talk about being caught between a rock and a hard place.  I either agreed to accept so much punishment I wouldn’t be able to sit for a week, or by the rules of the game, they could stay in control of me almost indefinitely.

In a sudden stroke of inspiration, I did my best to enunciate the best answer possible.  It took several tries to get the message across, but they eventually figured out I was trying to say ‘Whatever my Master and Mistress thinks best’.

“Maybe the slut can be taught proper obedience and respect,” Cleo grudgingly said.  “I hate to admit it, but her willing capitulation has really made me hot, and I can see you’re more than ready yourself, so why don’t we take a moment to enjoy ourselves a little before we get down to serious business.”

“You took the words right out of my mouth.”

“Should I plug her ass before we begin, or are you planning on using that hole?” she asked.

No!  He wouldn’t, would he?  I instantly realized there was nothing stopping him from taking me back there, since I hadn’t even thought about forbidding anal sex when we agreeing to limits.  It simply hadn’t crossed my mind.

“Maybe later, but right now I want to simply pound that juicy cunt until she screams.  Unless you want to go first and use her back there with your strap-on, since I’d be just as happy to face fuck her.”

“That’s quite alright, love; I’m dying to find out what she can do with that tongue of hers with the right motivation, like perhaps one random envelope for every minute it takes before she can make me cum.”

“That hardly seems fair, since I know very well you’re able to hold off for at least thirty minutes under even the most expert oral stimulation, and you might be able to resist a newbie all night.”

“Okay… one envelope every five minutes from a grab bag, but the black ones go in, too.”

“That seems fair,” he agreed.

Neither one deemed it necessary to ask my opinion, of course.  I thought I’d been in trouble earlier, but I had no idea how far they’d planned on taking this game.  Since he wasn’t planning on using my ass… yet… the vibrating plug went back in place, and the sensitivity turned all the way up.

It was a good thing I was still wet, since he wasted no time in preliminaries, and rammed the full length of his cock into me with one hard, deep stroke.  Cleo needed a few pillows in order to get her pussy at the right height for me to eat her out, and I hoped the clock hadn’t started yet.  I guess it didn’t really matter, since it seemed they planned on burying me in envelopes no matter what I did.

When she shoved her pussy underneath my nose, I discovered she really was flooding.  She actually tasted kind of sweet, and was quite responsive to the initial tentative licks from my tongue, so I began to think I might be able to get her off fairly quickly, and avoid the mountain of envelopes she’s threatened me with.

Yeah right.

Anthony hadn’t been joking when he said he wanted to fuck me until I screamed, and was doing his best to make it happen.  He was rocking me back and forth so hard, it was actually hard for me to hit her clit, and I found it worked best if I simply stuck my tongue out and let him do the work for me.

That worked for a while, but then Cleo figured out what I was doing and began shifting positions and pulling away at random times.  She was definitely cheating, but since there were no rules for this kind of thing, she was going to get away with it.  I was in deep, deep trouble.

I was actually in trouble for another, more immediate reason, and that was what Anthony was doing to me.  He had an impressively large tool, and his relentless pounding was bringing me closer and closer to orgasm.

I knew I had to ask for permission before I could cum, but my ability to ask was not only hampered by the gag in my mouth, but I was halfway to being smothered by Cleo, who had grabbed onto my pigtails, and was forcing my head deep into the cleft of her legs.  All attempts I made to beg for my orgasm were either unheard or ignored.

When it overwhelmed me, there was no way I could hide it either, since my tongue involuntarily retracted back into my mouth, and Cleo was quick to pick up on it.  For several glorious seconds I reveled in the release and didn’t care, but then my brain started working again, and I stuck my tongue back out.

Sound was muffled with her thighs covering my ears, but I could still hear her inform Anthony of my infraction, just in case he missed it.  I couldn’t help but hear his laughing response.

I knew he fucked me for exactly twenty-two minutes before he came, since Cleo was keeping track of the time, and announced it out loud.  That meant I’d already earned four random envelopes, plus two pink ones for cumming without permission, and still no end in sight.

I thought it’d get easier once Anthony stopped pounding me like a veal cutlet, but then he decided to get a head start on the multitude of punishments I had coming my way, and began flogging my oversensitive pussy.  The first blow felt like he’d used a hot iron instead of the supple strands of leather that made up the flogger, but that was just a natural reaction to feeling unexpected pain in such a sensitive area.

In all honesty, he wasn’t hitting me that hard, but he was striking fast and without pause, so the intensity grew fairly quickly.  By some miracle, the pain quickly changed to something else entirely, and I found my lust on the rise again.  Unless he changed targets soon, I might be unbelievably forced into another orgasm from being pussy whipped!  On my pussy!  With a whip!

It wasn’t just the flogging either.  Each strike was quite loud, and sent the sound-activated toy into overdrive with each and every blow.  He stopped mere moments before I lost control, but since I’d been so close to popping my cork, I was no longer sure if it was a blessing or a curse.

“Thirty-five minutes and counting,” Cleo announced, somehow managing to moan in the middle of snickering at my plight, but without any real urgency.

God… what did it take to get this woman off?

Anthony spent the next fifteen minutes flogging my tits, and then capped it off by putting nipple clamps on me, and hanging weights from the connecting chain.  Yes it hurt a bit, but it wasn’t too bad unless I moved and made them shake.  Unfortunately for me, his manhood had recovered by now, so shake me he did.

He went at it much slower this time, but that was just as bad from my point of view, since I imagined I could feel every ridge and every vein of his cock as it went in and out of me like a piston.  I wasn’t long before I was delirious with the need to cum, but I did my best to hold on for as long as I could, knowing the consequences would be severe.

How many pink envelopes did I have by now?  Twelve?  Fourteen?  Maybe even more after all their random selections, and it had to be well past the one hour mark that I’d been licking Cleo’s pussy.

He stopped before either of us came, and told Cleo he wanted to give me twelve strokes of the cane before carrying on.  I wasn’t worried until she cautioned him to not go too far down my ass, or the bruises would be visible on Monday when I went to work, since the skirt I’d be wearing was quite short!

I didn’t know what to think anymore.  Was this still a game, or had I fallen into an even worse kind of trap than I’d imagined when I first read that ad?  Either way, I had no choice but to play it or pay for it.

In the end, Cleo had her orgasm at precisely the two hour mark, I had one more unauthorized orgasm myself, and Anthony had finished the night off by taking my anal cherry for real.  He added to that indignity by shoving the butt plug in me the very instant he finished cumming and pulled out, so I’d have a memento inside me for the rest of the night.

When they were finished with the scene, Anthony offered to cook me a real meal, but I declined, since I was simply too worn out, and just wanted to go to bed.  I don’t know if it was a random bondage selection or because he was feeling sorry for me, but the restraints he used on me for the night was a straitjacket that felt positively luxurious after that arm wrenching strappado position.

I might’ve been able to sleep like a log if Cleo hadn’t placed the vibrating pad over my pussy before Anthony pulled the crotch strap tight, and set my phone to quietly play a music radio station.  I thought my first night sleeping with Mr. Buzzy dangling between my legs was rough, but that was nothing compared to night number two.


Naughty in Public

The next morning was basically a repeat of the same, with me making the mad, naked dash to get the newspaper, writing a chloroform kidnap bondage scenario while the judges watched, and cumming in front of them after getting a full five thumbs up.

My wrists and neck were locked into a pillory when my creative duties were finished, and I was made to cook breakfast and clean the entire kitchen that way.  On a slightly
 brighter note, I got to eat the same food they did this time, even though Cleo had to feed me each bite.

I had a pleasant shower with Anthony after that, but couldn’t stop myself from shaking my head in denial when I saw Cleo walk up with the Daddy’s Little Whore T-shirt in hand.  She simply chuckled and told me she’d washed it three times to get rid of the itching powder, and to prove it, she even rubbed it between her legs a few times.

That didn’t make me any more enthusiastic about putting it on, but the shirt didn’t start to make me itch this time, so I guess she was telling the truth.  Instead of the tight, bright shorts, she tossed me a very
 brief black miniskirt.  There was no way it could cover my ass when I was standing upright, and if I bent over… let’s just not go there, okay?

She sprayed me with an obnoxious amount of perfume, painted my face with an obscene amount of makeup, and locked shoes with six inch heels on my feet.  I could barely stand in the things, let alone walk, but she was far from done with making my life difficult.

A new collar that felt twice as big as my initial ‘training’ collar was locked around my neck, heavier wrist and ankle cuffs were put back around my limbs, and a bigger butt plug was shoved where the sun don’t shine.  I considered myself lucky she hadn’t gagged me or used the pussy pad again, although it wouldn’t have stayed in place unless she gave me underwear… which of course she didn’t.

I was led to their van by my leash, and sat into the middle front seat they’d build behind the dividing console.  A normal van doesn’t have a seat there, because it meant I had to sit with my legs spread open.

It goes without saying there were anchor points for my ankle cuffs to keep them there, as well as ones beside me for my wrists, and belts for my waist and chest.  From a safety point of view, I was in the equivalent of a nine-point seatbelt harness.

As soon as we pulled out of the driveway, each of them reached out to grope me.  Cleo went straight for my right nipple, while Anthony’s hand delved directly into the cleft of my legs, and began rubbing my clit.  Here we go again…

Even though most of his concentration was focused on the road, it was obvious he wasn’t very serious about working me up.  He got my juices flowing fast enough, but quickly settled down to what I thought of as a holding pattern; just enough stimulation to keep me hot, without the risk of causing an eruption.

Cleo wasn’t so cavalier about her intentions.  We hadn’t even made it to the end of the block before my shirt was pulled down so my boobs popped out through the top, but at least the van had tinted windows.  Naturally, the moment I thought of it, she rolled hers down all the way!

Our destination was an adult toy store about forty-five minutes away, and I was assigned my first major task.

“Unless you want to double up on all existing envelopes, and extend the game for an additional ninety days, this is what you must do,” Anthony began, sounding frighteningly serious.  He was the ‘good cop’ out of the two of them, for lack of a better description, so this couldn’t be good.

“Cleo was whining all night about you wearing out her favorite vibrators, so your goal today is to go in the store and pick out a new one for yourself.  You spent a lot of time staring at her snatch last night, so I hope for your sake you choose one she’ll like too, since I’m sure she’ll want to ‘test drive’ it a time or two.

“It goes without saying she’ll be quick to let you know if you fail to make her happy, and trust me… you really
 don’t want to make her angry.”

Telling me I didn’t want to make her angry was like telling me water was wet, or fire was hot.  Despite the recent evidence to the contrary, I actually had a fairly high IQ, and had figured it out all on my own.

They released me from my seat and shooed me out of the van in a hurry to go do my shopping, but now it was me
 doubting their
 intelligence; they hadn’t given me any money yet.

“We’re not about to pay for a present you want to give your Mistress, you silly slut!” he laughed, when I meekly asked.  “This is all on you, so you figure out a way to get it on your own, now get moving, or I’ll personally add twenty-four hours of pure punishment on top of everything else you’ve already earned!  Go now!”

It was obvious he expected me to steal the toy, but the skimpy outfit I wore precluded any thoughts of shoplifting a sex toy except for one way; the place where it naturally fit.  It was completely insane, yet I walked through the door anyway, knowing I needed to do it somehow.

I’d never stolen anything before in my life, yet here I was about to take something incredibly embarrassing, in an extremely personal way.  God, I sure hoped the clerk was an idiot.

That, or maybe I’d get lucky and keel over from a heart attack first.

The guy was reading a newspaper, and had his feet kicked up on the sales counter.  He took one glance at me and said the sexy clothes were over on the left, BDSM supplies and adult toys were around the corner to the right, and went back to reading.

I was a little surprised at how cavalier his attitude was over this kind of kinky stuff.  I guess he was used to it after working here for a while, but I couldn’t imagine being so casual about it myself.

I wondered if the bondage gear used on me this weekend had come from this store, and if anything else I saw here was waiting for me in a case back home.  Despite my recent crash course in restraints, I recognized less than half of what I saw on the shelves and racks, and wasn’t sure I wanted to find out about the rest.

When it came to sex toys, this place was the mother lode.  They had dildos in all shapes, colors, materials, and sizes… and I do mean all sizes.  A few were as big as my arm!  As for the vibrators, there were plain ones, fancy ones, lifelike ones, butterfly, bullet, egg, and dozens of odd shaped ones.

There was a nice pink one that looked like Mr. Buzzy’s big brother, and it even had Bluetooth capability, similar to the butt plugs they’d been using on me.  Just thinking about the kind of fun I could have with a high-tech version of my trusty companion was enough to get my juices flowing again, but I wasn’t sure getting another toy they could control from an app was a good idea right now.

Plus, the handle would be visible between my legs if I tried to smuggle it out.

“That’s one of our most popular new items, and has been getting rave reviews,” the clerk said from right behind me, causing me to jump and squawk.  He had really light feet.

He rambled on about all the features it came with, and I had to admit it sounded amazing.  He was pretty good at his job when he wasn’t reading a paper, even though his completely candid descriptions were making me blush.  It also meant I had no chance of completing my task now that he was trying to make a sale.

“It sounds great, but I’m just browsing today,” I managed to interject when he paused to take a breath.  “Plus, I forgot my purse at home,” I finished lamely.

He bit his lip and seemed to be considering something for several moments, or maybe he was lamenting the thought of his commission flying out the window.  Or maybe he just wanted to stare at my tits one final time before I left.

“There might be a way you can have one for free,” he began.  “We had one come in with shipping damage, and while the box was crushed, the toy itself wasn’t damaged.  I charged it up myself to test it, and it works great… although it hasn’t been used in that
 way yet.  Are you interested?”

“Maybe,” I guardedly replied.  He was going to ask to trade it for sex, I just knew it.

“I’ve always wanted to control one of these fancy vibrators while a beautiful woman was using it, and if you let me do that, it’s all yours.”

I’d been prepared to turn him down, walk back to the van to admit my defeat, and accept the punishment for my failure.  While it was an extremely embarrassing way to complete my assignment, the deal he offered would save me a lot of grief.

“That’s it?” I asked.

“Well… if you don’t mind, I’d like to see your tits too, and maybe feel them a little.”

“Done,” I said, before I could change my mind.

He scrawled a ‘Back in thirty minutes’ sign and stuck it on the front door, locked it, and led me into the back room.  It took him a few minutes to find it on the junk filled shelves, but since he still had the app installed on his phone, that was the only delay.

I sat in a heavy bondage restraint chair since it was the only option, and I hoped it didn’t give him any ideas.  I was still cuffed and collared, so if he was some sort of demented pervert, I could find myself in deep shit in a matter of seconds.

I pulled down the neck of my shirt like Cleo had done, and lifted each breast out.  He squirted some lube on the toy before handing it to me, and I thanked him for the consideration, since it meant he wouldn’t find out wet I already was.  Even though it was bigger than Mr. Buzzy, it slid home with very little resistance, and felt very, very good.  This was going to be quick.

I jumped in surprise when he started the vibrations, and again when it began to rotate, since I’d never had a toy that moved around.  He started low and slow to give me time to get used to it, but then turned the speed and rotations up so it could do its job, and he could put his phone down so he could feel me up with both hands.

I’d expected him to maul my tits with all the finesse of a shark in a feeding frenzy, but he was surprisingly gentle.  Standing slightly behind me, he liked to cup them from the outside, and then bring his hands together until my globes were pressing against each other, and he’d hold there while his thumbs circled my nipples.

After each repetition, he changed one of the settings for the toy.  Sometimes he turned the vibrations and rotation speed up, other times down, or just one of the two, but everything he did was driving me wild.  There were even some preprogrammed patterns for the vibrations, and those felt so good I could almost forget where I was and what I was doing.

At the end, I simply held the toy inside me, with the ‘thumb’ protrusion mashed hard onto my clit, and let the pulsing vibrations and slow rotations do all the work.  The moment I started cumming, he turned everything up to the max, and I was glad the store was closed because my screams of ecstasy were among the loudest I’d ever uttered.

He slowly turned it down as my orgasm receded, which provided just the right amount of stimulation to give me a pair of pleasant aftershock bursts, and then it was all over except for the cleaning up.  To both of our surprise, I’d squirted heavily, and made quite a mess.

He gave me a box of tissues, and grabbed a mop and bucket from the corner.  I hadn’t made that
 much of a mess on the floor, but it was still the easiest way to clean it up I guess.  I wondered if he’d made this kind of deal before with other customers like me.

The back of my skirt was completely soaked, but I managed to clean up most of the rest of my mess while he took care of the floor and chair.  Other than continue to stare at my tits while he worked, he was something close to being a gentleman, and hadn’t tried to take advantage of me like I feared he might.  He was also kinda cute.

Based on the bulge I saw in the front of his pants, it couldn’t have been easy for him either, and I was willing to bet the store wouldn’t be reopening immediately after I left.  Maybe that’s why the box of tissues was back here.

He put my new favorite toy, the charging cable, and a card he scrawled his name and number on into a bag, and thanked me for the once in a lifetime opportunity.  I gave him a genuine smile in return, and then on impulse, gave him a big, sloppy kiss; when my ordeal with Anthony and Cleo was over, I might actually call him for a date!

They didn’t seem surprised when I calmly returned to the van carrying a bag, instead of making a furtive dash with stolen goods, but then I remembered the ear bud with the hot mic.  They’d heard everything, including my screams of ecstasy, which I now realize was unauthorized!  Shit!

“Congratulations, slave, I didn’t think you had it in you,” Cleo said, stepping out of the passenger seat, and sliding opening the side door so we could climb in the back.  “I must also say I’m delighted at the toy you got, since I know it quite well; I have one just like it charging on my nightstand at home.  Now bend over and spread your cheeks,” she cheerfully finished.

The big van door was still open, causing me to hesitate for a moment, but only a brief one.  We were the only ones in the parking lot, the door was facing towards the store, and Stan was probably busy in the back room with his box of tissues.

Or not… looking back between my legs I saw him standing at the door looking out, as Cleo slowly worked the butt plug into place.  She had me turn sideways and kneel so she could put the ring gag in my mouth, and then made me hold my shirt up so she could clamp my nipples with the rubber pasties.  Stan was getting quite a show, but that was it.

She had me climb into my seat so they could strap me in for the ride home, and once I was safely secure, sprung the final surprise of my morning adventure on me.

“Your new toy is made by the same company that made the butt plug, so my app can control both,” she said, pulling my new pink friend out of the bag.  “By an amazing coincidence, this goes along perfectly with a story I once heard that goes something like this:

“Her mission complete, and riding high on her success, the slutty slave Celeste couldn’t resist begging her Master and Mistress to allow her some pleasure during the drive home.  Since her Mistress had a generous heart, and knew the need to reward a slave when it was earned, she graciously agreed.”

She was reciting a variation on the story I’d used to get back at her that day they’d tested me, so I knew exactly where this was going.

“Of course, her Master wasn’t very good with directions, and would most likely wind up taking numerous wrong turns before finally remembering the way.  Fortunately, they had no pressing plans for the day, so a three, four, or even eight hour delay was no big deal.

They’d probably have to take a trip through a drive through for some fast food, where all three
 of them could place their orders, but that was fine.  Her Mistress would keep her from getting bored, and luckily there was a USB charging adapter in the van to ensure her toys wouldn’t run out of juice.”

Without further ado, she parted my folds and slowly, sensuously slide the toy deep inside me before turning it on.  She was about to get ten-fold payback on me for my impulsive bit of vengeance on her.  The last coherent thought to cross my mind before the vibrations sent me into oblivion, was that based on how my body had reacted in the store, his van was going to be a complete mess by the time she was through with me!

It was a small bit of revenge, but I’d take what I could get.


Monday, Kinky Monday

I’d been worried all weekend about what was going to happen on Monday when I had to go to work, but they’d planned well.  The paper arrived in my box at six-thirty during the week, so I was able to mad dash earlier than usual, and my writing assignment was simplified.

All I had to do was masturbate for the judges and talk dirty to them, but I wasn’t very good at it, so I didn’t get the three thumbs-up I needed to be able to cum.  It was frustrating, but I had other things to worry about… namely, the outfit Cleo selected for me.

It wasn’t as bad as it could’ve been.  The black skirt was a little longer than the one I wore yesterday, but not by nearly enough for my tastes, and the white blouse would’ve been great if she hadn’t taken a pair of scissors and cut off the top two buttons.  She hadn’t given me a bra, so I’d have to be very careful about not showing off too much cleavage.  No leaning over the boardroom table today!

She actually allowed me to wear panties to work, which was a pleasant surprise, but I had to wear the collar with the bell in exchange for the luxury, as well as the butt plug.  Also in exchange for not having to wear my leather cuffs, Anthony locked the shoes with the six inch heels on my feet, which was only going to be tolerable since I sat at a desk for most of the day.

She applied far more makeup to my face than I usually bothered with, but didn’t go for the gaudy look like yesterday.  It was actually quite tasteful, other than the bright red lipstick.

To simplify matters, they drove me to work in their van.  (My seat was clean, since they’d made me take care of my own mess last night.)  I was ordered to report to them at lunchtime for extra duties, and was dropped off at the curb in front of my building.

I normally dress quite conservatively for work… or boring, as Cleo said when she’d been rifling through my wardrobe Friday night, so my new outfit drew the gaze of everyone I passed.  I had three lunch invitations before I made it to my cubicle, which made me ponder what I’d been missing out on by playing the prude all these years.

Guys who’d never given me the time of day before were practically falling over each other to see if I wanted coffee or donuts.  I’m sure it helped that they got quite a spectacular view down the front of my shirt when they peered down at me, but I didn’t mind as much as I thought I would.

I was having a perfectly wonderful day, until I heard the chime in my ear bud indicating the wheel was spinning for a new, random way to make my life difficult.  It landed on blue.

Blue might not be so bad if they settled for a quickie during lunch, but would they let me off that easy?  What if they demanded I screw my boss, or blow a coworker?  I was still coming up with horrifying possibilities when I got a text from Cleo.

Bathroom.  Now.

As if to make sure I didn’t dawdle, the butt plug roared to life at full speed, and stayed running.  Shit… it was going so strong I thought others might be able to hear it, so I rushed for the bathroom as fast as I could with the skyscraper heels on my feet, and the buzzing intruder going to town.

Cleo was already there and waiting for me, leaning against the counter with her arms crossed and a smile on her face.  I thought she was going to make me service her in one of the stalls, but she simply had me lift up the front of my skirt so she could slide the pussy pad down the front of my panties.

She walked away after giving me a quick peck on the cheek, and tapped a few times on her phone.  She’d just turned both toys to sound activation mode, and was going to leave them running!

I could feel my nipples hardening with each step I took, since my shoes were quite loud on the tile floor, and I was getting double blasted.  I thought it’d get better once I was back at my desk, but there was enough background noise to keep them rumbling almost constantly, with the occasional stronger jolt, like from when the phone rang, or someone slammed a file cabinet drawer shut.

The constant arousal made work difficult, but not impossible, although I had no doubt my panties were completely soaked after an hour of continuous stimulation.  I became worried someone might smell my arousal, but if they did, nobody commented on it.

I would’ve been fine if my boss hadn’t needed multiple copies of a big report, and sent me off to the photocopy room.  The very loud
 photocopy room.

I briefly considered taking the toys and stashing them somewhere, but couldn’t risk being caught cheating by them, or by a coworker who could wander in at any moment.  The copy room was always busy, and did I mention it was loud?  Today was no different.

Another girl was already here using a machine, and the whir-thunk sound of it was making my toys pulse quite strongly.  I knew there was no way I could make it through this without cumming, so as soon as I started my machine working, I sent Cleo a quick text.

May I please be allowed the privilege of cumming, Mistress?

I’d deliberately phrased it as politely as I could, praying for a positive response, and yet dreading it all the same.  She replied through my ear bud, and said I was allowed up to three orgasms this morning, but no more.  I was relieved to have blanket permission for multiple orgasms, but then it hit me; was she going to keep these toys going so long, I might have that many?

One I might be able to hide, but three or more?  I’d be found out, fired, humiliated, and maybe even arrested!

My orgasm was building fast, and with the other girl standing only a few feet away, it was too late to try and cheat.  I held it in check for as long as I could, which might’ve been a mistake, since that meant it hit me fairly hard when it finally broke loose.

My legs went weak, and I had to lean on the copier for support, while wave after wave of bliss coursed through my veins.  I was clenching my teeth as hard as I could, but a low moan and several small whimpers still made it past my lips, causing the girl to stare at me out of curiosity.

I don’t think
 she understood what was happening to me, and I weakly blamed my suspicious behavior on a badly upset stomach, which I think she actually bought.  After all, nobody would be crazy or kinky enough to wear a vibrator to work, right?

She even gave me a sympathetic look after gathering up her copies, and gave me a wide berth heading out, in case whatever I had was catching.  It almost made me laugh; if orgasms were contagious, I’d be more dangerous than Typhoid Mary!

I had one more orgasm before the copy job was finished, and it left me panting and gasping on my knees for several minutes.  I fervently hoped I didn’t get any more copy jobs today, or I’d be a goner.  Then when I delivered the reports to my boss, he stared at me so hard, and for so long, I thought the jig was up.

“Suzie was right, you do look terrible,” he said, startling me.  “You’re flushed, sweating, and look ready to collapse, so I suggest you take the rest of the day off… or the rest of the week if you need it, and only come back once you’re feeling better.  Maybe we could do lunch, Celeste.”

I almost collapsed for real, but out of pure relief.  Not only did he not
 know the truth, but he was giving me an easy out.

“You should thank him, and offer to get him coffee, tea, or a blowjob,” Cleo said through my ear bud.

“T-thank you, sir,” I began, not sure if I’d be able to finish.

“I’m just kidding,” she snickered.  “Come out to the van.”

I never thought I’d be relieved to be walking into her hands, but I was so glad to get out of work without an incident, I made it there in record time.  Maybe I was finally getting used to the heels, and the distractions between my legs.

Within minutes of getting in the van, all my cuffs were locked back in place on my limbs, and were in turn used to hold me in my seat like last time.  It should go without saying she didn’t bother to switch the toys out of sound activation mode.  In addition, she used a pump up gag that silenced me almost completely, and covered my whole head with a thick leather hood that left me blind and partially deaf.

“Since you unexpectedly got the rest of the week off, I think it’s high time we took care of this mysterious black envelope we drew for you the other day,” she purred.  “It’s going to be more fun than doing product testing at a vibrator factory… at least for me.  You, on the other hand, have got your work cut out for you, but I don’t want to spoil the surprise, so I’ll simply shut up and let you sit back, relax, and enjoy the ride.”

I shuddered, and not because Anthony was revving the engine and causing my toys to go haywire.  Cleo sounded far too happy with the prospect of making me play out a black envelope scenario, so I knew it couldn’t be good.  It was supposed to have been such long odds to get one, I’d agreed to the idea without reading the script, just for the secret, naughty thrill it gave me. I knew it would never happen.

Yeah right.


The Black Envelope

I have no idea how far we drove, but it felt like we’d been going for hours, and we’d made numerous stops.  The only saving grace was Anthony had turned the sensitivity of my toys way down, so I wasn’t prostrate from orgasm overload.  Yeah, it meant the toys kept me horny as hell, but I had no idea what the black envelope challenge entailed, or how long it lasted, so I wasn’t going to complain, for once.  Out loud, anyway.

When we finally parked, they removed the restraints holding me in the seat, and took me into the back of the van where they had more room to work.  The first thing they did was rip off my panties so they could take away the toys, which was a real relief after so long, although ripping the panties had given me a terrific wedgie.

I felt cuffs go around my wrists first, so they could fasten my hands to the wall behind me, followed by ones around my ankles, another set above my knees, and then my collar was replaced by the heavier one.  The hood came off next, but curtains had been hung up around the van, so I still had no idea where I was.

“Not one word,” Cleo warned me, as the bladder in my mouth began to deflate.  “If I hear even a single word out of you, I swear I’ll put the gag back in, lock your hands behind your back, and toss you out on the street to fend for yourself.  This silence will last until noon tomorrow.”

I had no doubt she’d do it too, so I wisely kept my mouth shut, despite the thousand and one things I wanted to say and ask.  When she seemed satisfied I was going to obey, she removed the gag completely, and began cleaning the makeup off my face.  I was happy to let her do it, since the hood had been quite hot, and I’m sure my face was a disaster zone.

She reapplied the gaudy makeup next, put my hair into a single ponytail up high on my head, and stepped back to inspect her work.  She seemed mostly happy with my new look, but stepped up to cut off two more buttons from my blouse, and douse me with that obnoxious perfume before she was fully satisfied.

Now it was Anthony’s turn to work on me, but all he did was put the phone sheath on my arm, replace my ear bud with a fresh one, and release me from the van wall.  Then he opened the side door and gestured for me to step out.  We were in the parking lot of the same adult store I’d been to yesterday!

Were they going to try to make me steal something again?  If so, it was going to be damn near impossible, since I’m sure Stan would be on me like glue after our little backroom adventure.  I had a feeling it wasn’t going to be quite so simple, since the moment my feet touched asphalt, Cleo pulled my arms behind me and locked my cuffs together.

A two foot bar was used to connect my ankles, and a second, shorter one to the knee cuffs.  It hobbled me quite effectively, but also ensured I wouldn’t be able to close my legs anymore.  They could’ve done all this in the privacy of the van, but I think they were putting my restraints on in public as a reminder of my current status as their slave.

After clipping a leash to the front of my collar, Anthony led me towards the store, while Cleo followed behind with a riding crop in hand to make sure I didn’t dawdle.  I’ll admit I was moving at a snail’s pace, but have you ever tried to walk in high heels, while hobbled, and with your knees kept apart?  I thought not.

Stan was there, of course, and seemed surprised to see me again, but quite happy about it.  Maybe he thought he was going to get another free show.

“Thank God you were able to come on such short notice,” he said, coming around the counter to shake Anthony’s hand.  “I thought I was going to have to cancel, and it might’ve ruined me.  You wouldn’t believe how hard it is to find models willing to do this kind of show.”

Models?  Show?  What the hell was going on?

“We’re more than happy to help, and I think Celeste would’ve volunteered on her own if she wasn’t under a twenty-four-hour silence punishment.  She thought you were kind of cute, and said she owes you a favor.”

Stan actually blushed when Anthony told him I thought he was cute… which I did, but I don’t remember saying so out loud.  I thought it funny that a guy could keep a straight face while talking about sex toys in graphic detail, but blushed when told I thought he was cute.

“How long can she stay?  You’re here rather early.”

“As long as it takes,” he replied.

“Really?  None of the BDSM models I’ve used in the past have been able to handle more than two hours max, and most will only do an hour.”

“I can honestly say that since becoming my slave, she hasn’t spent more than a few hours out
 of bondage, and the tighter it is, the more she likes it.”

“Wow!  You’re lucky to have a submissive like her.  Are there any limits or restrictions I need to follow?”

“Not really, although she’s surprisingly shy.  If you made sure she remains anonymous with a mask or hood, she’d probably be willing to do anything you want after the show, and I do mean anything.”

“No shit!  You’re all okay with that?”

He looked directly at me, as if for confirmation.  I wasn’t thrilled about being passed around like a piece of meat, but he seemed okay, and it was far better than the alternative.  I’d die on the spot if someone I knew ever saw me like this, no matter how unlikely it was, so I nodded at him.

“Well then… let’s take care of that right now!”

“She gets off on playing the role of damsel in distress, so if you really want to make her happy… and grateful to you… indulge her briefly by letting her fight against her restraints, or beg for her freedom, and then gag her and tie her up twice as tight.”

With the promise of good things to come later, he seemed almost pathetically eager to please.  Unfortunately, he thought the best way to please me was through stringent bondage, so he didn’t mess around.

The first thing he chose a heavy leather discipline helmet that had a hole in the top for my ponytail, and removable panels for my eyes and mouth.  It was designed to be laced up ultra-tight, so instead of grommets below my nostrils, it had two hollow inserts that went right inside my nose.  It was also thick enough that hearing would’ve been damn near impossible, if it hadn’t been for the ear bud.

“What kind of gags does she like best?” he asked, once the hood was so tight it felt like a second skin.

“She prefers a pump up gag when she wants to be silenced completely, and a ring gag when there’s a chance her mouth might be used for something more fun.”

“Oh, I’ve got the perfect one for her then!” he exclaimed, shoving a ring past my lips a moment later.  “This one is a complete, multi-purpose set, built around the basic ring gag.  Once the ring is in her mouth, you can add any of a dozen attachments, including a penis plug, feeder tube, and of course, the inflatable bladder.”

As soon as the soft mass of rubber was shoved past the ring, he pumped it up as big as it would go, and then used both hands to squeeze the bulb a few more times for good measure.  I think the only thing that kept my jaw from dislocating, was the pressure of the hood on the outside.  Yeah, this was a gag and a half alright!

As if the hood and gag weren’t already enough, the next thing he did was remove my collar and replace it with one he called a posture collar.  It was so tall, it pressed hard against the bottom of my jaw, and forced my head back until I couldn’t move it in the least!

I wished Stan wasn’t so pathetically eager to please me with restrictive bondage, in hopes of getting lucky later.  I’d fuck him on the spot if he eased up on my restraints a little, but as far as he knew, this was the way to turn me on, so he was going for broke.

My arms were released long enough to put them in a pillory that made me look like a bad guy putting his hands up to surrender, but wasn’t as uncomfortable as it looked.  Due to my restraints, Cleo and Anthony had to help me step up on a small dais, where chains from above were connected to hooks near each hand.  It meant I wouldn’t be able to run off… like I really had a chance to anyway… but more importantly it meant I couldn’t fall over and hurt myself.

“Darn, we forgot to take her shirt off before putting her on display,” Stan lamented.

“Let’s just go ahead and cut everything off, and we’ll find something else for her to wear for the drive home,” Cleo said, putting action to words.  “I bet she’d love to buy that inflatable latex straitjacket in the corner over there, and she gave me all her credit cards before we left the house.  In fact, we’ll take the gag set, posture collar, pillory, and anything else you think she might like.”

Great… not only was I about to spend the whole day as a human manikin, but I’d be personally paying for the privilege!  The only good thing to happen was when Cleo decided to take my shoes off.  I’d been wearing them all day, and my feet were killing me.

Even that bit of relief didn’t last long, though.  I saw Stan approach with a large, lifelike dildo on the end of a pole, which was screwed into a socket below me.  I found out a moment later the pole was adjustable, when the rubber cock was shoved so far up my twat that I wound up standing on tiptoes!

“We still have over an hour before people start to arrive,” Stan said, looking me over.  “Will she be okay like this for that long?”

“Sure she will,” Anthony assured him.  “But snap the blindfold in place so she can slip into her damsel in distress fantasy easier.  We might as well let her enjoy herself while she can.”

Once my vision was removed, my setup was complete.  The more I struggled and begged for my freedom, the more Stan would think I was enjoying myself.  Even the dildo impaling me worked into Anthony’s story, when I had to momentarily rest my feet, thereby letting the monster plunge all the way inside me.

“See?  She’s already trying to get herself off using the punishment pole!” he pointed out.

“Damn, I’ve never seen a sub like her,” Stan said in amazement.  “Can I take a few pictures to remember her by?”

“Take as many pictures, and as much video footage as you like, as long as we get a copy for ourselves.  In fact, consider her your very own slave until we return to pick her up.  She has no pressing engagements, so we could even leave her with you until noon tomorrow if you like.”

Stan didn’t reply, since he was probably just as speechless as I was at the outrageous offer.  Did they even know the guy, or did they just not care?  He seemed like a nice guy, but I’ve known plenty of ‘nice guys’ who were anything but, once they got you alone.

I think they walked away and left me alone at this point, since they started talking about the modeling contract, and Stan said he needed to write them a check.  It was hard to tell for sure, since they weren’t near me and my phone anymore.  I was
 sure I heard them say goodbye, followed a moment later by the electronic chime of the door opening.

They’d really gone and left me alone with someone they barely knew, who had an unlimited supply of restraints and toys, and had permission to use any of them on me with no limits whatsoever!  What were they thinking?

I picked up the sound of heavy breathing a moment before I felt a pair of hands grab onto my tits and give them a squeeze.  Stan had come up on me from behind, and wasn’t wasting any time in using me as he saw fit.  He probably thought he was dreaming with how lucky he’d gotten … just as I hoped this was all a bad dream with how screwed I was.

He spent several not unpleasant minutes playing with my tits, and then slipped a hand down my stomach, and almost tentatively between my legs.  He was holding me close now, and I could feel his hard on against the cheek of my ass.

“Wow, you really do love this stuff,” he said in amazement, after rubbing my clit long enough to get me nicely worked up.  “You’re so wet, it’s running all the way down the dildo!”

Geez, dude… you were just rubbing my clit, so what do you expect?

“I wish we could do this all day, but I’ve got too many things to get done before everyone arrives.  I really appreciate you doing this for me, so I’ll make sure you get to have fun with all your regular favorites, plus as many new things as we squeeze in.  I don’t mean that literally… although I guess I do…  in a slightly different way, though, ha-ha.”

He might’ve been a dork who was only experienced with selling the gear, and not using it, but he was also a nice dork.  He lowered the pole slightly, so I could stand flat footed without the dildo feeling like it was trying to reshape my cervix, and then said he was going to give me a parting gift to keep me from getting bored.

With a play-by-play commentary that sounded like he was trying to sell me the thing, he taped a large, flathead vibrator to the pole and told me to have fun.  It was a nice thought, but either he turned it on too low, or the vibrations got damped down when they hit the rubber phallus.  It meant I was stimulated just enough to remain flooding, but not enough to have the kind of fun he was talking about.

This was going to be a long day.


The Ultimate Fantasy

Somewhere along the way my mind drifted off.  I’m positive I didn’t fall asleep, but one minute I was standing there, trying to figure out what the faint noises I heard meant, and the next thing I knew music was playing.

The classic opening cords of Mozart’s ‘A Little Night Music’ made me feel like this was a fancy high society event, rather than a bondage display in a crappy part of town.  Blindfolds are a wonderful thing if you have a vivid imagination.

It wasn’t long before I began to hear people walking in, mingling, chatting, and laughing… probably at me, and the absurd situation I was in.  Occasionally I’d feel a hand squeeze my tits, tweak a nipple, pat my ass, or rub my thigh, but for the most part I was left alone.  Maybe those few bits of contact were people checking to see if I was really real.

After a few more soothing songs, the quiet background music ended, and Stan’s voice came through loud and clear, like he was speaking with a microphone.  He said the usual tripe about thanks for attending, and hoped everyone would enjoy themselves, but then he introduced me, and I swear I could feel every eye in the room turn towards me and stare.

“The lovely slave Celeste has been graciously lent to me for the night, to help demonstrate the amazing new products I’m offering.  As I’m sure most of you have noticed, she’s even more excited about modeling these wonderful toys and restraints, than I am in selling them to you!”

Thanks, asshole, for making sure everyone couldn’t miss how turned on I was, thanks to your failed attempt at giving me pleasure with the toy strapped to the pole.  I’d never been more embarrassed in my life.

He went on to describe the astonishing features of the versatile hood, the astounding capabilities of the multipurpose gag, and the dumbfounding flexibility of the adjustable pillory.  He was a cross between a snake charmer and a snake-oil salesman, but to be fair, he did make it sound good.

When a woman in the crowd questioned the silencing capabilities of the inflatable gag I was wearing, he immediately offered to prove its effectiveness by combining a gag test, with a demonstration of his new line of ‘Stunningly Stern’ punishment implements.  I was blind, chained to the ceiling, and impaled on a pole, but I still tried to run away when I heard at least a dozen people offering to ‘do it proper’.

I’m not sure if it was a way of testing the gag properly, or if it was due to the multitude of people wanting a go at me, but without warning I was struck simultaneously on both tits and both ass cheeks!  I screamed like a mouse, and continued to do so, until they were satisfied I wasn’t holding back.

My tits especially felt like they were on fire, but the pain quickly faded into a slow burn, while Stan talked about the floggers and crops that’d just been used on me.  I was just starting to calm down, when the woman asked for a comparison test without the inflatable bladder, to see how loud my voice really was.

Having the pump up gag deflated would’ve been wonderful, if it wasn’t for what was about to happen.  I knew what
 was coming, but not when
, so when the flogging resumed, I shrieked… much louder this time, he was quick to point out.

Since there was so much interest in the gag, he demonstrated the other attachments.  I got a small drink of cheap champagne, and a longer one of nice, cool water with the feeder tube, and then almost gagged when he replaced it with the longer of the two penis plugs.  The mystery woman jokingly said she’d like a personal test drive of one that had an external dildo, and to my amazement, Stan said I’d be happy to accommodate her!  That would have to wait until later, though, since he wanted me with just the ring gag for now.

Then Stan announced it was time to change my bondage.  The pillory was removed so he could apply a half-binder, which was basically an armbinder that ended at the middle of my forearms so it wouldn’t interfere with permanently attached wrist cuffs.

I think there were three people putting it on me, but I wouldn’t have been able to resist even a single one of them with how limp my arms felt.  The pillory hadn’t been too strenuous, but you stand with your arms up in the air for an hour or two, and see how much you can move yours!

Just because it was shorter than a regular armbinder, didn’t make it any less effective, especially with how tight they laced it up.  I was groaning from the strain, even before my cuffs were hooked to the chain from above, and I was bent over in a strappado position.  I was always trying to look for the silver lining in any given situation, and in this case, it was he’d finally removed the pole from between my legs.

The silver became tarnished when he put an incredibly long spreader bar between my ankles, and announced it was time to show how effective a new design of nipple and clit pump tubes were.  I didn’t know what a nipple pump tube was, or that such a thing even existed, but it didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure it out, especially when he put them on me and applied the suction.

Each pump caused a sting on the end of my nipples for a moment, but it wasn’t too bad until the fifth or sixth time, when they started to throb from the engorgement.  The strange sensations were even stronger when he applied the tube to my clit, but at the same time, it felt really, really good.  To hell with the room full of people watching me; I wanted to cum right fucking now!

Unfortunately, he announced a fifteen minute break to let them ‘do their job’, let people refresh their drinks, and to let them all get a close-up look at how well the tubes stayed in place on their own.  When the time was up, he called for three volunteers to help with the next demonstration, since he needed to work fast, while my nipples and clit were engorged to the max.

I winced a little when the tubes were removed, but not nearly as much as when I felt something bite down hard on my erect and sensitive nipples.  Of course!  I should’ve known this was the perfect time to demonstrate nipple clamps!

Luckily, this part of the sales pitch came with a huge
 silver lining, via the demonstration of a ‘pin point’ vibrator, which was pressed directly over the middle of my clit.  Now, I was at the point where even a single flick of a tongue might’ve been enough to set me off, so when the small, but powerful vibrator was turned on, I practically exploded.

This wasn’t waves of pleasure, or even a giant tidal wave of bliss; it was a city destroying tsunami of ecstasy that consumed me completely, and was too strong to even let me breathe.  Whoever was controlling the thing could’ve probably kept me cumming non-stop until I passed out or had a heart attack, but it was removed after a few seconds, and I was able to draw in some deep, ragged gasps of air.

My comprehension was fairly limited at the moment, but I heard that annoying woman call bullshit at my ‘obviously fake’ orgasm.  I’d give anything to switch places with her, so she could find out first-hand just how ‘fake’ this all was.

Stan rose to the challenge, and told her to stick her fingers up my twat while they did it again, so we could prove there was no acting involved.  As a pair of fingers with long nails began probing me, she admitted that my pussy looked wet enough that I probably
 had a real orgasm, but my screams of rapture were completely fake.

“I can prove she wasn’t acting,” Stan gleefully replied.  “I was going to save these for later, but my electric nipple clamps should prove beyond a shadow of a doubt that she’s a screamer when she cums.”

“Electric nipple clamps?”

“Yes… sound activated ones, to be precise.  With the directional pickup in front of her lips, and the power turned up, I can guarantee she’ll do her best to not make a peep, no matter what you do.”

The powerful nipple clamps were replaced with a new set that didn’t hurt quite as much… yet… and presumably the mic was what was he clipped to the ring in my mouth.  Without warning, her fingers pulled out of my pussy, and her hand came down hard right over it, causing me to yelp.

The instant I did, twin bolts of lightning shot through my nipples, causing me to shriek again, and then again and again, in a chain reaction that was hard to stop.  Even the sound of my heavy panting was setting them off, although not quite as badly.

I’d barely recovered when the vibrator was mashed against my clit for the second time, and it took everything I had to keep my throat on lockdown.  There was no way I could win, though.

The vibrations were too strong, my clit too sensitive, and her fingers had slipped inside me once again.  She was wiggling them to stimulate my G-spot, and between it all, my resistance crumbled in a depressingly short amount of time.

Even if my life depended on it, there was no way I could stop my scream of ecstasy, and pain from my nipples melded into the pleasure of my orgasm until I could hardly tell one from the other.  Unlike the first volunteer, she kept it going until a second orgasm scorched me inside and out right on the heels of the first one, and might’ve kept going if I hadn’t squirted a veritable torrent right on top of her.

Serves her right!

I got a strong round of applause for my undeniably real performance, which I could’ve done without, since the mic was picking up the sound.  Luckily Stan removed them a few seconds later so he could offer them to the woman to try for herself, just in case she still doubted me.

She wisely declined.

I was tied to a St. Andrews cross next, to give the less experienced customers a chance to try the various whips and floggers on a stationary target, while others got to experiment with more kinds of vibrators than I could count.  I was only allowed a single orgasm at the end, but I think it was from the pink friend I’d so recently acquired, so it was a good one.  I loved that thing almost as much as a real cock!

From there I was put in some stocks, bent over with my ass exposed for use with paddles, straps, canes, and riding crops.  They didn’t ignore the toys either, but with my ass displayed so invitingly, it was the butt plugs, anal beads, and even an enema kit that was used on me instead of the fun stuff.

From there I was laid on my back on a Y-shaped frame, with my hands tied above me, and my legs spread wide on the other end.  He said it was to give me a chance to lie down and rest, before my grand finale in something called the ‘ultimate orgasmic pleasure overload vac-bed’, but since he also told the guests they could pick and choose any item in the store to test on me, I doubted it was going to be very restful.

At various times I was clamped, flogged, and got to both suffer through and enjoy a vibrator comparison test, but the attention I received was dwindling, so hopefully the show was almost over.  It might’ve been, some halfwit hadn’t jokingly asked Stan if his ‘anything in the store’ offer included the chance to test the durability of the condoms he sold.

He said yes!

Before I knew what was happening, I felt something long and hard slide inside my pussy, and I knew it was no toy this time.  I thought I’d already endured every indignity imaginable tonight, but now I was being fucked by a complete stranger, in front of a room full of more complete strangers, with several more shouting ‘hell yeah!’ and ‘me too!’.

Even worse was that once again I was getting turned on, and driven slowly towards the peak.  I didn’t cum along with the first guy, even though he had an amazing cock, and lasted practically forever.  I held out through the second guy as well, since he decided he wanted to find out how effective the enema had been at cleaning me out.  Yup, he went back there.

I might’ve even lasted through the third guy’s turn, except he cheated, and used the pin point vibe on my clit right from the start, using my practically non-stop orgasmic convulsions to get his rocks off.  Before he cleared the way for the next guy in line, he crawled on top of me so he could say something.

“Maybe we could do lunch, Celeste” he said, in a frighteningly familiar voice.

It was my boss’s voice, and now I knew I was truly, utterly, and completely fucked!

Anthony and Cleo had pushed the game so far beyond any conceivable definition of reasonable limits, there was no going back.  I might as well remain their personal slave and toy, since my former life was ruined.

With my identity known, Stan saw no reason to keep me hooded, and began to undo the laces.  I no longer cared.

Even after it was off I couldn’t see anything, since the room was incredibly bright, and it took my eyes a long time to adjust.  When they finally did, and I got to look around, I couldn’t believe they were working right.  The room was empty except for Stan, Anthony, and Cleo.

As amusing as my confusion was to them, Stan finally took pity on me, and tapped an icon on his phone.  “Maybe we could do lunch, Celeste,” the recording of my boss’s voice said.

With a gut busting laugh, Anthony did the same, except it was the sound of the mingling crowd that I heard this time.  It had all been a setup!  It’s a good thing I was still tied down, or I might’ve killed him.

“Why?” I croaked, once I could speak again.

“You initially reacted as expected to our plan, but then you fell into the role so easily and completely, we thought the adventure was losing its luster.  We were forced to keep upping the ante in order to properly evoke the necessary responses out of you, but even then, you adapted all too easily.”

It hadn’t been easy from my point of view, but I kept my mouth shut and let him finish.

“Inspiration struck when your boss gave you the day off, so I called my little brother Stan, and asked if we could borrow his store and services.  Considering how big of a crush he has on you, it didn’t take much to convince him,” he teased.

“Tony…” Stan growled in warning.

Stan was his brother?  Holy shit, even their setups had setups in them!  He shrugged and gave me a vaguely apologetic look when I turned his way.  Now that I took a close look at him, I realized there were a lot of similarities between the two of them… even south of the border.

“I thought I’d come up with the ultimate challenge when I invented the judges for our morning tasks, but Anthony outdid me by a light year with this one,” Cleo chuckled.

I noticed she was cleaning a strap-on dildo, and assumed she was ‘guy’ number two, who’d gone for the backdoor.  I silently vowed to get her back for that one, even though I was used to anal play by now, and even enjoyed it somewhat.

“The random wheel app… the envelopes you opened for me… was anything real?” I asked.

“Oh yes, all that was completely real, and a hundred percent random.  We simply did it in a way that made you think you’d lost control of the situation.  Just like the way bondage you can escape from is simply a waste of rope, I knew the game would be boring if we didn’t push your limits into new and uncharted territory.”

I guess it made sense when he put it that way, but I still thought it was a damn dirty trick to play on a bondage novice like me.  He’d made me explore more new things these past few days, than the entire crew of the starship Enterprise.

“So, what happens now?” I asked.  “I assume you wouldn’t be telling me all of this if the game was still on.”

“The game is over,” he confirmed.  “And since we have about a hundred times more video and stills than we can possibly use, there’s no need for any reshoots.  All we need is for you to put your thoughts and feelings down, record the narration, and approve the final edit.  We’ll even have your house back in order by the time you get home.”

My puzzled look prompted Cleo to explain that last comment.

“The wheel spun and landed on one more bondage scenario while we were shooting that last scene.  We’re going to use the time to make sure we’re far away before you’re released, just in case you’re mad at us.  Stan will take you home, and we’ll talk again in a few days, when there’s less chance of you coming at us with a chainsaw or something.”

I couldn’t help but laugh.  I wouldn’t attack them, even if I had the energy to do so, but there were other, better ways to get my revenge.  Say with a story about the filmmaker’s wife who had a secret fantasy about being bound every night for a year with progressively bigger butt plugs inside her, or one where the expert bondage rigger gets the tables turned on him for a few weeks by his two vengeful assistants.

Yeah.  I was gonna write those stories, and many, many more, but right now I still had my own adventure to finish.

“I promised them I’d keep you tied up for a while,” Stan said, after they waved goodbye and left.  “But I can make you more comfortable, or let you try something different.”

I distinctly remember something about being Stan’s slave to do with as he pleased, and not only was he cute, but apparently, he liked me too.  What the hell… why not go for broke?

“Whatever my Master wishes,” I replied, causing his eyes to bug out in disbelief at my response.  “Although…”

“Yes?”

“I heard something about an ‘ultimate orgasmic pleasure overload vac-bed’, so that might be a good way to spend the night… after you’ve had your fun, of course.”

“You mean…”

“I’m yours until noon tomorrow, Master.”

He didn’t even blush this time, and neither did I.  He also didn’t need a second invitation, and as his hands began to caress me once again, I thought my real adventure had only just begun.

###


Volume 2: The Bondage Fantasy Kidnap Request

Stuck in a Rut

What can I say, except I was bored when I clicked the ad, and never really thought I’d get a serious response when I requested more information.  If something sounds too good to be true, it usually isn’t.

Are you lonely and craving attention?

Is your relationship in a rut, and you want to spice things up?

Are you bored and looking for a once in a lifetime adventure?

If the answer to any of these questions is yes, then Bondage Fantasies Unlimited has the solution to all your needs.  Our highly trained and skilled staff can make any of your bondage fantasies come true in a safe, secure environment, and we back up our claim with our ten times your money back guarantee.  Serious inquiries only, prices and services vary, confidentiality guaranteed, email for pricing or further details.

I definitely fit the bill, and after some exhaustive research I determined the company was legit, so I decided to book an appointment.  The stuff I saw on their website was simply too amazing, and I knew I’d regret it forever if I didn’t at least ask.

You see, for as long as I can remember, I’ve had this thing for damsel in distress scenes.  It started with Emma Peel from the Avengers, Wonder Woman, the Bionic Woman, and Bat Girl, but my interest wasn’t limited to super heroines.  Every time I saw a girl on TV get knocked out and tied up by the bad guys, I got all tingly inside.

Nobody knew about my obsession, since the one time I tried to subtly ask a boyfriend what he thought about one of my favorite scenes, he commented on how stupid it was.  I quickly changed the subject, and never brought it up again with him, or anyone else I ever went out with.

It didn’t stop me from amassing an impressive collection of stories, pictures, and video clips on the subject from the internet, for a little fun on lonely nights.  I had a lot of lonely nights these days, but it never got old.

I even tried tying myself up a few times, but it just wasn’t the same when I knew I could get out as soon as I’d had enough.  Some of the internet clips were highly erotic, and far more stimulating than the ones that got me started in my obsession, but a girl can only masturbate so many times in a row, right?

Mind you, I had some good long sessions imagining I was the girl being knocked out, stripped, bound, and fondled while I was helpless to resist.  If these guys could reenact one of my favorite scenes in even a slightly believable fashion, it’d give me fantasy fodder for a lifetime!

I shouldn’t get my hopes up, though.  They offered a few bondage scenarios on their website, but nothing exactly like I wanted, and what they could do would probably feel just as cheesy as when I role played by myself.

Then again, trying the existing plan from their site might be good as a stepping stone.  An evening adventure would be a lot cheaper than a long, customized script, and it would give me the chance to make sure these people played by the rules.

They offered plenty of advice on ways to make sure they couldn’t harm me for real, and I could think of a dozen more to guarantee they’d be thrown in jail if they tried, but you never knew for sure.  The world these days was a dangerous place for a young, single, attractive girl.

I set up a face to face meeting in my favorite bar, where I was not only well known, but with a lecherous bartender who kept trying to pick me up.  He’d be sure to notice and remember anyone I sat with, and I knew the place had plenty of security cameras to record anything in case he wasn’t there.

“Riley, I presume?” he asked.  They’d walked straight over to me, even though we’d never met.  I guess maybe I’d been staring at them when they’d walked in.

They seemed like nice, normal people, and it was comforting that they were quite obviously a couple.  I’d been halfway expecting to see some nasty old pervert wearing a trench coat, fedora, and dark glasses, but he was both young and handsome, and she was like porn star hot.  If they were perverts, they weren’t stereotypical ones.

“Yup.  That would make you Anthony and Cleo?”

“That’s us,” he confirmed.  They each shook my hand before sitting on the bench across from me.

“Anthony tells me you’re interested in one of home invasion fantasies?” Cleo said, getting right to the business at hand.

“Well… maybe,” I temporized.  “I have a lot of questions first.”

“That’s completely understandable.  Most of our first-time customers are more nervous than a long-tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs,” she chuckled.

“Can you blame me?  I mean, if I agree to do this, I’d be quite literally putting myself in your hands, and wouldn’t be able to stop you from doing anything you wanted.  You could be thieves, rapists, sadists, kidnappers, or even serial killers for all I know.”

“Valid concerns, but I assure you our company is completely reputable, our services are guaranteed to be exactly what you pay for, with no unwanted contact or last-minute changes.  Furthermore, the fantasy will last precisely as long as requested, and not a second more.”

“What if I don’t like it after we start?”

“If you panic, change your mind, or find that you’re simply not enjoying yourself, you can use a safe word to stop everything immediately, at any time.  We’ll still charge you, of course, since our time is valuable, and we currently have quite the backlog of clients impatiently waiting their turn.”

“Really?  How long is the wait?”

“Close to two months, unless we get a record number of cancellations.”

“Does that happen a lot?”

“The longer the waiting list, the more chance there is of first-time customers chickening out.”

I could see his point.  I was good at impulse, but if I had too much time to think about something… especially as something as wild as this… I could quite easily wind up changing my mind.

“In case you were wondering, cancellations are free with a minimum forty-eight hour notice, twenty percent of the fee after that point, fifty percent if you use the safe word near the start, and no refunds after the one hour point of a fantasy.”

“I guess that’s fair, but what happens if I think the experience sucks, I get hurt, or you do things I don’t want?”

“You can use your safe word to stop the scene and tell us what’s wrong… like let’s say you get terrible muscle cramps, or we go too far in some activity.  If it’s fixable, we can rectify the situation and continue as soon as you feel ready.  If it isn’t we’ll give you a refund for the session, plus credit for a new one… if you want it.  Accidents can happen, but we’ve been doing this for a while now, and are pretty good at our jobs.”

“So, let’s say I hire you for a fantasy, but my mother decided to come over that night, and I obviously don’t want her to find out I’m into weird, kinky shit like this.  What would happen then?”

“When we knock on your door, it’ll be under the guise of delivering a package.  The safe word we use is Halloween, so all you need to do is say something like ‘I was expecting this package last Halloween’ and we’ll know you either can’t or won’t want us to continue.  We’ll leave immediately, but stay in the area until we get word that you either changed your mind, need to reschedule, or if it’s safe for us to come back and continue.”

“It seems like you’ve thought of everything.”

“We’re good at what we do, and understand that discretion is just as important as safety.”

The longer we talked, the more convinced I became that they really did
 know what they were doing.  Either Anthony was the greatest bullshit artist on the planet, or Bondage Fantasies Unlimited was a real, thriving business.  I decided then and there that I was going to go for it, but asked for a copy of the contract to take home so I could study it closely, and make sure there were no loopholes or obnoxious fine print.

To my surprise, the wording of the contract was in clear, concise English, without all the convoluted legalese that lawyers tend to mash in, in order to justify their hefty fees.  It had a bit of extremely
 small fine print at the bottom, but when I read it with a magnifying glass, all it said was:

If you can read this, then you don’t need glasses, but congratulations for making the effort to read the fine print before signing.  Safety first!

It seems my potential captor had a sense of humor.  It would’ve even been funny if I wasn’t as blind as a bat without my glasses.

The interview went well, and the contract seemed fine, so the only thing I had left to do was go over the options, and pick what I wanted to be done.  These forms were longer than the actual contract, and covered every eventuality imaginable, plus a whole lot more.

It was more like a build-your-own adventure than a straightforward script:

I could choose to remain fully clothed, get partially stripped, or go for the Full Monty.  Intimate contact could be limited to anywhere between accidental touches only, all the way to full blown groping, stimulation, and penetration.  Duration was between one and four hours, but had an additional option for ‘extended’ I didn’t fully understand.  I’d have to ask.

One whole page was devoted to the interrogation phase, where they tried to find out where my valuables were hidden.  I could choose none, light or heavy pain, additional bondage, tickling, sexual teasing, or sexual torment.  I could also choose if I wanted Anthony, Cleo, or both to do the ‘questioning’.

It was a little surreal to have to choose these kinds of things, but being able to limit the action to only those activities I felt comfortable with was a great reassurance.  I initially started to check only the tame and safe options, but by the time I got to the end and came up for air, I realized something surprising.  My panties were completely soaked!

If I was this turned on from simply reading what they could do to me, then maybe this trial run would be worth the money after all.  I went back and checked off a few of the more daring options, picked ‘surprise me’ for a few more, and signed my life away.

Not literally, I hope, but I’d gone and done it; I’d just hired someone to invade my home, and tie me up… and I could hardly wait.


The Pleasant Fantasy

I almost chickened out a dozen times a day, every day, before the night of my fantasy finally arrived.  I was right on the verge of cancelling when I heard the knock on my door, but they pounced the moment I opened it, and overwhelmed me in an instant.

I hadn’t been expecting an immediate attack, but if I had, I would’ve expected it to come from Anthony.  Instead, Cleo hit me low and took my legs out from under me, giving him the chance to pin me down, and stifle my involuntary scream by shoving a rag in my mouth.

Another rag was wrapped around my head to keep me from spitting the first one out, but even as he took care of silencing me, Cleo was already at work tying my ankles together.  She might’ve been a rodeo champion before turning to the kinkier side of life, because it took her mere moments to wrap, cinch, and tie off the rope around my ankles, and move on to my wrists.

Anthony held my arms near the elbows, and forced them together behind my back so Cleo could wrap my wrists with the same efficiency she’d used on my ankles.  A third rope brought my ankles and wrists together in a tight hogtie that might’ve been intolerable if I wasn’t so flexible, and that was that.  In barely more than a minute I was bound, gagged, and completely helpless!

“Don’t worry, dear,” Cleo said, stroking my cheek with the back of her hand.  “We’re just going to take a little peek around the place, and then be on our merry way.  As long as you don’t try to do anything stupid, you won’t get hurt.  Unlike my partner, I don’t like hurting people, so please behave.”

She stroked my other cheek, as if in reassurance, but then she removed my glasses, pulled the scarf off from around her neck, and tied it over my eyes.  It made me feel ten times as helpless, but there was nothing I could do about it now, except struggle futilely against restraints that seemed quite expert indeed.

The knot for the rope holding my wrists together was on the wrong side for me to reach it, but if I arched my back, I could feel the one keeping me in hogtied.  Three years of yoga was paying off in unexpected ways!

I heard a lot of noises in the distance, which hopefully meant I could slip my bonds without them noticing, but within seconds of releasing the knot, I felt a weight press down on me legs, and hands clutch my arms.

“Hey Tony, we got Houdini reincarnated over here!” Cleo called out.

“Oh?  Well, if she’s some sort of escape artist, we’ll just have to make her a little less comfortable.”

“I warned you not to do anything stupid,” Cleo hissed into my ear.  “Now you’ve gone and made him mad!”

I was lifted up by my ankles and armpits, and deposited rather unceremoniously on my coffee table.  I thought my first hogtie was tight, but it was nothing compared to the way they rebound me now that I’d almost escaped.

A new rope went around my upper arms, and was pulled until my elbows were almost touching behind me, and another one went around my legs, just above my knees.  In order to prevent me from untying the knot, the connecting rope went from my ankles to the elbow bind, and was pulled much
 tighter than the last one.

The arch in my back was so severe this time, my breasts were barely touching the table anymore, and I was scared to struggle too much, or I might fall off.  Not that I had much in the way of wiggle room anyway.

“That should hold her for a while,” he snickered, slapping the outside of my ass.  “Keep an eye on her, though, while I go rifle through her bedroom drawers.”

“I really mean it this time,” she whispered.  “Don’t do anything stupid, or next time he’ll tie you really tight!”

If she didn’t consider this backbreaking hogtie tight, I shuddered to think of what I might be in for.  Of course, I had zero chance of escaping right now, so it was a moot point.

I heard more banging, and the occasional swear word, but was left completely alone while they ransacked the place.  Were they really robbing me, or was this still part of the game?  It seemed far too real to be the simple fantasy I’d paid for, but they hadn’t done anything against the limits I’d set, so maybe I was okay.  The thrill of not knowing was actually a bit of a turn on.

It was probably twenty or thirty minutes before I felt fingers loosen the knot keeping me in the hogtie.  My feet flew out like a released spring when the rope was removed, but someone caught them before they could slam into anything.  After helping me to sit upright, the blindfold was removed, causing me to squint and blink at the sudden return of light.

Anthony was standing in front of me, with his arms crossed, and a frown on his face.

“You’re not only a master escape artist, but you’re apparently better at hiding your valuables than we are at searching them out, and we ain’t got all night.  You’re gonna tell us where the good stuff is, or you’re gonna regret it.  Don’t try to scream when we remove the gag, or you’ll start to regret it even sooner!”

Even when the cloth around my lips was removed, I had a hard time spitting out the rag they’d stuffed into my mouth.  When I finally managed that feat, it took me another minute before I could get enough saliva going to speak.

“The only money I have is what’s in my purse, and I don’t have any jewelry,” I gasped.   “Please just take the money and go!”

“We have ways of making you talk,” he said, squatting in front of me.  “Some will be more unpleasant for you than others, but all will be fun for me, so go ahead and keep lying.”

As if by magic, a switchblade appeared in his hand, and was brought up to my neck.  I had a moment of pure panic when his wrist flicked, but it was only to catch the neck of my T-shirt, and slice through the collar.  The switchblade disappeared as fast as it’d appeared, and then he grasped the top of my shirt and gave it a hard yank, ripping it down the middle and exposing my breasts.  Now I know why they’d recommended I wear old clothes for this.

His hands were surprisingly soft, but strong as well.  Each one grabbed a breast and squeezed, causing me to involuntarily gasp at the unexpected groping.  I’d checked off the box to allow it, but I didn’t think he’d go at it so early, and with such obvious gusto.

He rubbed his thumbs over my nipples every time he clenched his hands, and to my embarrassment, he only had to do this a few times before they were as hard as rocks.  I started to struggle, but Cleo had hold of my shoulders, and simply pulled me back against her so I couldn’t avoid his mauling.

“Look at the size of those nipples!  I think she likes me!” he chortled.  “It’d be a shame to whip those perfect titties, so maybe I should show her what a real man packs, and let her feel what it’s like to have eight inches of meat go up the ass!  I bet that’ll make her talk… if she can stop moaning long enough.”

“If you stick your dick up her ass, I’ll cut it off and stick it up yours tonight,” Cleo threatened.  “There are other, easier ways to make her talk that are just as much fun… for both of us, if not for her.  Let’s make her a little more comfortable… or at least more accessible.”

Before I could complain, argue, or beg, a large rubber ball was forced past my lips by Cleo, and the attached strap bucked behind my head.  She’d let go of my arms in order to gag me, but I didn’t dare try to struggle, since Anthony had a tight hold on each of my nipples.

She untied my wrists next, but put a rope around each of them before removing the one around my elbows.  With Anthony’s fingers still holding onto my nipples like a pair of vice grips, I was guided onto my back along the length of the coffee table, and the trailing ends of the wrist ropes were tied off below the surface.  There’d be no reaching those knots!

My legs were freed next, but only after the elastic waistband of my sweats was pulled past my hips did I realize why they hadn’t been immediately rebound like my wrists had been.  I was down to only my panties now, but even though he’d left them in place, it did little to reassure me, since I knew they were embarrassingly wet.

Working as a team, they each took an ankle, and tied them off under the table, followed by a second set at my knees.  It left my legs obscenely spread, and my crotch fully available for whatever Cleo meant by ‘more fun for them’.

“I already told you I don’t like hurting people as much as Anthony does, but one way or another, we’re going to get what we want,” she said, slipping a hand down the front of my panties.  “That doesn’t mean I don’t know how to torture someone in ways that are just as effective, so I’m going to give you a little taste of my favorite interrogation technique, and then we’ll see how quickly you become talkative.”

As her fingers began probing my moist folds, she kept her face close to mine so she could study my reactions.  I must’ve been like an open book to her, because she quickly discovered all the places that felt best, and used that knowledge to work me into a frenzy.

A gentle stroking of my labia was followed by a pair of fingers sliding inside my pussy to rub my G-spot, while her thumb teased my clit out of hiding.  Anthony’s hands returned to my breasts, but in a much gentler and sensual manner.  My nipples were so hard they were actually aching, and the light way he’d drag his finger over top of them was driving me insane.

Even though they seemed to be working slow and taking their time, it was only a matter of minutes before I lost control, and began bucking my hips in order to get the last bit of stimulation I needed to reach climax.  As soon as I tried, though, her hand pulled away, and I was left humping empty air.

I screamed my frustration at being denied, but the gag muffled most of the noise, and all it accomplished was to make them laugh.  I struggled like a fiend to break free, but all I accomplished was to wear myself out, and in a depressingly short amount of time too.  A few seconds after I stopped fighting, her hand returned, but with even lighter caresses, and more fleeting touches.

“I can keep this up all night,” she said, slipping her free hand between her own legs and rubbing vigorously.  “My record for keeping someone on the edge is a full eight hours, and not once has someone managed to trick me into letting them cum before I was good and ready to finish the job.  If you think you want an orgasm now, imagine how you’ll feel after an entire night of teasing and denial?”

“All you need to do is nod that you’re ready to tell us what we want to know, and the torment will end,” Anthony continued.  “If you cooperate fully, we might let you have that release you’re aching for so desperately, otherwise Cleo will make good on her threat.”

I wanted nothing more than to be able to nod and comply with his demands, but there really were no hidden valuables, and nothing else would do.  Cleo continued her relentless assault on my privates, and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it.

I tried to contain my lust long enough to trick her into letting me cum, but she was better at reading the signs of an impending orgasm than I was at hiding them, and always stopped in the nick of time.  Vocalizing my frustration became so loud, Anthony had to add several strips of tape over the ball gag to help reduce the noise, and even that didn’t fully do the job.

I was a gibbering wreck when she finally stopped teasing me long enough to finish the job she’d started on herself, and while she was still in the throes of passion, Anthony began carefully working the tape off my skin.  She went right from one orgasm, and straight into an impressive second one before Anthony was able to remove the ball gag, and ask me if I was ready to talk yet.

I started babbling the complete inventory of my entire place, hoping it’d be enough to satisfy him, and let Cleo finish me off.  When I finally wound down, he replaced the gag, but thanked me for my cooperation.

Cleo never gave me my orgasm, but at least she thankfully stopped tormenting me, and joined Anthony in the search of my bedroom.  Looking at my clock, I was surprised to see she’d only been working me over for an hour, since I could’ve swore it had been at least three or four times that long.  At least it felt like it.

They emerged from my bedroom another half hour, carrying a full duffel bag, but I no longer cared if they were robbing me for real or not.  Cleo was also holding something behind her back, but was keeping it carefully out of sight.  Whatever it was couldn’t be good, since the wicked smile on her face told me better than words that she wasn’t done with me yet.

“Thank you for your cooperation,” Anthony said, kneeling beside me so he could untie the ropes.  “I think we have everything we need, so now all that’s left is to make sure you remain tied up until we’re far away from here.  I prefer a few good knocks to the head, but Cleo came up with an even better way to make sure you can’t even think
 about freeing yourself for the next couple of hours.”

I was put back into a hogtie, but with duct tape this time, instead of ropes, and on the floor between the coffee table and the couch.  I thought I was getting off easy when he didn’t bother doing my knees or elbows this time, but that was only because of Cleo’s ‘better way’.

He pushed my knees apart as far as he could, and then Cleo let me see what she’d been hiding behind her back.  It was my cordless magic wand vibrator, and I didn’t need to be a rocket scientist to figure out what she was planning to do with it.

She mashed the bulbous end tight against my pussy, and then taped it to my right leg.  It was further held in place when Anthony put my legs together and used the rest of the roll to wrap my thighs together almost all the way down to my knees.

“I’m going to leave these in the kitchen,” he said, holding a pair of a child’s plastic scissors in front of my face.  “All you need to do is wiggle your way over to them, and you’ll be able to cut the tape on your wrists and free yourself in no time at all.  Are we ready to go, dear?”

“One last thing,” she said, taking my phone off the charging cord.  “I had so much fun watching her squirm while I teased her, I can’t possibly miss seeing what she looks like once the orgasms start.  I’m going to start a video call to our burner phone so I have something to occupy myself with during our drive to Mexico.”

It was a straight shot from where I was, to the scissors in the kitchen, so she propped my phone up on the far side so she’d be able to watch me for my entire journey.  I vaguely wondered if she was going to masturbate while watching me, but then Anthony reached through a hole he’d strategically left in the tape, and turned the powerful vibrator on, and I no longer cared.

“Good luck and goodbye,” he said, giving me a parting pat on the head.  I heard the door open and close just before my first orgasm washed over me, and then heard nothing other than my own moans, screams, and panting breath.

My second orgasm hit me shortly on the heels of the first, and if anything, felt twice as powerful now that my pussy was becoming sensitive.  As soon as the fireworks stopped going off behind my eyelids, I began struggling towards the kitchen, wanting to scream at how much effort it took to move even a single inch.

To make matters worse, moving my body meant the vibrator shifted back and forth between my legs slightly, adding more stimulation to a place that didn’t need any more.  I came a third time before I even cleared the coffee table, and still had over twenty feet to go before I could even start
 trying to cut myself free.

He hadn’t been joking about making sure I stayed tied up until they were far, far away, and the only question remaining was if the charge on my vibrator would run out, before I passed out from the extreme stimulation.  I wished I hadn’t thought of it, because I remembered the charge was good for between two and three hours!

I had to stop moving every time a new orgasm turned my mind to jelly, and I stopped a lot.  I lost track of how many times I came, but lots was a reasonably accurate word to use, and it was short enough that it didn’t overly tax the few brain cells I had remaining for cogent thought.

The vibrator was still going strong when I reached the scissors, and after convulsing in ecstasy while trying to free myself, I became glad it was a toy pair of scissors he’d left me, instead of a real pair; I’d have slit my wrists with anything sharper.

I had one final orgasm right when the last of the tape trapping my wrists parted, and as soon as I recovered, I managed to shut it off.  I had to lay on the floor for quite some time after that, but I eventually recovered, and finished cutting the rest of the tape away.  Almost as an afterthought, I remembered to remove the ball gag from my mouth, and spent another few minutes working the stiffness out of my jaw.

My legs held my weight when I stood, but they felt shaky and rubbery, so I sat at the kitchen table after grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge.  By the time I’d finished it, I felt able to go to the door to make sure it was locked, and then to the bathroom to start a bath and take care of other pressing business.

I soaked until I felt waterlogged, and felt much better afterwards, although the more I recovered, the more my mind began to race.  Had I been robbed for real, or had they just been consummate actors?  Heedless of the drips I was leaving around my house, I did a quick inspection, and couldn’t even find anything out of place.  Even the money in my purse hadn’t been touched!

While moving through the kitchen to get another bottle of water, I kicked my phone hard enough to hurt my toe, and only then remembered they’d been watching me struggle through my bound, forced orgasm journey.  The video call had long ended, and I saw there was a text message waiting for me from them.

We saw you get safely free, and hoped you enjoyed your adventure as much as it looked like.

Best wishes,

Anthony and Cleo,

Bondage Fantasies Unlimited

Well didn’t that take the cake.  They hadn’t watched me to get themselves off or humiliate me… it was a method to make sure I was actually able to get out of my bind!

That’s when it hit me… I’d been tied up against my will, just like the damsels in distress I loved watching, and it had felt so real I hadn’t even remembered I could’ve used my safe word to end it at any time!  Even though I’d just had an entire month’s worth of orgasms already tonight, I picked my vibrator up off the floor before heading to bed.

Maybe it still had a bit of charge left in it… at least I hoped so.


The Unexpected Reality

Reliving the fantasy in my mind gave me so much masturbation fodder, I barely left the house all week.  It got even better when I got a DVD of my adventure in the mail, although unfortunately the grand climax… no pun intended… was shot through the phone, rather than the proper video camera they’d used for the rest of the scenes.

It was still incredibly fucking hot, and it made me seriously consider going for the custom fantasy I’d dreamt of when I first saw their ad.  They’d been a little extreme in what they’d done to me that night, but after thinking about it carefully, I realized they hadn’t done anything that broke the limits I’d set when I filled out the paperwork.

The relentless string of orgasms at the end was partially my fault as well, since I’d checked the box for ‘finish night with orgasms’… I just hadn’t realized what it really
 meant.  The point was that they’d lived up to their end of the deal perfectly, so I felt confident I could trust them for the better, longer fantasy I wanted.

The only problem remaining was in choosing which stories from my massive archive I wanted to act out.  There were so many things I wanted to try, but they were spread out here and there over my entire collection, and it was impossible to choose.

When I discussed it with Anthony, he suggested I send them a copy of anything that had something I liked in it, and let a new writer he’d hired cobble something together out of it all.  Doing it his way had the additional benefit in that I wouldn’t exactly know which storylines they’d be using, so the surprise factor would easily triple my enjoyment!

I wound up sending him an entire DVD full of stories and videos, just to make sure I wouldn’t know what would happen to me, and I was much more liberal when it came time to fill out the preferences form.  To be honest, I probably got a little carried away, since I barely specified any
 hard limits this time.

You can bet your boots I checked the ‘end with orgasm’ and ‘extended session’ boxes.  Struggling across the floor in a hogtie, while being forced to cum over and over and over had been the most intense experience of my life, and I definitely wanted that as part of my ultimate fantasy.

There were a lot of other difficulties to overcome, though.  If I wanted to truly experience being knocked out when I was kidnapped, he needed to find a doctor he could trust to be discrete, as well as an anesthesiologist.

Safety first really was his motto, but I couldn’t argue, since stuff like chloroform could be incredibly dangerous if used improperly.  Anthony actually wouldn’t even consider using it, until he found out the anesthesiologist could provide alternatives that didn’t work quite as well, but would do the job, and were perfectly safe with even repeated use.  It was all starting to come together!

It was going to be expensive as hell, but I’d originally booked time off from work to go on a cruise, and by using that money for my ultimate fantasy I had enough to cover it.  Heck… the cruise even gave me an excuse for the time off I needed, so it killed two birds with one stone.  Nobody would ever find out about my kinky fantasy, as long as I remembered to hit the tanning salon a few times, and bought some souvenirs off the internet.

It was only two days away now, and I could hardly sleep anymore.  Mostly from the excitement, but partially out of the fear that this time they might not be so honorable in their dealings.  I was taking a huge leap of faith by putting myself in their hands, and I hoped I didn’t regret it.

The last day of work before starting my holidays was a nightmare.  The lack of sleep was taking its toll, and my mind was constantly wandering away from boring paperwork, to the excitement of my impending fantasy, but eventually it ended after only a little overtime.  I planned on going straight home for a date with my rechargeable friend, a long soak in the tub, and then a good night’s sleep so I’d be fresh tomorrow for the pickup.

I only made it as far as my car in the mostly empty parking garage, before I was grabbed rudely from behind, and had a strange smelling cloth mashed against my face.  I instinctively fought my assailant, but not only was he strong, a second masked man joined in the assault, and grabbed my flailing hands in a grip like a vice.

My foot was already on its way towards his groin before my brain fought through the initial panic, and I realized this had to be Anthony surprising me with an early start to my fantasy.  Luckily, he only grunted, and didn’t collapse in pain like he should’ve.  Equally surprising was his response a moment later.

He gave me a slap to the face that sent my glasses flying, and the voice that called me a fucking bitch wasn’t his!  It quickly got worse.

“Hurry up,” the slapper said.  “We’re too exposed here and need to get moving.”

“Either she’s holding her breath, or this crap we stole from Tony doesn’t work worth a shit,” the man behind me replied.

“He’s the reason you need to hurry.  This whole thing is gonna fall apart if we can’t pin the grab on him, and you never know – he might be keeping an eye on the mark before playing his stupid games with her.”

Wait, what?

“Well, bash her in the head a few times then!  We need to move!”

I was genuinely terrified when he pulled his arm back, but instead of punching my lights out, he gave me a quick jab with his finger in my solar plexus.  I had
 been holding my breath, but now I was forced to inhale deeply of the strange, but slightly sweet smelling fumes.

I’d taken some in when I was first grabbed, but other than a little tingle in my lips, it hadn’t really affected me.  Now the tingle was quickly moving throughout my body, leaving a dull numbness behind.  A faint ringing started in my ears, making it sound like I was hearing things underwater, and my legs were losing their strength a little more with each lungful I took in.

“I almost killed the last girl we snatched by hitting her in the head, and besides… the boss doesn’t like it when someone other than him bruises his toys, so let’s finish up in the van,” slapper man said.  “If we play our cards right, we can be several hundred miles south of the border before Tony realizes we poached his mark.”

“Don’t worry about him.  It’ll be several weeks before this bitch is even missed, and when it happens, he’s gonna be the prime suspect in her disappearance.  He’ll take the heat, and we’ll take some margaritas on the rocks.”

He began dragging me backwards, but never let go of the cloth slowly sapping my strength.  I heard someone step on my glasses, and groggily tried to complain, but only succeeded in hastening the approaching darkness.  I think I also lost a shoe, but my brain wasn’t working too well anymore, and the numbness had made its way to my fingers and toes.

My vision was always blurry without my glasses, but now it was worse than usual.  The roof of the van seemed to be falling and receding like a wave, but I no longer cared.  Despite what he thought about the effectiveness of the drug, it was winning the battle, and sapping my strength a little more with each breath I took.

With a final, desperate move I tried to punch the guy in front of me, but my hand barely came off the ground, and flopped down on my own stomach instead of landing on his jaw.  He laughed at my helplessness, and it sounded so weird… like it was echoing inside a big steel tank.  I couldn’t help but giggle at the absurdity of it.

The roaring in my ears grew too loud to hear much after that, and my head felt like it was two sizes too big.  I felt his hands grab my breasts and squeeze, but my body was so numb by now, and my brain so fuzzy, it barely registered.  Colorful, pretty sparks were going off in front of my eyes, and it was harder and harder to keep them open.  Why did I need to keep them open again?

“Wrap her up for the trip,” someone said, from about a hundred miles away.  “It’s a three day trip, and you’ll have plenty of time to play with her along the way, but only if we follow the plan.”

Every time my eyelids closed, they stayed shut for longer, and it took more effort to open them again.  At some point they closed and stayed that way, but I never knew when it happened; the darkness had won.


Held in Captivity

I ached all over, but mostly inside my head.  I had the mother of all headaches, but for some reason, I couldn’t raise my hand to massage my throbbing temple.  My head was so muddled, it probably took me about five minutes to realize it was because my hands were tied together behind my back.

The resulting surge of adrenaline helped clear the cobwebs out of my head, and I was better able to take stock of my situation.  My hands were tied together, and so were my ankles, but my ankles were also tied to something else, so I couldn’t move much.  The floor below me was cold and hard, and I felt the chill quite clearly, since I was quite obviously naked.

My moans were muffled by a large ball that was the source of my aching jaw, and either I was blindfolded, or it was pitch black.  I couldn’t feel anything on my face, so I decided it was just dark.  That’s when it hit me… I’d been kidnapped for real!

This wasn’t the pleasant and erotic fantasy I’d paid for, this was real… and unless I could figure out a way to escape, permanent!

My headache was receding fast, but that only meant I became aware of my other discomforts.  I was dying of thirst, and my stomach felt so empty, I knew I hadn’t eaten in a long, long time.

Did I hear something about a three day trip?  Had I really been kept tied up and unconscious for the three entire days, while my captors took me God only knows where?  I vaguely remember a comment about south of the border, so was I in Mexico now?

I had plenty of questions, but no answers, and nobody to even ask.  I was alone in the darkness, with nothing to do but wait.

It was probably hours later when I heard a loud click, followed by an even louder clank.  A door opened in the far wall, spilling incredibly bright light into my dark cell, and forcing me to keep my eyes tightly shut.

Whoever it was picked up my feet and fiddled around for a moment, then dropped them and lifted my shoulders off the floor.  I had a few seconds of disorientation as I was lifted up on his shoulder, and carried away like a sack of grain.

It was hard to breathe with my stomach over his shoulder, and my head hanging down behind him, but luckily the trip was short.  I was dumped onto a mattress that stank to high heaven, and tried to open my eyes so I could find out what was going on.

“Clean her and get her ready for inspection,” the man ordered.  “Be quick about it.”

“Yes, Master,” a quavering female voice replied.  “Immediately, Master.”

“It’s time for this puta
 to start earning her keep,” he said, before striding out the door.

I couldn’t see worth a shit without my glasses, even after my eyes became accustomed to the light.  All I saw was a fuzzy naked form sit on my legs so she could untie my ankles.  While getting free was at the top of my priority list, I didn’t appreciate her weight on my legs, so I struggled to get her off of me.

“Don’t fight, or we’ll both earn a beating,” she hissed in an urgent, panicked whisper.

Her obvious fear made me stop trying to get away long enough for her to finish untying my feet, but my freedom was an illusion.  Before I knew it, steel shackles were placed around each ankle, and the click when they closed sounded ominously loud.

She climbed off my legs at that point, and when I tried to move I discovered my ankles were connected by a short chain.  I guess it was an improvement on the ropes, but not by much.

Crawling behind me, she helped me to sit up, which was a huge
 improvement for my equilibrium, and allowed my head to finally stop spinning.  I squawked when I felt a cold steel band circle my neck, followed by another ominous click; she’d put a collar on me!

I immediately started to struggle again, but I think she’d been expecting it.  A wide leather strap was pulled around my upper arms, and tightened until my elbows touched behind me.  I struggled for a few moments more, but the battle was already over, and I slumped in defeat.

She waited a bit to make sure I was docile once again, and then began untying my hands.  Even with my forearms crushed together, it was a relief to get rid of the rope, and since I’d been expecting it, I didn’t freak out (much) when I felt the steel manacles being locked around my wrists.

I’d been expecting her to remove the belt from around my elbows, now that my wrists were restrained by solid steel, but she didn’t.  Maybe I’d pissed her off when I tried to fight, or maybe she simply didn’t care.  All she did was help me onto my feet, and hustle me next door into a dingy gym shower room.  The chain between my ankles made walking difficult, and the scraping and clinking sounds freaked me out more than a little, but she was relentless.

She had me back up to a hook hanging from the ceiling, and then with a rattle that echoed off the walls, the chain was pulled up, taking my wrists with them.  I was forced to bend over to relieve the strain in my shoulders, but it only helped a little, since she kept going until my body was parallel to the ground.

I could see a large steel ring bolted to the floor between my legs, and was expecting her to use it to hold my feet in place, but she didn’t bother; the stringent strappado already kept me from moving more than an inch or two.

Without further ado, she turned the water on and began rubbing my body vigorously with a soapy sponge.  The water was cold, but it warmed up before too long, and started to feel quite good.  I think I really must’ve been kept knocked out for several days, because only now that I was getting clean did I realize how grimy I felt.  To be blunt, I smelled like an open sewer.

She was quick, but thorough, and the only place she might’ve lingered longer than strictly necessary was between my legs.  Then again, after being kept unconscious for three days, I might’ve needed the extra cleaning down there!

To my tremendous relief, she finally removed the belt from my elbows so she could wash my back.  I didn’t know it yet, but I’d just learned my first lesson; my comfort level was tied directly to how well… or how poorly I behaved.

She didn’t bother with a towel, not even for my hair, some of which was hanging down my face, making it even harder to see anything.  Not that I really needed to see; there must’ve been a handle on the back of my collar, because she steered me into the next room with one hand at my neck, and one on my shoulder.

This room contained a high backed wooden chair that was bolted to the floor, a scarred wooden table, and a comfortable looking leather office chair.  She sat me down in the uncomfortable wooden chair, of course, and tethered my collar to the back of it.  There must’ve been another ring in the floor, because after hearing another click, my feet were held in place with very little slack.

She disappeared through another door, and came back a few minutes later carrying a tray of food and water.  My stomach rumbled instantly when she placed it on the table in front of me.

“Eat slowly and take small sips of the water, or you’ll make yourself sick,” she instructed, as she reached behind to free my wrists.  “Don’t say a single word, and put your gag back in place the instant you’re finished.  Make sure it’s buckled as tight as possible, or they’ll make you regret it.  For what it’s worth, I’m sorry.  I wish I could tell you more, but I’ll be beaten if I do.”

She unbuckled the strap of my gag, but had left the room before I could pry the oversized ball out of my mouth.  I reached for the water first, needing to ease my parched throat, but heeded her words and took small sips so I wouldn’t heave it right back up.  A lot dribbled down my chest, but I didn’t care in the least.

The food was a mix of rice, beans, veggies, and some kind of meat that was far too spicy for my liking.  I still ate it all, even though I had to shovel it in my maw with only my fingers… I guess they weren’t about to give me anything I might use as a tool or a weapon.

I started in on the second bottle of water once I’d emptied the bowl, starting to feel somewhat better now that I had a full belly.  I stretched it out as long as I could, but even small sips made the level go down depressingly fast, and now I had a major decision to make.

Do I follow her instructions and put the gag back in my mouth, or do I leave it out and beg to be released?  It might be the only chance I had of getting out of this with my hide intact, but her warning had sounded sincere, and the fear radiating off of her was so strong it was almost visible.

I decided it might be best if I listened to her this time, and hoped I’d get a chance later to buy, barter, or beg for my freedom.  Pushing the ball past my teeth was one of the hardest things I’d ever done, but not because it was so big… it felt like a surrender of some sorts, or an acceptance of my captivity.

Buckling the strap was equally as hard, but only because the buckle was tiny, and my fumbling fingers were unused to performing the task.  I finished about three seconds before the far door opened, and a man sauntered into the room.  I think he might’ve been one of my kidnappers, but without my glasses, it was impossible to tell for sure.

The first thing he did was fasten my wrists together behind my back again, and the second thing he did was check my gag, and pull the strap a notch or two tighter.  He gave it a test by giving me the worst tittie twister of my life, and was apparently satisfied with the result since he went around the table and took a seat opposite me.

“I know you have a lot of questions… the new ones always do,” he began.  “As much as I love seeing the fear and confusion on your face, this’ll go a whole lot quicker if I explain the reality of the situation to you, and lay out the rules in advance.

“First off, the life you led four days ago is over, and gone forever.  I’m sure you’re already planning on making an escape attempt, but that doesn’t concern me, because escape is simply impossible.   The closest village is a three day walk through the jungle, and if by some chance you make it there, the first thing they’ll do to a naked white puta
, is stick you in their whorehouse for a hundred pesos a poke.”

Holy shit!  They’d really taken me into Mexico like I’d heard them talking about!

“Secondly, your new life revolves entirely around keeping us happy.  When we give you an order, we expect you to obey instantly, completely, and with the words ‘Yes Master or Mistress’.  If you earn the privilege of being ungagged, you will keep that mouth of yours shut at all times, unless it’s to utter those words, lick a snatch, or suck on a cock.  Do you understand?”

I was too stunned to reply, and jumped in my seat when he slammed a fist onto the table and asked again.  I quickly nodded, but he looked pissed at having to repeat himself.

“You now have six punishments coming your way, so unless you want to make it seven or more, I suggest you start paying attention.  Are you ready to listen?”

I nodded much quicker this time, although I was puzzled over what else I’d done wrong.  My confusion must’ve been evident, since he explained.

“You shit yourself three times on the way here, and I hate cleaning up shit!” he barked, slamming his fist on the table again.

I thought that was distinctly unfair, since he’d been the one who’d kidnapped me, tied me up, and kept me unconscious for days on end.  That bodily function hadn’t been under my control.

“That’s the bad part, but you can make your life a lot more pleasant through cooperation.  If I tell you to suck my cock, you will give me the best blowjob of my life, and I’ll reward you if you do a good enough job.  On the other side of the coin, doing a poor job will mean an immediate whipping or caning, and if you ever try to bite, we’ll chain you up in the compound where you’ll be beaten and fucked to death.  This is your one and only warning.”

I gulped and nodded again, even though he hadn’t actually asked a question.  This man was dead serious, and I didn’t want to piss him off any further.

“Your ultimate destination depends on how well you learn your lessons.  The worst girls go to the whorehouse I mentioned, and the best stay here to please the boss, but most will be sold to the highest bidder.  The next auction isn’t very far off, so if you wish to remain here in relative comfort, I suggest you work hard at keeping me, and anyone else you meet, as happy as possible.”

“Now… are you ready to get started?”

I was so not ready, but I nodded anyway.  I didn’t have a choice.

“I suppose I should’ve mentioned that even when you’re gagged, you will at least make the attempt to answer with ‘Yes, Master’, so you have three more punishments added to your total.  Do you understand?”

I made a garbled attempt at it, which was enough to satisfy him.  I didn’t know what constituted a ‘punishment’, but finding out I had nine of them in my first hour here couldn’t be even remotely good.  Even worse was the realization that none of them had been my fault, and he’d gleefully assigned them simply because he could!

It was a harsh blow, and sapped my will to resist when he freed me from the chair and led me out the door he’d come in through.  The hallway was long, and only had about forty watts of illumination for the whole length.  We passed by many doors that were bolted shut, one of which had moans and rhythmic thumping coming from it, and another that made me jump when a scream cut through the air.

Apparently, I wasn’t the only girl they’d kidnapped.  He stopped at the last door on the right, the first one not closed and locked, and kicked it open with his foot before pushing me inside.  It held a small bed with chains dangling at each corner, a grimy sink, and a round cover on the floor that I assumed was the bathroom, based on the roll of toilet paper sitting next to it.

“This will be your home until we can place you properly.  We take a siesta in the afternoon, so delivering your punishments will have to wait.  Since this is your first day here, I’m going to be especially nice, and give you a choice,” he said, removing my gag.  “Would you like to give me a blowjob before I tie you up for your rest, or would you prefer to skip it?”

I almost uttered ‘skip it’ without any hesitation, but bit my tongue at the last second.  I had a feeling this was a test, and I already had so much shit coming my way, I didn’t want to get any deeper in the hole.  As much as I hated the thought, there was only answer that could possibly save my hide.

“I’d like to blow you,” I meekly replied, dropping to my knees.

“Excellent choice,” he snickered, as he undid his belt.  “It really was an honest question, but if you answered it wrong, you would’ve been chained over a bench in the courtyard, where a dozen or more of my men would’ve had their way with you, in any opening not otherwise filled by one of their amigos.

I’m sure they’ll be disappointed, since you’re the first girl to ever answer the question right.  As a side note, you forgot to address me as Master, but I’ll overlook the lapse this one time, since you’re about to suck me off.”

I gulped at how close of a call I’d just had, and then gulped again when I saw the size of the cock I was expected to suck.  Even dangling limp, it was bigger than any I’d ever seen before, and I shuddered to think how huge it would be once he got hard.

It took about ten seconds for me to find out, and I gulped again before attempting to take as much of it as I could into my mouth.  I rolled it around with my tongue, pushed it into my cheek a few times, and wrapped my lips around it with gentle pressure, but this wasn’t what he wanted.

“That’s enough of a warm-up,” he said, pushing my head back.  “Like everything here, there are rules to the game.  For this one, you must slowly take my entire
 cock into your mouth, and hold it there for ten full seconds.  Every time you fail, I will make it harder for you to finish the blowjob, and if you become incapable of getting me off, you’ll be bound much more severely than usual, plus earn another punishment.”

I wasn’t sure I liked his rules, but I’d successfully deep throated one of my boyfriends before, so I might be able to pull it off.  I had no choice but to try.

I took a deep breath before plunging forward, but gagged the moment the head of his cock touched the back of my throat.  I back off and coughed, but at least he didn’t seem angry.  He simply reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out a small bottle with an eyedropper lid.  A single drop fell onto his cock, and then he ordered me to continue.

Whatever it was had an unpleasant, metallic taste, but I couldn’t spare the concentration to figure out what it was.  It took everything I had to get his head into my throat without gagging or choking.

I managed to get part of it down, but not the entire length, so another drop fell onto his cock when I pulled back.  I’ll admit the stuff tasted bad, but if he thought it was going to make the blowjob harder, he was an idiot.

It took about a dozen attempts before I managed to get his entire cock in my mouth and throat, but I couldn’t seem to hold my breath long enough, so he kept dripping that foul crap on his cock.  To make matters worse, being able to breathe only in between attempts was starting to make me light headed.

I was actually getting quite dizzy before I succeeded for the first time, but hopefully it’d get better from here on out.  Unfortunately, it didn’t, and it wasn’t long before the room was spinning, and it became harder and harder to keep his cock lodged in my throat for the entire ten seconds.

He started adding the drops again, and that’s when it finally penetrated my foggy mind that he wasn’t using something that simply tasted bad; he was drugging me again!

Within a few short minutes I was too groggy to bob my head properly, so he took matters into his own hands… or rather he took my hair in his hands, and helped me finish the job.  Being as groggy as I was actually helped quite a bit, since it relaxed my muscles enough that I stopped trying to fight my reflexes, and was able to take his cock all the way every time.

It also helped that I didn’t have to count anymore, since counting to ten felt as difficult as calculus at the moment.  I think he might’ve put an entire droppers’ worth of the drug into my mouth a short while later, since the foul taste returned quite strongly, and I felt an irresistible lethargy take over.

Only his fingers entwined in my hair and his rampant cock in my mouth kept me from falling over now, as the room began to darken, and my mind seemed to be floating a few feet above my body.  The darkness won, as I always knew it would, so I never knew if I managed to finish the job or not.


Punished

I awoke lying on my stomach, with my limbs tied to the four corners of the bed.  I wasn’t bound exceptionally taut, and I wasn’t even gagged, so I suppose I’d managed to get him off before he realized I’d passed out.  Should I consider myself lucky?

Someone was in the room watching me, since shortly after I began moving, I felt a pair of hands release my ankles.  I saw it was the girl who’d cleaned me up earlier, although now she was gagged, and had prison style restraints limiting the movement of her hands and feet.

It made it hard for her to undo the simple snap hook keeping me restrained to the bed, but she eventually managed, and nodded towards the covered hole in the floor.  I cringed at the thought of not only going to the bathroom there, but at doing it in front of her.  My bladder gave me no say in the matter, though.

As I squatted to relieve the pressure, I noticed my room wasn’t quite as plain as it was before my nap.  The walls were festooned with restraints, gags, and worst of all, instruments of pain.  I shuddered, and not because it was a lot cooler in the room now than when I’d passed out.  I must’ve been out of it all afternoon from those damn drops!

Once I’d wiped, and replaced the lid, she went to stand next to the row of gags.  My head was still a little fuzzy, but she seemed to be wanting me to put one in my mouth.  I confirmed it by pointing to first the gags, and then my mouth.  She nodded, but figuring it out didn’t make me any happier, since now I had to pick one and stick it in my own mouth!

I already knew the ball gag was a jaw breaker, and the pear shaped one looked even worse, so I quickly passed those by.  The ring gag was tempting, but would keep my mouth open for all sorts of unpleasant prospects, and the dental gag looked even worse.  I finally settled on a limp rubber one that had a huge panel on the front, but otherwise didn’t seem too bad.

Remembering my earlier instructions, I buckled it as tight as I could, and must’ve done it right since my slave/captor nudged me towards the next items.  I had to lock a hobble chain between my ankles, and clip my wrists together behind my back, although the clip had an odd design, and she needed to help me with it.  I didn’t think I’d be able to open it without help, but that was probably the point… restraints were useless if I could get out on my own.

There were plenty of more items on the wall, but that was all for now.  She went over to the door, pressed her forehead against a big red button, and knelt with her head hung low.  I did the same after she threw an imploring glance my way, knowing resistance was futile… at least for the moment.  Despite his boast about escape being impossible, I was determined to try… I just hadn’t figured out how yet.

We had to wait for close to an hour before the door opened, and a man wearing bright orange shorts told us to rise.  It wasn’t as easy as you might think, since the hobble chain was a big enough obstacle on its own, even without stiff legs, sore knees, and bound wrists.

He ‘helped’ me to my feet by grabbing my nipples, and pulling up until I was standing.  It didn’t help in the least, but it made me remember the other guy had warned me I was going to be punished after the afternoon siesta was over, and I had a bad feeling this was only a taste of things to come.

If I hadn’t gone to the bathroom earlier, I think I might’ve wet myself for real.

I called her helpful slave, for lack of a better term, and she led the way down the hall, with the new guy holding onto my collar from behind.  He was much less subtle and gentle with his guidance, and I wondered if I somehow managed to piss him off too.  I hoped not, since the number of friends I had here, could be counted on the hand of my third arm.

After the dark and dingy hallway, the well-lit and opulent room I was led to was a striking change.  It looked luxurious, but only for those on the right side of the chains… for the rest of us, it looked like a hedonistic torture chamber from hell.

Giant silk cushions were interspersed with all manner of heavy duty restraints like a St. Andrews cross, a pillory, whipping post, and a multitude of other things I couldn’t recognize or get a good look at.  I was hurried into place between two large pillars, where I was quickly bound into a standing spread eagle that was so tight, I could barely shift a toe.

Shortly after being strung up for display, I regretted my choice in gags.  The flaccid mass of rubber in my mouth was actually an inflatable bladder, and my handler was quick to pump it up so big, it threatened to trigger my gag reflex.  I think I’d managed to pick the worst gag out of the lot!

A man wearing a pale yellow robe came up to me, and looked me over quite closely.  By that, I mean he spent a few minutes studying my face, another few checking out my breasts with eyes, fingers, and mouth, and finished with an inspection of my privates that made a trip to the gynecologist seem like light entertainment.  He hadn’t done anything to hurt me, but for some reason I was more scared of him than of the man who promised to beat me black and blue.

He didn’t speak until he was standing behind me, but his words sent a chill down my spine.

“Ten punishments on your first day is a record,” he began.  “But ten all at once would mean you’d be too damaged to participate in the upcoming slave auction.  You’ve given me quite the vexing dilemma, so I suppose I’ll have to space it out over a few days, but must also double it in order to satisfy propriety and maintain discipline.”

A wave of despair washed over me when I realized he was serious.  I hadn’t been punished yet, but just the rough, casual handling I’d received was enough to convince me I didn’t want one, let alone twenty fucking punishments.  And how did nine get to twenty so fucking fast?

I went absolutely ape-shit, and tried to break the chains holding me so tight, but all my struggles accomplished was to raise a laugh out of his, and at least a dozen other throats.  I was so fucked right now, and even my begging for mercy couldn’t be heard with the tremendous rubber balloon stifling every sound I tried to make.

I saw him reach for the wall, but couldn’t see what he grabbed since he walked behind me too fast.  I got my answer a moment later when I felt a line of fire explode across my ass, and knew I’d just tasted my first blow from the cane.  I had a low pain tolerance at the best of times, and the powerful blow would’ve sent me to my knees if it wasn’t for the chains holding me up.

It might not’ve actually been an exceptionally hard blow, but even stubbing my toe brought a tear to my eyes, so to me it felt he’d cut my ass in half.  Several minutes might’ve passed before I realized he was standing nose to nose with me, waiting for a sign I was able to listen to his words.

“The first punishment for a new slave is a single blow from the cane so she knows what disobedience means.  In your case, I think the full set of discipline might kill you, so I’m considering an alternative means of punishment might be in order.  Would you like to try the alternative method, slave?”

I didn’t know what it was, but as long as it wasn’t the cane, I was in!  It was so hard to respond with ‘Yes Master’, I was afraid he wouldn’t understand me, but he nodded and handed the cane off to someone else.

“Let it be known to all in the compound that this new slave is now amenable to working off her punishments in any manner that you all see fit.  I will, of course, be the first one to sample her delights, but I see no reason why she cannot be deposited into the courtyard for the enjoyment of all.

“I predict she will be a welcome enjoyment to tonight’s festivities, but I must remind you all against the prohibition forbidding deep bruises to her face, or open wounds that continue bleeding for more than a few minutes at most.  I’m thinking she may be suitable as a pleasure slave, so if anyone wishes to try her at one of the ordeals, I welcome the chance to see her in action.”

His words made zero sense to me, other than the realization I’d just exchanged one kind of torment for another.  I had no idea what an ordeal was, but as long it didn’t include being beaten black and blue, I considered myself ahead of the game.

I’d been expecting to have the mob behind me rush in to ravage me, but to my surprise, it was only ‘helpful slave’ who shuffled into view.  Her gag had been removed, and a split second after she dropped to her knees between my widely spread legs, I knew the reason why.

I swear she had four tongues with the way she attacked every vulnerable piece of sensitive flesh between my legs in such a rapid manner, and my body was responding at a records pace.  It shouldn’t have been possible for someone in such dire straits to get turned on, but she’d obviously had a lot of practice at this, and soon had me writhing and moaning.

As soon as she had me on the very edge of orgasm, she sat back on her haunches, and waited for me to settle down.  She obviously had instructions to tease me without letting me cum, but they were playing the wrong game… I had no intention of letting myself cum in front of all these bastards, no matter how talented her tongue was!

On the other hand, it was the only bit of pleasure I’d felt since I’d been kidnapped, and only my captors knew when I’d feel any again.  My resolve to hold out weakened when her tongue darted back between my sensitive folds, and made a beeline towards my most sensitive nub.

She had me back on the edge in an instant, but would only lick sporadically, which helped keep me from the ultimate humiliation.  Unfortunately, the longer she went at it, the less I cared about embarrassing myself in front of strangers, and the more I just wanted to cum and get it over with.  I’d never been so horny in my life, not even when Cleo had teased me to the brink of insanity during my mad adventure so long ago… or so it seemed.

As good as Cleo was, this girl was much, much better, and I’d completed the journey from holding it back, to acceptance of my fate, to the almost physical pain from not being able to get the release I so desperately needed.  I swear she’d been licking my pussy for several hours by now, and I was so out of my mind with unrequited lust, I would’ve agreed to anything if only I was allowed to cum!

A mere month ago I’d paid a lot of money to be treated in a similar way, but now I would’ve given everything I owned to just make it stop!  There were many different ways to torture someone, and I was starting to think the cane really hadn’t been that bad; the pain had gone away after a few minutes, and then it was done with.

The robed man returned, and studied me for a moment before turning to helpful slave.

“How worked up is she?” he asked, rolling my right nipple between his fingers.

“About a four out of ten, Master,” she replied.

Four out of ten?  More like a fifteen!

“How long to make her lust a perfect ten?”

“That may take a few days, Master,” she replied after a moment.  “It will also take… alternative methods.”

They couldn’t be serious, could they?  I really would prefer the whip or cane to several days of orgasm denial.

“She would definitely be eager to serve after three or four days of this,” he laughed, looking me straight in the eye.

After three or four days of this, I wouldn’t have a mind left!

Without breaking eye contact, the fingers of his other hand started to work on the left nipple, the rolling alternating between pleasure and pain, but mostly pleasure with how worked up I was.  Then a moment later it became pain again, as he quickly clamped my nipples with a pair of heavy silver things he must’ve had hidden up his sleeve.

The worst of it was over shortly, but I got a fresh jolt every time I moved, so staying still became a high priority.  Too bad he knew it too, and wasn’t going to make it that easy.

After commanding his slave to resume licking, he went behind me and began rubbing my ass.  The spanking began as soon as she backed off to keep me from cumming, and of course I moved in reaction with every slap to my ass, which in turn made my tits bounce.  I hated those clamps worse than the spanking!

When she was ready to lick again, his hand snuck between my legs and stroked along the length of my folds, all the way up to my butt hole.  His fingers even circled my rosebud a few times, but thankfully he didn’t shove them in.  Yet – I had a feeling that’d be coming at some point.

After a few rounds of licking and spanking, I realized that the pain was meant to be a distraction from my lust, allowing his slave to resume licking sooner.  It was working too, but after a dozen or so rounds I kind of got used to it, which made it less effective, and made them change their game.

His fingers moved to penetrate my rear, first with one, and then with a second.  It didn’t hurt like I’d expected, and once I stopped trying to clench, it even felt a little good.  It kept my lust level on a slow burn during my ‘breaks’, but that meant his slave couldn’t lick much at all, or risk setting me off.

I had a sneaking suspicion she’d earn one hell of a beating if she failed and let me reach climax, so she was being extra careful now, and rarely touched my clit.  As soon as he realized the problem, he changed his entire plan, and had me released from between the pillars.

I knew my freedom was only momentary, but I still reveled in it, since my arms and legs were killing me after being bound in the same position for so long.  He even removed the gag so I could be watered, as he put it, which was another major relief, especially when he replaced it with a simple ring gag.

Since my legs were too shaky to support my weight right now, he decided to be generous, and let me lie down for a while.  On the rack… a genuine medieval looking torture rack!

I was in a panic when I felt the pull of the ropes making me taut, but he thankfully didn’t go overboard with it.  I was stretched pretty tight, but no more than when I was between the pillars, and at least now I was lying down.

His slave had rushed off after receiving some whispered instructions, and was now returning with a small bag.  Her prison style restraints were removed, but not the wrist or ankle cuffs.  He needed those for what came next.

For some reason he had her slip into a pair of frilly, crotchless panties before climbing up on the rack, and settling over top of me in the sixty-nine position.  Even though she dove right in between my legs and picked up where she’d left off, her crotch remained several inches above my face.  I wondered if I was supposed to be returning the favor, but since I hadn’t been given any instructions, I felt it was safe to simply lie here.

“This will be a test of how badly you want to cum,” he said, leaning in close.  “When I say you may begin, you will have the chance to lick my favorite slave to orgasm.  If you succeed, then I will permit you to have as many orgasms as you want, and will cut the number of punishments you’ve earned in half.  Would you like that?”

Does the sun rise in the east?  Hell yeah, I wanted it!

“Up!” he shouted.

She immediately leaned forward and rose up further away from me.  He sprayed something liberally onto her crotch, and then said to begin.  Her crotch returned to its previous level, meaning I had to lift my head up as far as I could in order to reach it.  The awkward position would make the job almost as hard as the limiting ring gag in my mouth, but that was only the beginning of my difficulties.

Whatever he’d sprayed on her crotch had made me a little woozy as soon as I started to breathe in the acrid fumes, and I could feel my lips and nose begin to tingle.  It reminded me of what I experienced when I’d been kidnapped; the spray was knocking me out!

Now that I knew what the game was, I tried to breathe only when I lowered my head, but even that wasn’t a hundred percent effective.  Either some of the stuff had rubbed off on my face, or there was enough of it soaking her panties, that even from a distance it was doing its job.  She would also attack my clit whenever I went for hers, and I couldn’t help but gasp whenever it happened.

It didn’t take long for the tingling to reach my fingers and toes, and lifting my head up to meet her pussy was getting harder each time.  I kept trying, since my horniness meter was past the red line, and I really wanted to get rid of the extra punishments as well.  It was quickly becoming impossible, to the robed man’s obvious amusement.

To make matters worse, the numbness diffusing through my body was making my orgasm feel a little more distant, meaning she could lick me for longer stretches at a time without the risk of letting me cum.  Rather than short bursts of high stimulation, I was now under a near constant assault that made my head spin nearly as bad as the fumes I couldn’t help but breathe in.

I thought I might be getting a break when the stuff had mostly evaporated, and my head began to clear a little, but then he sprayed her again!  I was panting deeply by this time, so the fresh infusion hit me like a truck, making my head reel.

A small part of my mind remembered I needed to keep licking if I wanted this to stop, but raising my head took so much effort, I couldn’t do it for long, or very often.  It was an impossible challenge, and a devious one, since they could do this all night.

I couldn’t keep my head up long enough to finish her off, or even breathe enough of the fumes to put me all the way out as a last resort.  Keeping my head down wasn’t enough to let it clear much either, so I was pretty much screwed no matter what I did.

Just like my last torment, he kept this one up for what felt like hours.  For all I knew it could’ve been days, but he’d only refreshed her panties with the spray a few more times, so it was probably just my mind playing tricks on me.

“Enough,” he called out from about a million miles away.  “Sit back and give me room.”

I knew what was coming when I felt his knees touch the insides of my thighs, but I was so damn horny, I was actually eager for him to do it.  If he was hung even half as well as the other man, the elusive orgasm I’d been craving for so long would be mine!

“Once again, I give you a choice,” he said, although it took me a minute to realize he was talking to me.  “Do you want this, or would you rather be simply put to bed for the night?”

It was probably another trick question, but I wanted his cock inside me so bad I didn’t care.  Answering him was harder than it should’ve been because I was in too much of a daze to remember I had the hard ring holding my mouth open.

He got the message, though, and crawled in a little closer.  His slave turned around, so she could occasionally press her pussy down on my face and give me a fresh dose, but once again, never enough to let me go all the way under.

It was a little ironic, really.  What they were doing to me wasn’t much different from what I’d always dreamed of, although I was sure this fantasy wouldn’t have a happy ending.

Thinking about it as one of my fantasies helped increase my pleasure to the point that even repeated doses from the drugged panties weren’t enough to hold back the tide, and for the first time all night, I knew my orgasm was within reach.

He was going faster and harder now, almost like he was trying to drive me through the wooden boards below me, and if I would’ve had the strength, I would’ve been thrusting my hips up to meet each stroke.  I think he was close to cumming, and so was I.  His slave had even stopped trying to smother me, so I’d recovered enough to fully enjoy it.

“Now!” he shouted, just as my moans began to reach a fevered pitch.

The panties which had almost been completely dry a moment ago, pressed hard over my nose and mouth, and had been soaked more than ever!  It caused an immediate roaring in my ears, and the spots and colorful sparks began dancing in my eyes again.

I was going out fast, but not fast enough; my orgasm blossomed inside me and burst free in a rush of ecstasy that was nearly as overwhelming as the drug.  I don’t think I’d ever had a batter one, but unfortunately, I never got to experience the warm afterglow, since once again, the darkness won.


From One Extreme to the Other

When I came to, I found myself bound to a large, heavy chair.  There were so many straps restraining me, I thought for a while I’d been dressed in a leather catsuit, but I could feel the cooling effect of a stray air current between my open and still damp legs.

I was still wearing the ring gag, and I think I must’ve been in the chair for quite some time, based on the amount of drool I could see coating my chest.  There was also an uncomfortable presence below me, but my head had to clear a lot more before I was able to determine it was either a dildo or a butt plug shoved up where the sun don’t shine.

I didn’t have long to wait to find out what my new predicament was all about, since the robed man entered the room with his chained slave following him on all fours like a dog.

“You’re lucky she’s finally awake,” he said, giving her leash a hard tug.  “You dosed her with so much I thought she might never wake up!  You’ll be punished severely for making me lose a valuable day.”

Had I really been out for another full day?  I was quite thirsty, but not hungry, so I wasn’t sure.  I guess they could’ve fed me through the ring gag while I was out, and he had no reason to lie about it.  An hour, a day, or even a week made no difference to me while he was the one in control of my fate.

“As for you my pretty, you played your part nearly perfectly,” he said to me.  “It was so stimulating in fact, that we’ve decided to let you entertain us once again!”

My dismay must’ve been evident, because he laughed openly at me, and stepped closer so he could fondle my breasts.  I didn’t think I could stand another day of his orgasm denial torture.

“Don’t you fret, my dear… it was watching your orgasm at the end that made me decide to play a different game today.  I think you’ll like this one much better, but if not, then too bad.”

He reached down to the side of the chair and pushed a button or something, causing the plug in my ass to start vibrating.  I was too tightly restrained to jump in surprise, but I sure gave it a try.  It was the weirdest thing I’d ever felt, but it wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

The chair was so big, there was enough room for him to kneel on the seat between my legs, giving him a perfect position to maul my boobs from.  He seemed to be trying for pleasure, rather than pain, and combined with the anal stimulation, I found myself getting turned on rather quickly.

“For this game, you may cum as often as you like,” he explained.  “In fact, if you can reach orgasm ten times in a row, you’ll have earned your freedom.  The only restriction is you must tell me the moment you’re about to cum, and wait until I give you permission.”

I didn’t think I’d be able to cum from just the breast play and anal vibes, but I’d forgotten about his slave.  I also hadn’t known there was a hole in the seat until I felt the familiar bulbous tip of a magic wand vibrator slide up and press against my mound.  Okay… I could cum like this all day!

In record time, the triple stimulation had brought my orgasm to the surface, and just before it burst free, I shouted out as ordered.  He reacted immediately, and reached over my head to grab a translucent green anesthesia mask, and placed it over my nose and mouth.  After hearing a faint click, I felt the gas begin to flow, but more importantly I heard the words giving me permission to cum.

I didn’t need to be told twice, and whatever it was flowing into the mask, it did nothing to stop the power of my orgasmic explosion.  In fact, it might’ve even been pure oxygen with how strong it made my orgasm feel!

It was such a rush, I had to ask for permission almost immediately after the intense pleasure began to recede!  He clicked the button again before telling me I could cum, but now I detected a faint odor in the air I was breathing.  It wasn’t enough to slow me down yet, but I could see where this game was going.

I could already feel a peculiar warmth spreading though my body that had nothing to do with the pleasure radiating out from between my legs.  By the third click I knew he was changing the gas mixture at a rate guaranteed to make sure I’d never reach orgasm number ten, but I had no choice but to play the game his way.

My lips were a little numb when I asked for the fourth time, and it almost felt like I was floating a few inches off the chair.  My orgasm was just as spectacular as ever though, so whatever I was breathing wasn’t nearly as strong as the other stuff.  Maybe I could make it after all!

My optimism faded by the fifth one, since I was getting quite groggy by now, and even with the extreme sensations they were assaulting me with, the time between orgasms was increasing.  The rushing sound in my ears was so strong by number six, I couldn’t hear him give me permission, but I was too far gone to care.

My vision narrowed until the only thing I could blurrily see was his smiling face, and while I’m pretty sure I came for a seventh time, that’s when the darkness took over.

***

The first thing I was aware of this time was the heat.  It was so intense, I noticed it before the ropes holding limbs spread wide, or the scratchy blanket I was lying on.  It almost felt like I was in an oven, except for the slight breeze playing over me on occasion.

I was outside in the hot sun, wearing nothing but a pair of dark goggles… but I could’ve sworn it was evening the last I remember.  Did I sleep yet another day away?  If so, it meant I’d been a captive here for somewhere around a week already, and the chance of getting rescued was looking like long odds.

Between my bad eyesight and the extremely dark glasses, I didn’t know anyone was with me until I felt something touch my lip.  It felt like a straw, and I was so parched by this point, I sucked on it greedily.  Cool water rewarded my efforts, but it was taken away before I barely got a mouthful.

“More, please,” I croaked.

“Slowly, and no talking,” helpful slave’s voice responded from close to my ear.

The straw returned, and I was able to sate my thirst one sip at a time.  Pieces of fruit came next, and some flatbread along with it to fill the hole in my belly, and I must say I was feeling much better by the time it was all gone.  Considering the alternatives, it almost felt like I was being pampered.

Once I was fed and watered, she began dabbing cream on my face, giving it a good coat.  I hoped it was suntan lotion, or I’d be redder than a boiled lobster from the intense sunlight.  She coated my face, ears, and neck with small dabs and slow rubs, so it was a bit of a shock when I felt a huge spurt of the stuff land right over top of my boobs.

She continued to coat my body from the pool on my chest, giving my nipples a rub and squeezing my breasts each time she needed more lotion.  It was embarrassing how easily she was turning me on, but my body seemed to have a mind of its own, and was reacting to her skillful touches in the predictable manner.

The lotion on my chest was mostly gone by the time her hands started moving past my hips, so she dumped a new big glop right on my mound.  If I thought I was turned on from her breast play, it was nothing compared to the lust she was evoking from me now.

She wasn’t content to simply rub along the surface either, and before she’d even reached my knees, she’d progressed from one finger in my pussy, to two, and was stroking slowly, but without respite.  One in my ass became two as well in short order, and then she added a third finger to my pussy and began thrusting and twisting, making me writhe with desire, and almost forget my situation.

I groaned with frustration when she suddenly stopped, and quickly finished coating the rest of my legs and feet.  Dammit!  It’d been so close!  It wasn’t fair!

I heard voices approach, and figured that had to be why she’d stopped so suddenly.  Her bit of fun with me must’ve been unauthorized, and she didn’t want to get in trouble.

One of the men barked a rapid spate of Spanish, and she answered in kind, although in a much more subdued tone of voice.  His next speech had a querying tone to it, and she answered with a simple Si, Senor
 that I understood.


I only knew a few words in Spanish, like please and thank you, yes and no, and hello and goodbye.  Well… I’d also mastered the phrase uno cerveza, por favor
 on my last vacation, but I had a feeling that wouldn’t help me here.

I increased my vocabulary a moment later with las tetas
 when a strong pair of hands squeezed my breasts, and el cono
 when a finger was thrust into my pussy.  That guy laughed and said the word mojado
 as he finger fucked me, but I wasn’t a hundred percent on that one.  Wet maybe?

If so, it was accurate.  Once again, I found myself involuntarily turned on, and I wished I knew what the Spanish word for cock was.  They left me alone after a minute or two, and started doing some work that required a lot of banging, hammering, and sawing.

Helpful slave gave me another coat of lotion, but was only half as playful this time.  I think she was sneaking in a feel whenever she had the chance, but was otherwise behaving herself when the men might be watching.

It was the sexual equivalent of keeping me at a slow simmer, without any risk of boiling over.  She probably thought she was doing me a favor, but if she wasn’t allowed to finish the job, I wish she’d stop trying.  I couldn’t believe I was even thinking this, but I was so horny by now, I would’ve welcomed it if one of the men took a break from their work for some extracurricular activities!

The men kept working for probably around an hour, and so did the girl.  I was sweating profusely in the hot sun, so she gave me lots of water, and was refreshing my coating of lotion almost constantly, which was both a blessing and a curse, since she was still trying to let me sneak in an orgasm.

She’d almost succeeded when the construction noises stopped, and the men began a quick discussion.  I heard one of the voices grow distant, but only one… the second sounded like it was right over top of me when he gave the girl some new orders.

I sensed rather than felt or saw him between my legs, and then I smelt a faint whiff of tequila as he crawled on top of me.  With one hand supporting his weight, and the other on my right breast, he leaned all the way in for a kiss.  I’d responded in kind without even thinking about it, and it seemed to please him, since his attentions became almost lover like after that, with gentle caresses, and sensual fondling.

The touching stopped after a few minutes, and I heard a zipper being undone, so I knew what was coming.  He entered me slowly… almost too slowly with how horny I felt, so I thrust up my hips to meet him.

That seemed to be all the invitation he needed, since he pushed my hips down to the ground and began thrusting in and out like a piston.  His cock felt absolutely huge inside me, but I was wet enough by this point that it felt wonderful instead of painful, and I was climbing to the peak so fast it was making my head swim.

When his hands suddenly returned to my breasts and he grabbed on like he wanted a pair of handles, I completely lost it, and exploded into orgasm.  Bursts of pure pleasure washed through me in time with his powerful thrusts, which hadn’t slowed in the least, and were taking my orgasm into uncharted territory.

I came uncontrollably for dozens of his thrusts before it began to subside even a little, and experienced several mini-orgasms on the way down.  He was just getting started, though, and I never got to the bottom before it felt like he’d pressed the up button on the orgasm express elevator, and I was on my way up again.

Never in my life had I been fucked like this, or even imagined it could be so intense.  This guy could make a fortune as a porn star.

I came again just before he did, and he finally slowed down his jackhammer pace enough to let me catch my breath a little.  I had one more aftershock orgasm before he grew soft and pulled out, and then got to revel in the afterglow for a few minutes while he got his clothes back in order.  God, I needed that!

After a few more minutes I realized I was no longer staked out on the ground, and I was helped to sit up.  My hands were tied behind me, and a rope was put around my neck before the two of them helped me to my feet.  Using the rope as a leash, the girl led me into the bushes and told me to squat.

I’d drunk so much water that I didn’t hesitate, even though it should’ve been embarrassing as hell.  She gave me a brisk wipe with a rag when I was finished, led me back onto the blanket, and had me kneel.

A few tugs on my ankles meant my feet were tied to something again, and when a hand on my back pushed me forward, I landed on what might’ve been a large wooden barrel.  Both my arms were stretched out at the same time, and I was pulled forward until the barrel was underneath my stomach and hips, with my ass up in the air, and fully exposed for either pleasure or pain.

I thought it was going to be punishment when I felt a hand spank first my left butt cheek, and then the right, but that was all he did before I felt the hot, hard tip of a cock press against my rosebud.  With all the lotion the girl had inadvertently pushed up there when she was playing with me, his bulbous head slipped inside with surprising ease, and began slowly delving deeper.

He was big enough that it hurt a little, but he thankfully wasn’t in a rush, so I was able to learn how to accommodate it.  I think it helped that my body was so relaxed after that incredible pair of orgasms, and I was calm enough to not try to clench up.

When he was balls deep, he held himself there for a few moments before reversing direction, and withdrawing at the same slow pace he’d used to enter me.  He never went all the way out before starting back in, and while my comfort was probably the last thing on his mind, I was extremely glad he hadn’t come at me like the last guy had.  The jackhammer approach might’ve split me in two!

I felt a further decrease in friction pressure a moment later, which probably meant he’d added a good dollop of lotion onto his cock, and I was grateful for it.  His slow, deep thrusts began to actually feel good, so I started thrusting back to meet him!

That earned me a quick pair of slaps to the outside of my ass.  He wanted to be the one in complete control of the situation, and didn’t care to be rushed.  It took a real effort to hold still for him, but every wiggle or thrust I made was rewarded with another pair of slaps, so I did my best.

It got harder as time went on, since he seemed capable of doing this for days, and my lust was unbelievably on the rise again.  It shouldn’t have been possible to even think
 about an orgasm while being taken up the ass, but my body was once again overriding my brain, and nothing I could do could stop it.

Because he never changed his pace, I had zero warning when he began cumming.  A single hot spurt went inside me, but then he pulled out and deposited the rest on my back, making me feel cheap and dirty.  Even worse, if he hadn’t pulled out right at that moment, I might’ve been able to reach my own orgasm, but now I was left hanging.

He gave each buttock a few parting slaps, and then walked away without a word.  The girl gave me another drink of water, and then resumed her job of coating me with lotion.  The only silver lining was that now I’d get to even out my tan.  Don’t ask me why I thought of that now, because I have no friggen idea.  My mind was in a strange place I guess.

Having been left hanging, the girl’s touch felt almost electric now, and she was definitely not shy about spending most of her time rubbing my ass and massaging between my legs.  Instead of keeping me at a simmer, she was adding to the heat with every pass she made, and would easily be able to make me cum again… if she didn’t keep stopping.

It wasn’t quite as bad as the teasing the other day, but she was definitely making me hot.  It seemed she had a plan in mind, though, and after hearing a gong ring out she put it into action.

“If you do me good, I’ll do you right after,” she whispered, scooting around to my head and pulling off my glasses.  “We should have two hours free during the siesta, and I can’t remember the last time I was allowed any fun.  Please?”

The lost puppy tone she threw at me would’ve made me agree, even if I wasn’t so unbelievably horny and wanted her to reciprocate.  All it took was a nod, and she was down on the ground, wiggling on her butt to get underneath me.

“My name’s Riley,” I said.  “What’s yours?”

“Celeste, but please don’t call me by name or they’re know we’ve been talking, and every word is worth ten lashes!”

“Can you help me get out of her… mmph?”

I didn’t get the chance to finish the question, because she’d gotten into position below me, and had raised herself up so high, her pussy was actually pushing my face up.  There was such a sense of urgency in her actions, I couldn’t help but dart my tongue out and begin licking.  Well… that and the fact she was partially smothering me with her crotch.

Without a ring gag getting in the way, I was able to lick, suck, and even gently nibble her clit, which really got her motor running.  She must’ve been fairly well worked up before I even started, because it took almost no time at all before I felt her begin to tense up and grind up onto my face even harder.

When she started to cum, it seemed like she tried to close her knees, which were up next to my head, and were almost as powerful as a vice.  Now she was smothering me for real, but I kept licking her clit as fast as I could, knowing even the best orgasm is over in a matter of seconds.

Hers lasted an alarmingly long time, but seemed to sap all her strength at the end, since she collapsed to the ground, giving me the opportunity for a much-needed breath of fresh air.  Her chest was heaving so hard and fast you’d think she was the one who’d been suffocating, not me!

It seemed I’d done a world class job at eating her out, and I felt surprisingly proud at my ability to evoke such a strong response out of her.  I just hoped she recovered fast, because now it was my turn, and I needed it just as bad as she had!

Unfortunately, the rapid approach of some footsteps cancelled our plans.

“What do you think you are doing?” the robed man asked, in a low, menacing tone.

Celeste jumped up so fast, you’d think she got bit on the ass.  She somehow managed to go from splayed out supine on the ground, to kneeling with her head bowed in the blink of an eye.

“It appears I’ve been far too lenient with you lately, and you’ve forgotten the price of disobedience.  I’ll have to do something about that… and perhaps a good demonstration will teach a lesson to your new friend as well.”

What had seemed like harmless fun a few moments ago had taken a sudden turn for the worst.  I didn’t know what the price of disobedience was, didn’t want to find out, but didn’t appear to have a choice.  We were up shit creek without a boat, let alone a paddle.


The Price of Disobedience

It was hard to see what was going on, but it looked like two men strung her up with her hands above her head, and a long spreader bar between her ankles.  Based on the muffled sounds she made, I think they’d gagged her as well, although I hadn’t seen it happen.  For about the millionth time I wished those assholes hadn’t stomped on my glasses when they’d taken me.

“Here’s how this is going to work,” he said, taking a seat next to my head.  “Since you were equally guilty for the trouble she’s in, so shall you be responsible for her punishment.  My men and I only like one thing more than giving a good flogging, so unless you want to watch my slave suffer, I suggest you do your best to keep us distracted.  Our attention will to turn to her whenever we get bored.”

I knew exactly what he meant, but I couldn’t let Celeste get whipped for a momentary lack of judgment and harmless fun, could I?  I knew speaking was against the rules, so I nodded my head, gave a sexy moan, and tried to writhe as sensually as my bonds allowed.

“Ah, I like to see such a willing and eager volunteer, but there are rules you must follow.  Since it was an unpermitted orgasm that got her in trouble, you shall share in that restriction yourself.  If you cannot control your urges, she will receive ten lashes from the cane.”

I sent a silent sorry to Celeste, knowing the first man to touch me was likely to finish the job she’d started with her intimate rubbing.  I guess it was her fault for making me so horny, but that didn’t mean she should get punished so severely for it.  I remembered quite clearly what a single blow from the cane had felt like, and couldn’t even fathom getting ten in a row.

After ordering me to keep my head up so I could watch, he got to his feet and barked out an order in Spanish.  It was either a human wasp, or a woman wearing a very
 tight corset that rushed over, carrying a long, flat case.  He opened it and took something from inside… a flogger maybe, based on the size… and almost casually walked behind Celeste.

I counted twenty loud cracks of leather meeting flesh, as he quickly struck at her exposed ass, and then twenty more when he came around to her front, so he could flog her tits.  When he finished and looked back at me, I swallowed and then licked my lips seductively in a silent invitation.  I even tried to do a twerk, although I don’t think it was very effective with the way I was bound.

It was enough.  He handed the flogger back to the woman, removed the wide leather belt holding his robed closed, and handed it to her as well.  Even being half blind, I couldn’t help but notice the large protrusion that poked out from his midsection as he strolled towards and then behind me.  I’d felt the size of it before, but never really got a good look it… if every man here was hung like a horse, he had a very
 good reason to be known as the Master stallion!

Between my natural lubrication, and the massive amount of lotion Celeste had used, my pussy accepted his huge tool with almost no resistance.  It felt like he stopped when he was only about halfway in me, and then simply stood there.

After a few moments, the woman put down the case, and went over to Celeste with the belt in her hand.  Her first blow landed directly between her splayed legs, and drew a loud shriek out of her, despite the gag she wore.

I might’ve been a little slow, but I wasn’t stupid.  Stretching my limbs to the maximum the ropes allowed, I thrust myself back on him, doing all I could within the limits I had available.

Pushing back gained me another couple of inches, and I found I wasn’t quite able to pull all the way off his cock when I lunged forwards, which was probably a good thing considering Celeste’s plight.  If he fell out, I wouldn’t be able to get him back without help.

It was an exhausting way to have sex, but I kept at it without pause, hoping my stamina could outlast his.  Being worked up helped a fair amount, although the longer I went at it, the more worried I became about reaching climax.  It was a tricky balancing act, and one I feared I might be losing.

I couldn’t even stop long enough to catch my breath or regain some composure, since every time I tried, the woman gleefully resumed working Celeste over with the belt.  The cracks sounded especially loud now, and gave me the motivation I needed to keep going.

I really
 started getting worried about cumming when someone new joined the party by standing over top of me, and reached around to play with my tits.  All I could see of this newcomer was big boots, and the hands fondling me were of an average size, so I didn’t even know if it was a guy or a girl.  I guess it didn’t matter, but I was curious anyway.

That did it… after only a minute or so of having the extra stimulus, I couldn’t hold back my orgasm any longer, and I literally exploded.  I bucked, thrashed, screamed, pumped his cock, and started shaking uncontrollably, while jets of pure, unadulterated bliss blasted through me.

I didn’t care about anything else while it lasted, but as soon as it began to subside I realized I’d just condemned Celeste to ten lashes from the cane.  I immediately felt guilty, even though I knew it hadn’t been my fault; a body can only take so much stimulation before it reacts the way nature intended it to.

When my head stopped spinning, I realized the Master must’ve finished as well, since his cock had disappeared at around the same time I collapsed in exhaustion.  While he moved back to Celeste, picking up a cane from the case on his way behind her, I found out the fondler was a guy.

I discovered this because he took the place behind me the Master had just vacated, and began pushing his well-lubricated cock into my ass.  Before you can ask, yes… Mr. Army boots was just as well-endowed as everyone else in this Mexican shithole!

Like his boss he didn’t bother to actually fuck me, but neither did he allow me any range of motion.  He simply stuck it in me as deep as he could, and kept pressing forward.  With no way to stimulate him, I had a feeling his pole was gonna be lodged up there for quite some time.  He might’ve been taking a nap for all I knew!

Now that the Master had taken over punishing Celeste, the woman decided to have a little fun at my
 party.  She lay down below my face, but rather than putting her knees up like Celeste had, she wrapped her legs tightly around my head.

She’d left me the tiniest sliver of open space to breathe through, but could close that off in an instant if I let my attention wander, like when I heard the caning start; her legs felt as strong as steel bands when she flexed her muscles and squeezed.

I got another big squeeze when I tried to get her off as fast as possible, and faintly heard the word ‘slow’, muffled by her thighs over my ears.  Apparently, Mr. Army boots wasn’t the only one looking for an extended play session, but as long as they were occupied with me, Celeste wouldn’t be whipped.  It was a kinky version of a Mexican standoff.

Through a series of correctional squeezes, I learned that she liked it when I licked up and down along her labia, and gradually penetrated her with my tongue.  An occasional flick of the clit was okay, but if I tried to cheat and did it too often, she’d squeeze my head so hard and long, I’d get spots in front of my eyes from the lack of air.

She also said something I couldn’t make out whenever she clenched her legs, and I eventually figured out it was a signal to whip Celeste for not doing my job right.  They were the only ones allowed to cheat.

I swear I was stuck like that for well over an hour before she began grinding and bucking her hips a little, giving me a few quick squeezes until I began licking faster.  She wanted me to finish her off, so I was able to attack the clit without getting smothered, and even with a tired tongue I was able to make her cum in no time at all.

Of course, as soon as her orgasm peaked, her legs involuntarily clenched and began suffocating me, plus she was one hell of a squirter, so I felt like I was drowning!  The man behind me chose that time to end his extended session as well, and came rather quickly after he began pounding my ass.

It felt incredibly strange when he slipped out of my ass after being inside me for so long.  The human body can adapt to anything, and I almost
 missed having the pressure back there.  Almost, but not quite.

The woman slipped out from under me, but remained stretched out on the blanket just a foot away.  Now that my view was unobstructed, I saw Celeste hanging limply from her wrists, like she was unconscious or semiconscious at best.  Poor girl!

The Master lay next to the woman and had a quiet conversation with her for a while, helped her out of her clothes, and gave her a quick coating of lotion.  I couldn’t blame her, since a corset would be incredibly hot to wear in the sun, and maybe she wanted to get a tan too.  After another brief conversation, they both turned towards me and laughed.  Oh goodie… something new to brighten my day was about to happen.

It was a new position they had in mind, and not a good one.  I was flipped over onto my back again, but they’d left the barrel in place instead of letting me lie on the blanket, so now I was bent backwards in a very uncomfortable arch!

With me taken care of, they returned their attention to Celeste, but thankfully not to punish her.  She had some sort of dildo harness buckled around her hips, was cut down, and ‘refreshed’ with a bucket of water over her head.  Sputtering and coughing, but definitely with it again, she was led behind me, and they spent a few minutes with her, presumably adding to her restraints.

I jumped when I felt the hot tip of the sun-warmed dildo touch my pussy, but I was too exposed and too tightly bound to keep it from sliding inside.  Not that struggling would’ve accomplished anything other than earning one or both of us a punishment, but some things are instinctive.

Once the whole length of the thing was buried inside me, the woman returned into view, and knelt over my head.  She uttered the word ‘slow’ again, before lowering her mound back onto my mouth.

Even though she couldn’t use her legs to squeeze the life out of me, this was in no way a better predicament for me.  All she needed to do was allow her weight to fall on me, and I was instantly being smothered again.

Once I’d returned to the licking method she preferred, I heard her clap her hands in a slow, steady, rhythmic manner.  She was setting the pace, and Celeste began fucking me in sync with the claps; out on one clap, in on the next.

After about three hundred licks and strokes, (my only way of telling time) she started clapping again, but at a faster speed.  I wasn’t allowed to go faster yet, so now I was getting an in and out poke for each lick I gave her.

The woman’s hands had found their way to my chest, and she was tweaking my nipples at the same rhythm I was being fucked at.  My left nipple for out, right for in, and between it all my lust was back on the rise again.  Would Celeste be beaten again if I came?  I had no way of knowing, but it was a moot point since I had no way of stopping it either.

Slowly but surely, I was pushed closer and closer to the cliff, and when she clapped once more to increase Celeste’s speed, I went over the edge.  Lost in the moment of my rapture, I must’ve forgotten to keep licking, since she began smothering me again.

For some reason it seemed to drive my orgasm even higher, and my vision was turning grey around the edges before I remembered what I had to do if I wanted to get even the slightest bit of air into my lungs.  It was hard to catch my breath after that, since she had Celeste go at it as fast as she could, and the logistics of breathing and licking at the same time felt as hard as doing advanced calculus in my head.

Knowing what it was about to do to me, I came close to giving up altogether when the dildo started vibrating with the intensity of a jackhammer, and every inward thrust was mashing the buzzing base hard against my clit.  I didn’t stand a chance, and her raucous laughter told me she bloody well knew it.  I think she was getting off more over our predicament, than from anything I was doing with my tongue!

Within a few minutes I was cumming my brains out, and then again, a few minutes past that when Celeste finally had one, and used me for support by keeping the vibrating monster all the way in.  That might’ve been a double or triple orgasm with how long it took before she was able to resume fucking me properly, but by this point it didn’t matter; it all blended together in my mind.

I was cumming like a fiend, licking, getting smothered, and occasionally getting a good lungful of air.  Celeste and the woman were enjoying their fair share of orgasms by now as well, but if I couldn’t even keep track of mine anymore, there was no way I could pay attention to theirs.

All I knew was that screams of pleasure would occasionally cut through the air that didn’t come from my throat, and a couple of times the woman squirted all over my face.  The drowning sensation was even worse with my nose and mouth facing upwards, but I fought through it and kept licking.

The one thought remaining was that the woman would most likely keep going until I wore her out, so that’s what I was striving for.  If I could outlast her was a whole other story, but I was trying my hardest, and she was giving me free rein to pleasure her any way I could now.

That meant I could do a lip lock over her clit, suck the engorged bundle of nerves right into my mouth, and attack it head on with a circling, darting tongue, and even lightly with my teeth to really isolate it.  She went totally ape shit whenever I did that, but it was hard to do a bucking, thrashing, grinding, moving target.

Difficult or not, I managed to hit the bull’s-eye enough that she was cumming just as often as Celeste and I were, and she finally had to back off.  I’d won!  Sort of.

At about the same time she got off my face and dropped splayed limbed on the ground ahead of me, Celeste had a stunningly massive orgasm of her own.  If I didn’t know better I’d swear she was being electrocuted by a high-voltage power line, she was convulsing so hard and so long… and then she seemed to just collapse on top of me.  I think she might’ve passed out from orgasm overload!

My ordeal should’ve been over at that point, but unfortunately the powerful vibrator was still inside me, held in place by the full weight of her body, so I kept cumming just as hard and often as when she was fucking me with it!  The woman either didn’t notice or didn’t care, and had lain back like she was going to take a fucking nap!

I suspected I’d be joining the two of them in slumber land soon as well, but even that wouldn’t end things.  I’m ninety-nine percent certain I felt Celeste have an orgasm while she slept on top of me, something I hadn’t known was even possible!

It was a close thing, but the toy mercifully stopped buzzing before I reached that point, and I was finally able to start recovering slightly.  Of course, by this point I was so fucking exhausted I fell asleep a few minutes later anyway, but it still felt like a victory to me.  It wasn’t much, but I’d take it.


Sold to the Highest Bidder

I was more than a little dazed and confused when I awoke, but that seemed to be the norm these days.  Part of my confusion came from the fact I was blindfolded, my back was still arched fairly severely, and I was definitely outside, so I thought I was still bent backwards over the barrel.

I wasn’t… I was lying on the ground in a very tight hogtie.  They’d somehow managed to free, move, and rebind me without my knowing it.  I must’ve slept like a rock!

Once my new position had become apparent, I was able to take in and process the rest of my predicament.  A leather covered bar was holding my mouth open, and pressing into the corners, so it could only be a bit gag.  It wasn’t the worst thing they’d gagged me with, but it wasn’t one of my favorites either.

There was also a tremendous pressure in my privates, both front and back.  It felt like they must’ve used the two biggest dildos they had to stuff me like a turkey, and the more I thought about it, the greater the pressure seemed to become.  Especially the one in my ass, which was so big, it was actually making me a little nauseous.

What else could I figure out?  The sun wasn’t beating down on me anymore, so it was probably evening, and I could hear many low voices nearby, so I wasn’t alone.  I’d occasionally hear the clink of bottles or glasses, so maybe they were having a party.

Whatever was going on, I was left alone for so long I thought I’d been simply trussed up and put out of the way somewhere, but then I heard some of the voices grow louder, and knew they hadn’t forgotten about me.

“This one is an interesting acquisition,” the robed Master said, stroking my thigh.  “She’s reasonably docile for the most part, and also has a pathetically low pain tolerance, so whoever buys her will have an easy time keeping her in line.”

Holy shit… was he putting me up for auction?  Was I surrounded by potential buyers, who were looking me over like a piece of meat?

“As you can see, she’s fairly flexible, and with a little work, can easily become even more so.  Notice how she isn’t even struggling in one of my better hogties?  This is after a mere ten days as one of my toys, and we haven’t even begun to test her true limits yet.”

Ten days?  Had it really been that long?

“Best of all is her capacity for pleasure.  She is already experienced with all three of her holes, and my wife tells me she has one of the most talented tongues she’s ever felt.  It’s also quite amusing to see how easily she can be brought to orgasm.  Watch her closely, and feel free to inspect the merchandise.”

The toy stuffing my pussy roared to life, and was also vibrating against my clit.  I was aghast at the thought of being made to cum while four or more people were groping me, but the vibrations were so strong, I had about zero chance of stopping it.

In an embarrassingly short amount of time, I found myself rocking back and forth slightly, which was about all I could manage to do while tied like this.  Just before I reached the peak, the vibrations cut off without warning, and my struggles grew more frantic as I tried to get that little extra bit of stimulation to finish the job.

When had I gone from fighting against it, to needing it?  They all laughed at my futile efforts and ruined orgasm, which I found to be even more humiliating than cumming in front of them would’ve been.

“If you really want to break her, I suggest using one of your secondary slaves to keep her in a state of constant arousal for a few weeks.  She’ll be putty in your hands after that, and most likely become the best pleasure slave on the planet!”

A few weeks?  I was ready to do almost anything right now after just a few minutes of being teased and denied.  If someone kept me like this for a few weeks I wouldn’t be putty in their hands, I’d be a gibbering pile of mush!

A woman with a strange accent offered five thousand euros for me, but my kidnapper simply scoffed, saying I was worth far more than that.  (I was slightly prejudiced in the matter, but I had to agree!)  On the other hand, if the bidding was low enough, maybe I’d be able to bid on myself for my freedom.

Then again, if I told him how to access my bank account, he’d probably drain it dry and count it as extra profit before selling me to someone else.  No… I wouldn’t be getting out of this mess that easily.

She countered with a loud harrumph, called him a liar, and said her offer was plenty fair unless my so-called ‘unique talents’ could be proven.  He readily agreed, and called for a servant to keep me ‘warmed up’ for a few hours, so I’d be eager to prove how talented my tongue was to the doubting woman, in exchange for even the slightest chance to cum.

The bit gag made my pleading unintelligible, but didn’t do a lot to cut down on the noise I could make.  They laughed all the harder at my lame attempts to beg for mercy, and I felt the vibrations return at a low speed.  I knew in an instant it was too slow to accomplish anything other than keep me hornier than a toad, although maybe I’d get lucky and another bidder might want to see how hard they could make me cum.

Of course, with the way my luck had been lately, if that
 happened they’d probably ‘forget’ to turn it off until I’d orgasmed myself into unconsciousness, like Celeste had earlier.  While it’d keep me from worrying about which of these people was about to become my new owner, it also meant I’d only discover my fate after it was too late to do anything about it.

Not that I could do much about it right now, but it’d be good to know, and the information might help me plan my escape during the trip.  There had
 to be a way out of this mess, if only I could think properly.

The robed Master showed me off to several other groups, so it seemed like there were always hands on me, touching, fondling, groping, and occasionally pinching my nipples or slapping my ass.  I guess that was the one good thing about being hogtied; not as many targets available.

The Master’s servant was there as well, with her own sensual caresses, and to tease me with the vibrator.  Several times I’m sure I felt the long, sharp fingernails of the woman who wanted to buy me as well, but she never said anything, and usually left after a stroke or two.  Checking up on my progress I guess.

She might’ve been the only woman buyer here, since all the other bids or inquiries came from men’s voices.  Most offers were in U.S. dollars or euros, but I heard both rubles and riyals as well, (whatever they were… maybe Middle Eastern?) so apparently there was a strong international element to this auction.

What would it be like to be sold to some strict Russian Dom, or added to the harem of a Saudi prince?  Would one be preferable to the other?  Without a doubt, but I knew nothing of these people, so it was impossible to judge.

It was also unlikely I’d be asked my opinion in the matter, but thinking about it helped distract me from the ache in my limbs, and the maddening vibrations in my pussy.  Combined with all the fondling, this session of teasing was the worst one yet, and I swear every minute seemed like at least five.

Then again, with no way of telling time, it might’ve really been five minutes for every one.  All I knew for sure that if the woman wanted me worked up so I’d be motivated to eat her out right, she’d succeeded in spades!  Hell… I’d be more than willing to show my gratitude to anyone
 kind enough to let me out of this backbreaking hogtie… or get rid of the vibrator… or get rid of the torpedo up my ass!

There were three or four sets of hands on me when all my wishes were granted at once.

The rope connecting my ankles to my elbows was cut without warning, causing my legs to extend like they were spring loaded.  Four different pieces of rope were holding my legs together, and having them removed was almost as much of a relief, because now it meant the intruders between my legs might be next.

They were, and to my surprise I felt the plug in my ass deflate before it was pulled out.  I hadn’t imagined the pressure increase back there at all!

They didn’t remove the other toy until my legs were rebound ankle to thigh in a frog tie, almost like they were afraid to remove all of my bindings at once.  Like I’d be able to run off or something, with weak legs, bound arms, and a blindfold on my face.

When my arms were freed, I found them even more useless than my legs had been.  Even if I wasn’t outnumbered, I wouldn’t have been able to stop them from folding them over like they’d just done to my legs.  I would’ve liked my arms free for a little longer to get some life back in ‘em, but at least this was a much easier tie to endure.

At the same time I felt my gag being undone, I felt the woman’s sharp fingernails pinch my nipples, stopping just
 before inflicting some serious pain.

“Silencio!
” I heard her warn me, and I didn’t need to be told twice.

I did squawk when I was lifted off the ground, but that was just out of surprise.  The blindfold was quite disorienting, and I had a momentary vision of being pitched off a cliff.  I wasn’t tossed anywhere, and in fact, I was lowered quite slowly and gently… onto a very hard, very large cock!

I hadn’t been expecting it, and wondered if it meant the woman had been outbid by one of the men.  Or maybe not… I smelled her musk a moment before my face was pulled forward into her crotch.  Maybe these were the last two bidders remaining, and they wanted to both sample the wares before deciding.

Oh shit… make that three final bidders!  One more cock pressed for entry into the one opening I had left, and as soon as the bulbous head popped past my sphincter, I started feeling just as overstuffed as before.

It was the last man who was the most energetic, and his hard, deep thrusts rocking me back and forth was how the man below me was doing me.  It wasn’t much motion for him at all, but it felt so fucking good after my extended edging session, I knew I’d start cumming in mere seconds.

It was as inevitable as the tides, and almost as soon as I’d thought it, my orgasm washed over me just as powerfully as any tidal wave.  It was so strong it was almost too much to take, but the man behind me wasn’t slowing down, and the stimulation of the dual penetration was increasing the duration into record setting territory.

Only the woman’s hands and crotch kept me from falling forward when the waves finally receded, but that made me remember I was supposed to be giving her pleasure as well.  I was lucky she hadn’t pinched my nipples off for forgetting, or forcing the issue by smothering me like the other woman had.

Even as my lust was back on the rise, I stuck out my tongue and found the rhythm where I could get a good lick in every time the man behind me rocked me forward.  Pinpoint targeting was impossible, but what I lacked in technique, I made up for with enthusiasm.  Out of the three people here, she would most likely be the best owner for me, so I wanted to make her happy.

It wasn’t easy, especially once my next climax was getting close to a critical mass.  I was doing my best to keep it contained, knowing an orgasm would totally screw up the progress I’d made on the woman, but it was a losing battle.

In a pathetically short amount of time I exploded again, and went completely rigid while pure pleasure coursed through my veins.  It left me so short of breath I vaguely wondered if the woman had smothered me after all, and I simply hadn’t noticed.  I didn’t think so, but I was so cum drunk by now, I could barely remember my own name.

This one passed a little quicker than the first, possibly because I’d clenched all my muscles so much, the men behind me could barely penetrate me.  I wondered if it hurt to have a cock clamped down in a fleshy vice, but they never complained, and the full speed thrusts resumed as soon as I relaxed.

My pussy was so sensitive now, I started experiencing a string of mini-orgasms that made it harder to work on the woman, but I think she was getting closer finally, since she began thrusting her hips out to meet my darting tongue.  Now it felt like a race to see if I could finish her off before I lost it again, or the men behind me blew their loads.

Having her thrust forward to meet my tongue was mashing my nose, but it also helped me flick hard over her clit.  The man in my ass had just increased his pace as well, which probably meant he was close to finishing, and even the man below me was finally taking an active role.

My own orgasm was getting close yet again, so now it really was a race, with pretty much equal odds all the way around.  When it finally started happening, it was too close to call.

Either my orgasm set off the guy behind me, or his cumming deep inside me started mine, but either way, we both finished at the same time, and started a chain reaction.  I was held forward while he came, so I was able to perfectly attack the woman’s clit and rock her world, and the muscle contractions in my pussy milked the last guy enough to make him shoot his load.

Porn stars could shoot sex scenes for a lifetime and never have such a perfect four-way simultaneous orgasm scene, but we’d achieved it almost by accident, and I was the one who’d been the cause.  It was a pretty amazing feeling, really, and almost made this whole ordeal worth it.

All good things must come to an end, though, and as we slowly disentangled our four person pile of sweaty flesh, reality began to return.  This wasn’t a movie, it was an auction… and one of them would soon be taking me home as a sex slave.

Reality wasn’t the only thing to return; the inflatable torpedo took the place of the recently vacated cock up my ass, and was pumped up just as big as before.  The vibrator came next like I knew it would, but at least they didn’t bother to turn it on.  That small favor was offset by the return of that nasty pump up panel gag, and I realized too late I’d just missed my last chance to beg for my freedom.

To make matters worse, they stepped out of earshot to discuss my fate, so I had no idea which one of them won the bidding war.  The robed Master ordered someone to package me up for shipment, so I wouldn’t find out until I was already at my final destination.

One by one, the ropes holding my limbs bent back were replaced by tape, which fused them together even tighter, but with the pressure more evenly distributed, it weirdly felt a little easier to endure.  More tape was used to weld them to my torso, and they used so much of it for this stage of the packaging, I doubted there was even a sliver of exposed flesh left anywhere from my neck to my hips!

A soft, fluffy mass was pressed between my legs before they extended the tape down past my hips and between my legs.  I think it was a large adult diaper, which meant my trip would be long enough for me to need one.  Was I going overseas?

When they’d taken the tape all the way to the end of my knees again, I thought they were done.  Not even close… I was folded over and held in place with my knees up by my chest, so they could add another layer over my entire body, turning me into a compact human ball.

I couldn’t feel much with all the tape they used, but I knew it when I was picked up, and placed in a tight, wooden space.  Unbelievably, I think they were crating me up!

“How many drip bags for the IV, and how many air tanks for the mask?” I heard someone ask.

“Enough for a two week trip,” was the reply.

“That long?”

“Yeah, we have to hide her in a cargo container to get by customs.”

“I’ll add something extra into the mix then.”

Two weeks?  Two fucking weeks trapped like this in a wooden crate, bound for who knows where?

About the only thing I could move was my head, and I began shaking it violently in denial.  I don’t think it fazed my captor, since he simply held a rubber mask over my nose until whatever it was took effect, and sapped my remaining strength.  It didn’t put me out, but my whole body had gone numb, and my mind felt like it was floating a few feet above the crate.  I almost laughed at how absurd it made me feel.

The mask was left in place while he wrapped a tall, stiff collar around my neck to immobilize it, but temporarily removed so a heavy hood could be placed over my head.  He worked so fast and efficiently, my head hadn’t cleared even in the slightest before the mask returned to make sure I stayed in la-la land.

He must’ve shouted directly into my face to make himself understood through it all, but I’m sure I heard the words right.

“As a reward for being the best lay I’ve had all year, I’m giving you a going away present.  The extra battery packs should make it last for the entire trip.”

With that, the vibrator started up again, and was able to cut through the tingly numbness the gas had imposed on me.  Was it really going to run for two weeks?  That seemed like a long time, but between the gas and the pleasant sensations the vibrator caused, I couldn’t really think about what it meant.

I wasn’t even able to comprehend that the loud banging I heard was a lid being nailed onto my crate, or the additional floating I felt meant I was being moved.  The only thing left that existed in the entire universe was the vibrator.  The last coherent thought I had before the orgasms began, was wondering if it would burn out before I did.

***

I’d closed my eyes at some point in my journey, and when I opened them next, I found I was lying on a strangely soft surface.  I scratched my nose while I tried to figure out what I was lying on, and that seemed to be strange as well for some reason.

It wasn’t until I’d grabbed my glasses off my nightstand that I figured out I was lying in a bed… my bed, to be precise.  I was home!

Had it all been a dream?  No… peeling back the light sheet I was covered with, I could see that the white bra and panties I was wearing seemed whiter than ever next to my deeply tanned skin.  Tanned everywhere except for two small rings around my wrists where the ropes had blocked the sun.

Holy shit!  It hadn’t been a dream, it had been the adventure I’d paid for!

They’d made it seem so real, the thought hadn’t even crossed my mind during the entire time I’d been a captive, yet it was the only possible explanation of why I was safe and sound in my own bed right now.

I waited another ten minutes before I felt up to making a trip to the bathroom, and as I got up, I saw my phone on the nightstand, and picked it up in passing.  That’s when I got my next big shock, since according to the date it displayed, I’d only been gone two days.  Two friggen days!

They’d really fucked with my mind to make two days seem like two weeks, and wondering how they’d pulled it off was only one of the million questions forming in my mind.  Luckily, they’d anticipated this, and left me a text telling me to check my email ASAP.

Riley,

We hope your damsel in distress kidnap fantasy was everything you were hoping for, and look forward to talking to you soon to discuss it.  Since we know you have plenty of questions, we’ve endeavored to answer the most pressing of them in this message.

First off, you never went to Mexico, and in fact, you were only taken about five miles away to the house of a friend of ours, who let us use it while he was out of town.  His greenhouse courtyard was our inspiration for the Central America theme.

Secondly, the only people involved were me, my wife, my brother, his fiancé, and the doctor and anesthesiologist, who merely supervised.  It required a lot of fast costume changes to pull it off, but I knew we could make four people seem like a dozen, as long as we could get rid of your glasses first thing.

The hardest part was the time expansion, making each day seem like three.  You practically wore me and my brother out with how many times we had to perform per day, and even Cleo and Celeste were exhausted by the end of the shoot!

Anyone not participating at the moment was taking video and stills, and along with the stationary cameras we positioned before each scene, we should have enough footage to fill several DVD’s, which will be ready for you by early next week.

Please send us a message as soon as you finish reading this, so we know you’re all right, and remember to take it slow on the food and drink at first.

Yours truly,

Anthony and Cleo,

Bondage Fantasies Unlimited

Well I’ll be damned.  I guess they really had given me everything I’d asked for, and the extreme nature of the fantasy was due to my own recklessness in setting no limits.  Be careful what you ask for indeed!

I ran a bath, and took an assortment of drinks and munchies in with me, so I could simply soak for as long as I wanted.  Fantasy or not, the bondage had been real, and my whole body ached like I’d been in ten consecutive wrestling matches.  I guess I had been, in a kinky sort of way.

Despite having cum more times in the last two days than I had in the last two years, as my mind floated back to the experience, my hand somehow found its way to the cleft between my legs.  As I slowly rubbed myself, I couldn’t help but wonder if there were any job openings at Bondage Fantasies Unlimited.  I had a feeling I’d fit in just fine, and wondered what the interview process entailed.

###


Volume 3: Self-Bondage Sabotage

My Special Hobby

I must’ve stared into my freezer for at least five minutes before deciding which block of ice I wanted to use tonight.  Each was a larger size than the last, and each held a small key in the center of the block, that was quite literally the key to my freedom.  I’m a self-bondage aficionado, and had been ever since moving out on my own.

I decided on the second largest block of ice, since I hadn’t had a chance to practice my art last weekend, and was feeling especially horny tonight.  This one was good for a smidge over four hours before I’d be able to get the key, which was a little on the long side considering what I wanted to try tonight, but any shorter didn’t seem worth it for how much preparation it took.

Some of my self-bondage scenes took only a few minutes to set up, but those simple options had long grown stale, since getting out was usually just as fast as getting into the bind had been.  I needed more.

My nipples were already rock hard from thinking about what I’d soon be enjoying plus I guess a little from standing in front of the open freezer door for so long.  I rarely wore clothes when I was at home, and the cool air spilling out had been a sharp contrast to the eighty degrees I was comfortable at.

It was tempting to put my nipple clamps on right now, but I resisted the urge, since four hours with the relentless clover clamps pinching down on my sensitive buds was going to be bad enough without jumping the gun.  I’m sometimes a glutton for punishment, but not that much, and not tonight with so much left to do.

First, I had to set up my emergency safety releases.  Spare keys in a bucket of used motor oil that would ruin my living room if I needed to use it, but could be a lifesaver if something went wrong.

Scissors, a file, and a worn hacksaw blade were the backups for my backup, but would take ages to free myself with.  I scattered those throughout the house to make them even less of a temptation to use, and put the block of ice into a hotel pan where it could melt without making a mess.

Now it was time for the fun stuff, but once again I had to remind myself not to start the action until the last possible second.  All the vibrators in my extensive collection were the most powerful money could buy, and if I turned them on too soon, I’d burn myself out before I finished with my restraints.  As good as that might feel right now, a bit of patience would make my orgasms feel at least a hundred times better, so it was definitely worth the wait.

Of course, that didn’t preclude me from indulging in a little pre-game fun to ensure I was as horny as humanly possible before the real… and unstoppable fun began.  That was the true allure of my self-bondage obsession; not being able to simply cum whenever I wanted to, or stop right after.

I’d be bored and in bed by eight if I did that, and what kind of Friday night would that be?  I’m sure most people would think I’m crazy as a loon for what I voluntarily, and even eagerly put myself through, but I wouldn’t give it up for the world.

My ropes never stand me up and leave me hanging at the club, my gags never promise to call and ‘lose’ my number, and my vibrator never rolls over and goes to sleep before I’m finished.  Technically speaking, I guess the last wasn’t completely true… one time I forgot to put in new batteries, and it ran out of juice a nanosecond before I was about to cum.  That was a sucky night.

That wasn’t going to happen tonight with my plugin wand vibrator, although self-bondage with a cord had other complications.  I plug the extension cord into a randomizing timer behind my bed, and tie it off to the leg to make sure it can’t come unplugged once I start moving around.

The extension cord to vibrator connection was covered in tape, plus had another knot, and that was the part that had almost got me into deep shit one time when it got caught under a door.  I had one hell of a time trying to get it free, especially when the powerful vibrations seemed to hit me at the worst possible time.

Enough of that… I needed to stop thinking about the few bad nights I’d had, and finish getting ready for a good one tonight.  I was planning on using steel restraints this time, so the first thing I needed to do was wrap my ankles and wrists.  Handcuffs were great for making me feel helpless, but they could dig into skin like a bitch once I started moving or struggling.

I always restrained my ankles first, since they were quick and easy to do, yet it started imposing the sense of helplessness in me right off the bat.  I swear each click of the cuff’s ratchet arm got my juices flowing a little bit more with each one I heard.

Since I planned on using the wand vibrator with a leather harness to hold it in place, I had to turn on and put the butt plug in place next.  It was set to operate on a pulsing pattern that made me feel like I was riding a rollercoaster, and was damn near enough to get me off even without the main toy running.

Speaking of which… it was already plugged in and ready to go, so all I needed to do was buckle the harness around my waist and thighs, tape the cord near my knee, make sure it was centered on the sweet spot, and click the three tiny locks shut.  Even though I was still mostly free, I’d already passed the point of no return, so I needed to hurry up and finish with my bondage.

Almost by default, I’d selected my favorite gag; the big red ball gag trainer.  It was called a trainer because of the extra straps that went over my head and under my chin, but in my opinion, it should’ve been called an advanced gag because of how secure it felt once all the straps were tight and it was locked in place.  I put on a blindfold first, so the extra straps from the gag would make it impossible for me to rub it off, and then used three more of my tiny locks for the gag.

Now it was time for the nipple clamps, and I put them on as slowly and as carefully as I could.  They’d hurt like a bitch if I put them on too close to the tip, or if they were crooked and the heavy chain connecting them caused one to twist.  I liked a bit of nipple stimulation and pain, but I’m not a complete masochist.

I was always extra careful putting my handcuffs on, because unless the keyhole was on the side my fingers could reach, I’d never be able to get free on my own.  I’d be stuck until the maid came in tomorrow afternoon, and found me lying in a pool of my own sweat, saliva, tears, and more embarrassing fluids caused by half a day of being worked over by the powerful magic wand.  I think I’d have to sell my house and move to Antarctica if that ever happened.

With a few clicks, my hands were now trapped behind my back, and there was only one thing left to do; add the zip tie that would put me in a hogtie.  This was always the hardest part of my self-bondage, since I had almost no range of motion available, and very little leverage to pull on it.  Anyone even slightly less flexible would have found it impossible to even get it around both chains, let alone pull it tight.

It took me at least five minutes to tighten it enough to get the chains to touch, but my sense of accomplishment was muted by the fact my vibrator hadn’t kicked in even briefly yet.  Did I make the boneheaded move of forgetting to turn on the switch?  If so, this was going to be one hell of a long, frustrating night!

The butt plug would help keep me distracted a little, but without the main event to get my motor running, it wouldn’t be long before my jaw was aching, my nipples throbbing, and my limbs burning from the strain.  Bondage on its own didn’t do it for me in the least… it was more like foreplay, and a way to make sure I couldn’t end my fun early.

I quickly became depressed about being stuck like this for the next four friggen hours, but then it kicked on and turned my curses into moans of delight.  I hadn’t screwed up, but the random timer had sure screwed with me!

Since I’d taken the time to pre-warm the oven, I expected to start the night off with a real bang, but almost as if it had a mind of its own, the timer clicked off before I could reach the goal line.  It’s a good thing I was wearing a big gag tonight, or the neighbors might’ve heard me swearing at the top of my lungs.

I hated when that happened, but it was all part of the game.  Being denied for a round would also ensure that when it finally came back on and brought me to orgasm, it would be epic!

Unfortunately, it seemed the random number Gods hated me tonight, and I got three more rounds of short bursts that weren’t quite long enough to do the job.  I thought I’d been horny earlier, but that was nothing compared to how I felt now.  This might turn out to be a longer night than if I’d forgotten to turn on the switch!

I was really regretting putting on the blindfold tonight, since I had no way of knowing how long I had left before it was time to start wiggling my way to the kitchen.  If I went too early, I’d have to spend my remaining time on a hard, cold, tile floor instead of the padded carpet in my bedroom.

It sucked when I did that, but of course it was definitely too early to think about moving.  Maybe next time I could set my alarm clock to let me know when I was down to the final hour, although that would remove a little bit of the mystery.  Not knowing was part of what spiced up my night.

I stopped worrying about it a moment later when the vibrations not only returned, but stayed on long enough to bring me to an amazing explosion of ecstasy that left me panting for breath, and had me halfway to a second orgasm before it finally shut off.  In just a few short minutes, it had made the whole night worth it… and the night was still young!

I had a good long time to enjoy my afterglow before it came on again… long enough that my pussy wasn’t feeling overly sensitive, and I was ready for another round.  That’s when the random timer really
 began fucking with me, and kept denying me for round after round after round, until I wanted to scream.

As near as I could figure, I was somewhere around the midpoint of my adventure before it finally stayed on long enough to give me my much-needed orgasm, and once again I felt like it had been worth the wait.

It seemed to start from somewhere deep inside me, and grew in strength as it rushed to the surface, where it erupted like an earthquake with my clit as the epicenter.  Unlike an orgasm during sex, the powerful vibrator could drive my climax harder, faster, and longer in a non-stop explosion of pure bliss.

Don’t get me wrong… I like a little sausage in the taco, but no mere man could drive me to such heights of pleasure even once, let alone multiple times in one night.  Of course, on the flip side, the timer would occasionally decide to deliver too much pleasure too fast, and this was one of those times.

I went straight from orgasm number two into the third, with only the slightest discernable break between them.  It was almost too much of a good thing, but once again… as soon as the locks were closed it wasn’t my decision anymore.  The loss of control over if, when, and how many times I’d cum was what made this all worthwhile to me.

After the ‘big one’, I had another six or eight rounds of being kept on the edge and denied, but my mind had slipped into a strange place, so I wasn’t keeping proper track.  I was most likely down to the last hour of my ordeal, so I decided to start working my way to the kitchen to see if the ice had melted.

Moving any distance while hogtied was hard enough, but with the addition of the nipple clamps, it easily doubled the difficulty.  Wiggling forward on my chest wasn’t a lot of fun, since it was a guarantee I’d yank them with every move I made.

Laying on my side and inching forward was almost as bad, since it meant gravity pulled the clamps sideways to how they were put on, which added the nipple twist factor into the equation.  I wound up doing a bit of both, switching when one way became intolerable, and even tried moving like an inchworm on my back.  That way pulled my hair a lot when I slid my head across the floor, so I only got a few feet of progress before I had to switch again.

I knew the route pretty well by now, but I still bumped into door frames and the wall several times before feeling the cold kitchen tiles.  The first few minutes were actually quite pleasant to my overheated body, but I knew that wouldn’t last for long.

As luck would have it, that’s when my next orgasm struck, and it disoriented me so much I actually started crawling in the wrong direction.  I probably only missed the hotel pan by a few inches, but I didn’t realize my mistake until I hit the far wall.  I simply had to turn around and try again.

I might’ve missed it a second time if the vibrator hadn’t given me yet another orgasm, and my knee hit the edge of the pan while I was bucking and thrashing in the throes of ecstasy.  I really hoped the ice was melted, since I was getting close to my limits by now.

It wasn’t easy reaching into the pan full of ice water and grabbing a small key… without tipping it over, but I got lucky this time.  The key was still partly stuck in the floating remnant of my ice block, so I managed to snag it without spilling a drop.

Once in a while I’d wind up tipping the entire pan over, and let me tell you… ice water on the nipples when you aren’t expecting it is quite the shock to your system!  It’s even worse if the key is still trapped in ice, and you have to lie in the pool while waiting.

It took me two tries to get it in the handcuff hole, but only because the vibrator came on yet again!  This time I consciously fought my orgasm back, wanting to save the last one for once I was free.  Sort of like a nightcap.

The first thing I did once I had a free hand, was reach around and slowly remove the nipple clamps.  Four hours wearing the things was about three hours too many, but I always felt that way when I was taking them off.  Chances were good I’d be wearing them next time, and the time after that, and so on… just like the bondage, they added something out of my control once the game was on.

The key to my ankle cuffs was different, and waiting for me back in my bedroom.  I had the option of getting to my feet and hoping for the best, but crawling was much safer while blindfolded.  Besides… with how my luck had been running tonight, I’d wind up cumming and getting all turned around again.

Crawling was still ten times faster with my hands free, and I made it back with no troubles this time.  I’d left it on top of my dresser where it was safely out of reach while I was hogtied, but almost gave myself a heart attack when I knocked it off instead of grabbing it.  If it had fallen behind the heavy dresser, retrieving it would’ve been a chore and a half!

Now that my feet were no longer hobbled, I was able to climb onto the step stool in my closet, and retrieve the keys for the tiny padlocks holding my gag and blindfold in place.  It was another potential danger zone, but only if the vibrations returned while I was reaching for the top shelf.

I got lucky by about three seconds, and had another earthshattering orgasm while trying to unlock the gag straps.  It was a good thing I was able to pop the oversized ball out of my mouth, because my lungs were heaving like a bellows by the time it finally passed, and I sure needed the extra air.

Now that I could see again, I was able to search through the box of keys and find the one I’d marked with red nail polish that would unlock my harness.  The box actually held spares for all my locks and cuffs, but there were so many extras, it would take forever to try them one by one and hope I got lucky.

The vibrator came on just as I was pulling the harness off, and I briefly considered mashing it back onto my clit, but I’d had more than enough fun for one night.  I didn’t usually get to cum this much, even during a four hour adventure, and my pussy was a little sore by now.

I’d probably have one last hurrah after my bath and before falling asleep, but that was just standard operating procedure, and a way of celebrating another successful night of self-bondage fun.


New Spice

I didn’t usually indulge myself twice in the same weekend, especially if I did a long one Friday night, but I wanted a little more fun.  I was always looking for new ways of spicing things up, and had come across a rather unique website that gave me a great idea I couldn’t wait to try.

The website was for a company called Bondage Fantasies Unlimited, and they would provide all kinds of kinky bondage services for those willing to pay.  It looked like they fulfilled some truly amazing fantasies, but I wasn’t sure I had the nerve to let random strangers into my world… especially when I would be helpless and completely at their mercy.

I was able to steal a few ideas from them, though.  One of their premier fantasies was something called the random bondage game, where the customer’s adventure would be decided on the fly, based completely on the luck of the draw.

All I needed to do was make several stacks of cards with all my available options sorted by type, and I could turn my self-bondage into surprising new adventures.  I’d need one set for gags, another for my buzzing little friends, a big stack for the different bondage positions I used, and one for duration.  Maybe even a bonus stack for extra surprises like nipple clamps, the blindfold, a hair tie, extended duration, or other ways of making escape harder, but more fun.

The possibilities seemed endless, although I’d have to discipline myself to accepting the luck of the draw.  Maybe I could allow myself to draw an extra card from the bonus pile if the other choices come in too tame for my liking, but that would be about it.  Anything more and I might as well just skip the cards and pick what I wanted, which would totally defeat the purpose of trying to make it random.

By the time the cards were ready, shuffled, and squared off in nice, neat piles, I found I was already getting damp between my legs.  Not knowing exactly what I was in for was a small change, but it sure got my motor running.  I began flipping cards.

Position: Frog tied legs and cuffed hands

Main Toy: Sound activated egg

Secondary Toy: Inflatable plug

Duration: One hour

Gag: Ring gag

It wasn’t the greatest combination, so I decided to add one from my bonus pile.

Extra: Blindfolded round the world tour

Hmm… the bonus card meant I had to travel all around the house to collect the various keys I’d need, but that shouldn’t take too long with the simple bondage and a sound activated toy.  I could move around completely silently if I wanted to, so wouldn’t have to worry about having an orgasm unless I chose
 to make some noise.  Unless…

Yeah, there was a way to make this scene much
 harder, without breaking the simple rules I’d set for the game.  In fact, I’d have to add my idea in permanently if this trial run went well.

I put the first key in the laundry room, in front of the washer and drier.  It opened a lockbox containing the next key I needed, and so on until the final box.

The second key went into the spare bedroom by the TV.

Number three was in the kitchen behind my laptop.

The fourth was in the bathroom next to my radio.

Key number five I put in between the TV and stereo in the living room.

The final key I put in the bottom drawer of my antique, lockable dresser, mixed in with my socks.

Each key location now contained a sound bomb guaranteed to drive me wild if I remained in the area too long.  My one simple, yet brilliant idea had just increased the difficulty and fun of my game by an order of magnitude!

Preparation for this one was minimal.  I set my alarm clock, started a load of laundry, put a pair of sneakers in the drier, and proceeded to make myself helpless.  The gag was first, since it was the easiest, followed by two belts over each leg to hold them bend back in the frog tie.

I needed no lube to slide the vibrating egg into my twat, and only a little for the inflatable butt plug.  Even though it slid inside me the easiest of all my butt plugs, I wasn’t overly fond of that particular toy, since it was quite a behemoth once it was pumped up.  Well, that was the luck of the draw I guess.

I needed to add a crotch rope to make sure I couldn’t push the egg out, which was a possibility if I came hard enough to squirt.  That was a distinct possibility tonight, since the inflatable plug seemed to add pressure to the egg nestled in my G-spot, and the background noise from the rest of the house was already making the toy hum at a low speed!  I needed to hurry.

I wrapped my wrists, put on the blindfold, and clicked the cuffs in place behind my back.  I shuddered from a combination of fear and excitement now that I was fully committed.  The only way out was to get each and every key, or use a phone to dial 911.

Okay… laundry room first.  Moving in a frog tie was much easier than when I was hogtied, but the first key was clear across the house, and I’d have to pass through the living room and kitchen to get to it.  I thought it’d be fun to get hit by my sound bombs multiple times, but I’d grossly underestimated how well the toy reacted to the noise.

It was buzzing away at a medium speed as soon as I hit the hallway, and you wouldn’t believe what the action movie playing on my living room TV did to it.  The machine guns going off in the movie felt like they were hitting me right where I lived, and I didn’t even make it to the kitchen before I started to cum like a fiend!

Holy shit!  I almost never have an orgasm this early in one of my self-bondage adventures, and if I didn’t force myself to keep moving, they’d keep coming until the toy died or I did!

Have you ever tried shuffling forward on bound legs, while an orgasm races through your body, and exploding bombs in the background are echoed with explosions of pleasure in your crotch?  The rope between my legs was even rubbing against my clit every time I moved, so going forward was twice as hard as staying still, but I couldn’t stop now, or even slow down.

I’d set some BDSM movies playing on my laptop, and someone was getting spanked, fucked, or both as I passed it.  The fleshy slaps didn’t trigger my toy as strongly as the movie on TV did, but the erotic moans of the girl turned me on something fierce right now, and I almost came again before I passed it!

When I rounded the corner into the laundry room, I found the noise from the drier was much louder than I’d initially thought, and the tumbling shoes had just enough variance to it that it felt like my vibrator was having an epileptic attack.  Thank God I didn’t have to open a lockbox in here, or I’d probably orgasm myself into oblivion!

While I was turning around, the washing machine started its spin cycle, and that was it for me.  I immediately started cumming even harder than the first time, and fell over on my side as the incredible bursts of ecstasy short-circuited my brain.

Getting back on my knees in the cramped room was one of the hardest things I’d ever done, since my body was alternating between orgasmic tensing, and sated limpness.  I had to wiggle out on my side, and barely made it before I came again.

I’d definitely bitten off more than I could chew, but never in my wildest dreams did I ever imagine the puny vibrating egg could do such a number on me.  The laptop was playing an unmistakable sex scene when I passed it, but at least it wasn’t an overly loud one, so I passed that danger zone without too much difficulty.

The gunfire and explosions from the living room had ceased as well, but the thrum of a helicopter was almost as bad, and I went past it as fast as I could.  Moving that fast really caused the crotch rope to stimulate my clit, but I had to grit my teeth and control myself in order to get out of the danger zone before another loud fight scene started.

The TV in the guest bedroom was playing a different movie, but a car chase with police sirens was just as bad as the gunfire had been, if not worse.  The siren would peg the vibrations at max speed for a moment, let it down to only about medium, and then race back up.

I found myself moving in time with the siren, and managed to keep from falling off the edge into sweet oblivion until the loud screech of tires obliterated my self-control, and once again I found myself on my side, thrashing and humping air like a mindless beast.

To make matters worse, I got up facing the wrong direction, and didn’t realize my mistake until I bumped into the folding closet doors!  My pussy was actually starting to hurt by this point, and I’m not even going to mention what all that rubbing was doing to my poor clit.

I had to cheat, or there was no way I’d ever be able to make it, and I thought there might be a way.  When I’d turned on the TV, I’d put the remote on the stand in front of it, and if I stretched really hard I should be able to reach it.  It was close, but I managed to knock it to the floor and find the power button with shaking, fumbling fingers.

The relief of having the toy drop down to its lowest setting was palpable, and I lay there for quite some time before I even tried opening the lockbox.  Thank God I still had the key clenched tightly in my fist… I shuddered to think of what might happen to me if I lost the key while in the throes of passion, and didn’t realize I’d dropped it until it was too late!

I calmed down and regained as much strength as I could before making the move to the next lockbox.  That living room and kitchen area was danger central, so I decided to cheat once more and scrape off the blindfold… I’d need every advantage I could get if I was going to survive this night.

Dramatic music was playing in the living room, which, while loud, was far better than explosions.  I made it to the kitchen without much difficulty this time, but the movie playing in there was of a girl bound on top of a sybian machine, being forced to cum over and over and over.  I had newfound sympathy for her, but I also hated her slightly since she wasn’t gagged, and her loud screams of pleasure were enough to set me off once again.

There was no way I could fit the tiny key into the lockbox while I was riding the tidal waves of my biggest orgasm yet, and to make matters worse, I squirted all over the place and made the floor quite slippery.  I couldn’t stop from cumming a second time before I managed to finish my task, and groggily head for the bathroom.

I almost cried when I heard the opening cords of Ironman by Black Sabbath echo in the tiny room, and I think I turned the linoleum here even more slippery than my kitchen floor, before I somehow managed to get onto my knees and head butt the radio off the sink counter.  I got lucky when it shut off as it hit the floor, and once again took the time to rest and recover.

The next stop on my orgasm express tour was in the living room, and not only was it in the loudest place, I wouldn’t be able to cheat and take a break.  I mustered up the courage to make my move when it sounded like the movie was at a slow spot, but ran out of luck just a few feet short of the box.

Like the calm before the storm, the movie had just transitioned into the epic final showdown, and the ensuing explosions were loud enough to rattle my windows… among other things.  I started to cum just as I got the key into the lock, and somehow managed to turn it the right way on my first attempt, but I knew I was still deep in the danger zone.

With the toy running almost exclusively on ultra-high, I could feel my next orgasm building mere seconds after the first one started to subside, and my fingers were trembling so badly I couldn’t pick the thin piece of metal off the bottom of the box.  I somehow found the coordination to accomplish the difficult objective on the downside of my next orgasm, but these ones had hit me hard, and I was almost too exhausted to move now.

I barely made it off the carpet before I came and squirted again, and had to travel like an inchworm back to the bathroom.  Yeah, my final key was in the bedroom, not the bathroom, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to make it unless I took the time to rest first.  Without a doubt, this was the stupidest thing I’d ever done, and if I managed to make it out of this mess, I was gonna turn those fucking cards into confetti!

I’m a very deep sleeper, so I’d purchased an alarm clock that made the loudest, most obnoxious sounds I’d ever heard.  Right now, it should be squawking away on top of my dresser where I couldn’t reach it, and I’d have to deal with the ensuing chaos while I searched my sock drawer for the pair that held my final, lifesaving key.

I rested as long as I could, but by this point I was well past the hour I’d planned on, and my legs were already feeling numb and cold.  If I didn’t move soon, I might not be able to move at all.  Mustering up the last of my courage, I got up on my knees and began the final leg of my journey.

To say I got lucky was an understatement.  My self-bondage adventure had gone on for so much longer than anticipated, my alarm clock had turned itself off, and my bedroom had become a welcome haven of silence.  It took me over half an hour before I was able to locate the handcuff key and free my wrists, and I don’t think it would’ve been even remotely possible if the raucous alarm clock had been blaring away the entire time.

The first thing I did was pull the crotch rope to the side, pull the miserable fucking toy out of my twat, and fling it across the room.  After another pause to relax in pure relief, I managed to undo the belts and remove the gag, but that was it.  The next time I closed my eyes for a brief rest, I fell asleep and didn’t wake up until the morning sunshine hit me in the face.


My Kinky New Friend

I stayed away from any more experimental self-bondage adventures for the next several weeks, but I continued to do research on ways to make the card game safer and saner.  Yes, I kept the cards… after a hot bath and another long nap, I realized how much excitement the random factor had added, and playing without the cards would be just as boring as vanilla sex or masturbation.

I just needed to fine tune the game before I tried again, and now I had a friend I could trust to help me do it, because she knew the allure herself.

I’d sent an inquiry email to the Bondage Fantasy people about their random bondage game, wondering if it could be adapted for self-bondage scenarios.  Cleo, who was one of the founders, had been into self-bondage before meeting her husband, and thought it was a wonderful idea.

She was willing to help me with every aspect of it, had tons of advice on better safety measures, gave me ideas on new ways to restrain myself, and came up with all sorts of kinky options based on her own personal experiences.  In short, she was the answer to my prayers, and we were fast becoming BFF’s.

I didn’t trust her right off the bat, of course, but email exchanges gradually turned to phone calls, and then to a face to face meeting I almost didn’t show up for.  I’m glad I did, though, since without her help, my card game idea would’ve been stuck in the stone-age.

Taking my idea to the next level was easy, since they had most of the code in place already from their random bondage app.  When the programming modifications was finished, I’d be able to start a game from my phone, tablet, laptop, or even a home voice assistant.

The last idea was just as scary and thrilling as riding a rollercoaster, since it allowed for random factors and challenges to be inserted into the middle of an already running program.  It was almost like a virtual Master, and I couldn’t wait until she got it running.

She’d own the rights for the finished game to use for their fantasy business, but I was getting a professional product a thousand times better than my hastily scrawled deck of cards, so it was a win-win situation for both of us.  I was also getting some free gear in order to test things out properly, plus I now had a safety backup person who wouldn’t bat an eye if she had to come rescue me from something gone wrong.

That was the biggest danger of practicing self-bondage… something unexpected could happen, leaving you trapped and completely helpless.  People had died when their ice release key had gotten hung up instead of dropping, had bounced out of reach or gone down the drain, or any of a dozen different ways in which their only means of freedom had somehow wound up unattainable.

With a computer monitoring my heart rate, listening for an emergency code, and running under time constraints, I should be safer than ever.  It had the ability to automatically send Cleo email and text messages if one of the safety parameters was breeched, would resend them to other backup people if she didn’t respond in a timely manner, and even call for emergency assistance as a last resort.

More importantly for the game was that with a lot of Bluetooth devices in my home, the computer could take a direct hand in controlling the fun aspects of the game.  Electromagnetic releases for keys or restraints was the obvious application, but even better was how many Bluetooth capable vibrators were available these days!  I bought every single one I could find, and after a few experiments to make sure they worked as advertised, put most of my adult toy collection into storage.

While I trusted Cleo, I was a little leery when I had to let her husband Anthony into my home for the first time, but he was going to help with a few subtle modifications to my house, so I didn’t have much choice.  It helped that he was a polite, handsome, clean cut gent with a good sense of humor, so I quickly warmed up to him.

It didn’t take him long to cover my house with restraint rings and hooks cleverly disguised as plant hangers, decorative trim, coat racks, and the like.  My favorite modification was to my bed, which now had rings hidden under the bedframe, computer controlled winches, and electromagnets.

By the time he was done, I could put myself into dozens of different self-bondage scenarios without leaving the comfort of my bed, and none of it was visible unless you knew exactly where to look.  He had even more extensive ideas for my unused basement rec room, but that would be a long way down the road, if ever.

He wasn’t just Cleo’s husband, he was also her Master, and a top-notch rigger.  As such, he had numerous ideas that had nothing to do with ‘home improvement’, and plenty to do with my kinky kind of fun.

Some of his ideas made my sound bomb adventure seem like a walk in the park, but since I had the final say in what went into the program I’d be the guinea pig for, anything I deemed too extreme (which wasn’t a lot) was flagged as inactive in my version of the app.  For example, I drew the line at anything requiring me to go out in public, or lasted more than a weekend.

The idea of multi-part sessions was one that turned me on almost as much as it frightened me, but the thought of being able to go to bed in bondage, and wake up the next day to finish the scene was intoxicating.  That became the first of our ‘special’ categories.

Other specials included challenges that would deliver either a punishment or a reward based on how well I did, or variable release times to be determined by things like my ability to remain completely silent with my toys running rampant.  Computers were a wonderful thing.

Cleo’s contributions were just as important, since not only did she know numerous ways for a person to restrain themselves, she was more than happy to demonstrate them to me in full.  By that I mean self-bondage the right way, which was fully nude, and with all the accessories that made it worthwhile!  Shyness was not
 her middle name.

It was equally obvious she knew what she was doing.  I watched in awe as she put herself into a hogtie so tight I thought she might’ve gotten stuck for real, but just as she knew the trick of getting in it by herself, she knew the secret to getting out again.  I was actually a little jealous of her skill at first, but then I shed my resentment, inhibitions, and clothes so she could teach me how to do it myself.

“When it comes to hogties, I always like to start off with a bit of breast bondage,” she began, selecting a long rope and doubling it over.  “I like the extra pressure and sensitivity a good rope bra imparts when I lie, roll over, or squirm around on them.”

I nodded in agreement, even as I started copying her rope work on myself.  Her boobs were a little bigger than mine, but I still had plenty to work with, and soon had a respectable harness squeezing them at the base, and forcing them to stick out.  When I brushed a nipple, I had to bite my tongue to keep from gasping out loud; they’d never been more deliciously sensitive before.

“For obvious reasons, I usually gag myself before fixing the crotch rope, but I’ll save that for the end, so I can correct any mistakes you might make in the latter, critically important stages.  Getting out can be damn near impossible if you screw up with the final restraints, especially when you’re distracted.”

From her purse, she pulled out a Bluetooth rabbit vibrator identical to one of the new toys I’d just bought, as well as her phone.  To say I was surprised was an understatement, and I think I even blushed a little, but if she was going to go for it, there was no way in hell I was gonna miss out on my own fun!

I grabbed mine from the nightstand, and copied her move for move as she used a long crotch rope to secure it in place.  Let the record state that neither of us required any lubricant.

“I already have a rope handcuff prepared from my other demonstration, but you’ll need to make one for yourself.  You can use one hand and a doorknob to do the wraps and cinch, but I find it easier to make it around my feet.  While you do that, I’ll send you some of my favorite custom vibration patterns for your new friend.”

I went for the foot route, since I could use both hands to do it.  The rope handcuff was only three wraps of rope with another two to cinch it tight in the middle, but it needed to be done properly, or it would either be too loose and ruin the experience, or too tight to get out of.

“A rope to tie your ankles is all that’s technically needed to put yourself into a hogtie, but I’m of the mind that if one is good, then four is better.  I love the feeling of how tight the bondage feels when you add ropes below and above the knees, plus one more around the thighs.  It also helps ensure my little friend stays right where he belongs.”

Her logic was impeccable, and I couldn’t help but giggle at the exaggerated naughty tone she used to explain her reasoning.  I’d never bound my legs like this before, and it was damn hard to cinch up the last one, but it felt absolutely amazing when I finally got the last knot tied.  Now it was time for the hard part, and I felt a flutter in my stomach that had only a little to do with nerves.

We each tied hinged handcuffs to our ankle ropes, with very little slack.  Making sure the keyhole was on the right side was even more critical with this kind of cuff, since they allowed for practically zero wrist movement.  Instead of covering her wrists to prevent chafing like I always did, I noticed the cuffs she used were padded and wrapped.  I made a mental note to fix up all my cuffs that way.

“We’ll have to move fast to finish everything off during this last stage, since it’s time to add the distraction factor into the equation.  Do you have any questions before I gag myself?”

“I think I know how to do this from watching you earlier, but I don’t know what any of your custom patterns do.  Which one are you going to use?  I’m going for ‘Hogtie Hell’, but you may want to pick an easier one like ‘Slow Burn’ or ‘Tied Tease’ since this is your first time.”

“Not bloody likely,” I muttered, scrolling through the list until I found the right one.  After my sound bomb fiasco, I figured I could handle anything she could.

“We’ve got about two hours before Anthony shows up to make sure we’re all right, and by long standing tradition, if I haven’t managed to free myself before he finds me, I’m his bondage toy for the rest of the night.  It’s his way of reminding me that self-bondage can have unexpected consequences if you try to bite off more than you can chew.  I suggest you get free before he arrives, or he might decide to teach you a lesson as well!”

I think she was pulling my leg, but decided it would add to the danger factor, and called her bluff.

“If I can’t get out of this, then I deserve whatever lesson he decides I need.  Tell him he can do anything he wants,” I defiantly stated.

She raised her eyebrow at that, but shot off a quick text, presumably to Anthony to let him know I was fair game.  I lent her my big ring gag, and chose the slightly smaller one for myself.  Both of our locks went ‘snick’ at the exact same time, and we both tossed the keys onto the middle of the bed where they’d be out of reach once we were hogtied on the floor.

Copying her actions, I slipped the rope handcuff up to my elbow, activated the phone app, and tossed my phone onto the bed.  ‘Hogtie Hell’ didn’t seem too bad at first, but as I turned to put my back to the bed, so I could do the next stage of my restraints, it started to change.

The first few seconds had been a straightforward low speed buzz, with an equally slow rotation, but then it slowly ramped up to medium, briefly spiked to full blast, and then receded until it was back on low.  That high speed spike would definitely be a tough distraction to deal with!

I slipped my other wrist through the second loop of the rope handcuff, and wiggled it up my arms.  A little hook Anthony had added to the bedpost helped me get it further up my arms, but it took time and patience.  Cleo was already lying down and reaching for the handcuffs.  I wasn’t as fast as she was, but it only took me a few extra minutes before the cuffs were shut around my wrists like hers were, and I began testing the limits of my restraints.

My legs were fused together so tight, any attempt to struggle ground my knees and ankles together.  I think it might be a good idea to wrap or pad them next time, since it would undoubtedly start to hurt before long.

Next, I tried to flex my arms to see if I could get the rope handcuff to slip down, but I’d pulled it up way too far for it to slide off without help from a hook.  Combined with hinged cuffs on my wrists, it was the tightest my arms had ever been restrained.

I rolled onto my side next, to see how easily I could move across the floor, and the answer was hardly at all.  If I had to rely on one of the safety measures scattered around the room, it would take forever to even get to one, and even longer to actually use it!

It didn’t help matters that the Hogtie Hell pattern was doing its job to tease and torment me more with every cycle it looped through.  I’d have to work on escaping soon, but before I did, I wanted to get back on my stomach, so I could try rubbing my tits on the carpet like Cleo was doing.  Based on her moans, it was adding as much pleasure to her predicament as the vibrator, and that was saying something!

My carpet was soft and well padded, but with how sensitive my nipples had become, it almost felt like sandpaper when I jerked as hard as I could with my full weight on them.  It hurt, but in a good way, and sent a powerful jolt of electricity straight to my crotch.  I almost came on the spot!

I changed my center of gravity until they were barely brushing the surface before trying that again, and found the light brushing felt even better.  The spike hit me on the third rub, and that was it; my orgasm rolled over me like a runaway freight train!

It was quite different from the way my vibrating assistants usually made me cum, since the intensity was going down while my desire was on the rise, but my writhing was also rubbing my nipples across the carpet, which more than compensated for it.  Then they toy was back on the rise, and the increasing power extended my orgasm into something truly memorable.

When it finally began to subside, I was immediately embarrassed about cumming so obviously with Cleo only a few feet away, but she seemed to be lost in her own little world, and either didn’t notice or didn’t care.  Since she was well on her way to the place I’d just visited, I decided my embarrassment was more than a little stupid, and simply enjoyed my experience.

I also decided I’d better make some headway on at least some of the knots I had to work loose, or I might not have the strength and coordination to untie them later.  The ankle to cuff rope was triple knotted, and they’d been done up so tightly, it was hard to make any progress.  It didn’t help that I had little leverage, and only about a half inch of finger movement to work with.

I had to arch my back to create some slack in the hogtie, grab and twist the tiny little nub of a tail, and push back at the knot until it went through.  It was easier said than done, and Cleo had been right on the money when she called her custom program a major distraction; I was already climbing back up towards the peak!

I was distracted even further when Cleo noisily exploded into an orgasm that made mine look like a mere twitch of pleasure.  She collapsed so completely when it passed that I thought for a moment she might’ve blacked out, but then I saw her fingers working on the knots, and resumed my own attempt at escape.

Cleo had all three completely undone before I’d even got the first one loose, and I was feeling more than a little frustrated.  If I hadn’t tied them myself, I’d swear the knots had been glued together as a dirty trick!

I thought I almost had it once, but then I was overwhelmed by another vibration spike, and had to stop while the orgasm turned me into a quivering pile of mush.  When my eyes regained focus, I saw Cleo had worked the handcuff rope down to her wrists, and was starting to untie her ankles.  That wasn’t strictly necessary in order to get free, so she was just showing off.

I stopped trying to push the tail through the knot, and began picking at it, hoping I’d have better luck pulling it through.  My fingers were getting weak, though, and they were trembling like a leaf in the wind after that last orgasm.

By the time I finally managed to get the first knot undone, Cleo had retrieved the handcuff key from the waist rope, and freed her wrists so she could play with her nipples.  She quickly brought herself off with the extra stimulation, and then finished untying her legs so could bring her nimble fingers to bear in the place where it really counted.

As for myself, my second knot felt tighter than the last one, and I began to wonder if I’d ever finish freeing myself.  I couldn’t see the clock from my current position, but I knew it had to have been quite some time since we started.

If I didn’t get my shit together soon, Anthony would show up and have free rein to do his worst with me… whatever that meant.  Maybe I shouldn’t have been so quick to answer the challenge without learning the particulars first.  This wasn’t the first time my big mouth and competitive spirit got me in trouble, but it might be the worst.

After two more orgasms, knot number two finally gave way under my frantic fingers, but the last one felt as hard as a rock, and had just as much give to it.  I could’ve picked at the stupid thing for a year without getting anywhere, but it didn’t matter… Anthony arrived, and got to see me in all my glory, just as I began cumming again.

“Someone looks to be enjoying herself,” he chuckled, sitting on the edge of the bed.

“Five or six times, but I wasn’t paying attention,” Cleo replied, sitting next to him.  “Plus, I was busy myself for a while.”

“Well, this is awkward… I didn’t expect either one of you to have trouble getting out of the basic hogtie, and now I find I have two bondage toys for the night.”

“What?  I got free over an hour ago!”

“You forgot to remove the crotch rope from around your waist, dear,” he snickered.  “Fully free or fully compliant, that was the deal, right?”

“Yeah, I guess,” she groused.

“Care to try that again?” he asked, pinching her nipple.

“Ouch!  Yes, Master.”

“That’s better, now go get my black bag from the van, and be quick about it.  Now, as for the other one, it appears she didn’t even try to escape.  What shall we do with her, hmm?”

He thankfully shut off the app controlling my toy before coming over to squat in front of me.  Not only was I too embarrassed to look him in the eye, but I’d exhausted myself with my struggles… among other things… so he had to raise my chin himself.  It suddenly made me realize that not only had I given him permission to do anything to me, his cock was only a foot away from my ring gagged mouth.

“I’m guessing you’re tired and sore by now, and you want out of the hogtie, right?”

I could only nod.

“I dunno… failing to escape from your self-inflicted bondage ordeal could’ve been deadly if something unexpected happened.  Cleo might’ve gotten stuck herself, and I could’ve had an accident on the drive here, leaving you trapped and helpless.  I think I should leave you like this for the rest of the weekend in order to teach you a lesson.”

Oh God no!  My back was already killing me, and there was no way I could handle an entire night or more like this.

“I think I can get the cord into the charging port to help you pass the time… perhaps with the ‘Crushing Climax’ or ‘Orgasm Overload’ patterns running.”

While I didn’t know exactly what those patterns did, the names were self-explanatory; I needed to pay the price for my hubris.  I stretched my neck up and slowly licked my lips in invitation, followed by a few flicks of my tongue.

“My, what a tempting offer you’re making me.  You think if you’re nice to me, I’ll be nice to you?”

I nodded again, and licked my lips for good measure.  Surprisingly, a part of me even looked forward to paying the price.

“We’ll get back to that a little later,” he said, as Cleo returned with a big, heavy looking bag.  “I noticed the look of disbelief on your face when I said the words ‘basic hogtie’, so I’m going to give you a quick demonstration on what a real
 hogtie looks like.”

Cleo didn’t look happy at his words, but immediately started working on replacing the vibrator and crotch rope.  I had mixed emotions myself, since it appeared I’d be stuck like this a while longer, and before going to help Cleo speed up the process, he turned my toy on at a low speed.

Within a few minutes her legs were tied, the rope handcuff was around her upper arms, and her wrists cuffed to her ankles, but there were a few surprising new additions this time.  Three small things, to be precise, but that was all it took to make her hogtie ten times harder than mine.

First off, she was now wearing a pair of gloves that would make the dexterous work of untying knots extremely difficult.  The second was a piece of string tied around both her big toes, and run under the back of the gag strap to pull her head back, and the last was a rope he’d braided into her hair.

The other end of that rope was connected to a large chrome hook, with a golf ball sized knob on the end.  With help from a generous dollop of lube, he popped the hook into her ass, and slowly tightened the rope.

When the slack was pulled out of that one, it pulled her head back even more than the toe to gag string, and arched her back so hard she could barely move at all.  Her hogtie might’ve been a little tighter than usual due to his help, but I could see how it might be possible to do by yourself.  Getting free without any help might be theoretically conceivable, but I wouldn’t have wanted to try it myself.

“I think I’ll let you stew for a while with ‘Thrumming Torment’ running, just because you failed to tell Sienna the trick to getting out of her hogtie.  If we’re going to get anywhere with this self-bondage project, such oversights are completely unacceptable.”

“As for you, young lady, you should’ve asked more questions, and watched Cleo closer instead of rushing into things.  I’m tempted to call the whole damn thing off!  Now… have you learned your lesson, and shall I set you free?”

He was right on all counts, and as much as I wanted to nod yes and let him untie me, I was too stubborn to quit this easy.  I looked up and wagged my tongue at him again.

He raised an eyebrow at me turning down the easy out, but accepted my offer.  Not being able to move very much made it the weirdest blowjob I’d ever given a man, and his penis was so damn huge it barely fit through the ring gag, but I managed.

It also broke down the last barrier between us all, so from that point on, I no longer worried about shyness, nudity, or embarrassment around them.  He didn’t actually free me once it was over, but he loosened the rock-hard knot slightly, and turned ‘Hogtie Hell’ back on so I could finish my escape as originally planned.

All in all, I’d have to rate it as best night ever.


Trial Run

After that little escapade, Cleo was a lot more detailed in her instructions, and I was much more attentive.  I learned more about self-bondage from her in the following week than I had in the past year.

The modifications to my house continued, with things like a keyless Bluetooth lock on my bedroom door and wardrobe, a small safe with the similar type of keypad, and a computer voice assistant for every room.  It turns out the last was useful for a lot more than simply asking questions or ordering stuff online.

It could activate or deactivate locks, magnets, any of my new toys, lights, or anything I plugged into a Bluetooth compatible outlet, and the dimmer function turned my magic wand into a programmable orgasm machine.  The only thing more powerful would be a sybian, and I had a birthday coming up.  Yes, I hinted to both of them about it often, and not too subtly.

My collection of bondage gear practically doubled in size as well, since he had a brother who owned an adult specialty store, and could get me anything I wanted at cost.  I went heavily for the leather stuff, buying cuffs, belts, straps, a set of ballet boots, opera gloves, a chastity belt, two corsets, and even a top of the line posture collar.  The smell of all that fresh leather in my wardrobe was intoxicating.

There was still a lot we wanted to do, but all the basic stuff was ready, so tonight was going to be our first trial run.  Well… they had a client to take care of, so technically it was my own bit of self-bondage fun, just like it would be on a normal Friday night.

I made sure all the doors were locked, the curtains were closed, and my bladder was empty before taking a deep breath and saying the magic words.

“Virtual Master, assign me a simple challenge.”

Anthony had reprogrammed the voice assistants to only go into ‘kinky mode’ if I addressed it that way, to help prevent any embarrassing accidents in case I had company.  I chose a simple challenge instead of random, hard, or extended, since there might easily be bugs in the system, and Anthony and Cleo also wouldn’t be available to save me until way late at night if something went wrong.  Simple suited me just fine.

“Retrieve the following items.  Activate the bed restraint system.  Say ‘continue’ when ready to proceed
.”

The list included four leather cuffs, ball gag, blindfold, nipple clamps, G-spot vibrator, magic wand with harness, and several padlocks.  I frowned a little when I saw the list included two toys for the same challenge, but took them both anyway.

The program would halt if it wasn’t able to power everything it asked for, and we’d programmed punishment features into the system to keep me from picking and choosing only the things I wanted.  Refusing to accept the punishments would render the program unusable, and there was no way I was going to flush all our hard work down the toilet.

I put on everything except the gag to help get me in the mood, extended the four restraint cables to where I could reach them when I was lying down, powered up the winches, and told the program to continue.

“You have three minutes to finish your restraints.  Start now.
”

I locked the gag in my mouth, put on the blindfold, and quickly clipped the four cables to the cuffs on my limbs.  In about a minute the cables would start to retract, trapping me in a tight spread eagle until the program finished.

Even though I was expecting it, the pull of the cables startled me.  For safety reasons, Anthony had put in a limiter that would stop the winch when it encountered only a little pressure, but it stayed active at all times.  If I moved and gave one cable a bit of slack, it would retract to remove the slack, and I’d never get it back.

I could wind up stretched super tight if I wasn’t careful… or if I worked at it.  I let it pull my limbs to the four corners until I was taut, but reasonably comfortable, and waited for the program to continue.

“This challenge requires you to remain completely silent.  Every violation detected will increase the program duration and difficulty level.  Louder sounds incur greater punishments.  Challenge begins now
.”

I felt the G-spot vibrations start at a low level, pulsing up to medium in a slow, gentle wave, but then without warning, it spiked up to full blast for a moment, eliciting an involuntary gasp.  Immediately after my gasp the magic wand kicked on, and made me gasp again in surprise, which increased its power.

Fuck!  How sensitive was that mic?  If I couldn’t even gasp or moan, what would happen when I had a full-blown orgasm?  This simple challenge might be not quite as easy as I’d thought!

The wand shut off after maybe twenty seconds, but I was already breathing heavily from the stimulation, and the other toy was still working away at random.  It was tempting to make some noise on purpose, so I could finish this climax off, but I didn’t know how long the game would run for, nor how much extra time a penalty incurred.

It would come soon enough on its own, so I wisely kept my mouth shut… at least on purpose.  As my arousal level increased, it became harder and harder to remain completely silent, and after three more penalties from the wand, I couldn’t contain it any longer.

I exploded into orgasm with a primal scream that echoed through the room, even with the gag in my mouth.  Wave after wave of pure bliss coursed through me, amplified by the wand which had kicked up to full speed with my outburst.  I have no idea how much noise I made while lost in the throes of ecstasy, but it was enough to keep that lovely, cursed wand running fast enough that I came for a second time in less than a minute.

The power of it luckily locked up my throat so I couldn’t scream my passion, and I somehow stayed quiet enough for the wand to shut off.  I forced myself to take slow, deep, and quiet
 breaths, but it sure wasn’t easy.

I made a mental note to have Anthony change this challenge to an intermediate difficulty level, or perhaps reduce the sensitivity of the mic.  The way it was right now was friggen ridiculous!

Now that I knew what to expect, I managed to keep me damn mouth shut through dozens of spikes, but the constant vibrations were becoming impossible to ignore.  Even if I didn’t mess up and activate the wand, I’d reach orgasm within a few more cycles at best.

Yup.  I bit off my scream almost instantly, but not fast enough to keep the wand from coming back on.  It was a nasty chain reaction how pleasure made me make noise, and making noise gave me even more pleasure, which made me make more noise and so on.  This was almost as bad as my sound bomb, but then I finally heard the words I was waiting for.

“Challenge duration complete.  Beginning extended duration for violation penalties
.”

Oh no!  The simple challenges were supposed to last a maximum of two hours, and this one had already run close to that limit.  I hadn’t counted on duration penalties taking it past that time, and I still had no idea how much time each one added!

Before I knew it, I was back on the rollercoaster, and had to stop worrying about it so I could concentrate on stifling each and every sound.  I wasn’t very successful, and I lost track of how many orgasms I had before the toys finally shut off, and I felt the cables begin to give me the slack I needed to free myself.

I had less strength left in my limbs than soggy toilet paper, but I managed to somehow get the first wrist clip free, take off my blindfold and the nipple clamps, and free my other limbs.  That’s as far as I got.  It didn’t matter I was lying in a massive wet spot, or still had the toys between my legs; I didn’t even move from the spread eagle position, I simply fell into an exhausted sleep.

When I awoke, the room was completely dark, and I was confused about what was going on.  My confusion tripled in an instant when I tried to move, and found the cables still holding my wrists and ankles.  Hadn’t I removed them?

“You weren’t supposed to activate the program when we were otherwise occupied,” Cleo chided, startling me.  “Would it have killed you to wait a few hours until we were finished with tonight’s client?”

I mumbled an ‘I’m sorry’ around the gag, knowing now how foolish I’d been.

“Sorry won’t cut it, hon,” she said, sounding severe.  “Not this time.  Virtual Master, repeat prior program!”

“Retrieve the following items.  Activate the bed restraint system.  Say ‘continue’ when ready to proceed
.”

“Continue!”

“You have three minutes to finish your restraints.  Start now.
”

I frantically tried to open one of the clips at my wrists, but it seemed she’d used locks instead of carabineers.  In three minutes I felt the cables retract, and knew I was screwed.

“This challenge requires you to remain completely silent.  Every violation detected will increase the program duration and difficulty level.  Louder sounds incur greater punishments.  Challenge begins now
.”

I bit down on the gag as hard as I could, determined to remain completely silent for the entire duration, no matter what happened.  Unfortunately, Cleo was still pissed at me, and decided to cheat.

She spent at least five minutes moaning, groaning, shrieking, and screaming out in ecstasy.  It sounded so real I wondered if she was masturbating, but it didn’t matter from my point of view; the program had enough sound violations racked up to keep running all friggen night if she didn’t take pity on me.

“I’ll come back to check on you in three or four hours, unless Anthony decides to tie me up in the guest bedroom, in which case I’ll see you in the morning.  Have fun!”

Despite my resolve, my own voice easily added just as much time as hers had as the orgasms began rolling through me, making me vow to always follow the safety rules we agreed on, and never piss her off again.


The Random Challenge

I was a good girl after that fiasco, or at least one who listened.  It was tempting to try another solo experiment, since they were busy every night for the next two weeks, but I behaved, for once.  Crap, was I ever horny, though!

Being around all the new bondage toys I couldn’t play with, was like an alcoholic being trapped in a distillery.  I settled for wearing my ballet boots, corset, and posture collar around the house, but that only made me hornier.  Thank God they finally had a night off to monitor the program, and I could attempt something truly unique.

“Virtual Master, assign me a random challenge!”

“Retrieve primary items for immediate use.  Disperse secondary items to the specified locations.  Failure to acknowledge readiness within fifteen minutes will constitute a violation.  Challenge begins now.
”

Fifteen minutes wasn’t very long considering the list I saw pop up on the screen, so I rushed to comply.  The special toys were thankfully much simpler this time, and consisted of a new butt plug Cleo had given me, and a butterfly vibrator held in place by my chastity belt.  Locking it shut with the toy covering my mons was a tight squeeze, but I got it closed by pressing my crotch against the bedpost and put the key in my little safe.

I’d drawn nipple clamps again, but the pair the computer specified this time had bells dangling off the ends, and were rather heavy.  I didn’t have to worry about a gag, but my industrial strength posture collar was almost enough to keep my mouth shut without one, and I absolutely loved the way it kept me from moving my head.

I put the required leather cuffs on my ankles, knees, and wrists, as well as my heart rate monitor, but didn’t lock anything in place yet; I had a few things to do before I could restrain myself.  I had to extend the winch cables on my bed, which puzzled me, since according to my instructions, my hands would be bound behind my back shortly.  I did it anyway.

Next, I had to go out in the living room and put a wide leather belt on the coffee table.  At a guess, I’d need to bind my legs together folded over, which would make my return journey an interesting challenge.

The pre-looped roller buckle strap was definitely going to be used to pull my elbows together, since the instructions had me put the end in the folding closet doors of the guest bedroom at that height.

When I put my arms through the loop, I could tighten it by leaning forward with one foot pressing against the door to keep it from popping open, until my elbows were almost touching.  Getting out of it required some tricky work with a small hook on my bedframe, but I’d practiced it with Cleo watching, and knew it could be done with a little patience.

The last thing I needed to do was hang a little winch from the ceiling with a pair of wing nuts, and make sure the hook was at waist height.  It was probably for a task that required me to be tethered, but I had no idea what it could be… and it suddenly hit me how exciting it was to not know!

Sure, I had a hand in creating most of the aspects of the self-bondage stuff, but each piece could be combined with the others in thousands of unexpected ways.  This was bondage at its best, and I could run the program every day for years without getting a repeat challenge.  (I could always name and save a particularly good one to play with again, though.)

Bah!  I needed to stop woolgathering, and finish up before I earned a penalty.  The cuffs above my knees got the four inch chain locked between them, a twelve inch hobble for my ankles, a bell and clover clamp for each nipple, and a final lock for my wrists.  It was done!

“Virtual Master, preparations complete!”

“Acknowledged
.  Time to completion: seventeen minutes and thirty-eight seconds.  Six demerits added for time violations
.”

Dammit!  I knew I’d been a little slow, but I didn’t think I’d done that badly.

“Proceed to station number one and apply the restraint to your upper arms.  You have five minutes to comply.  The bells must not make any noise.  Task begins now
.”

The butterfly vibrator sprang to life the moment he finished speaking, and caught me off-guard.  If felt incredibly strong, and I was worried this might be another night of near-impossible challenges like my sound bomb adventure, but it was already slowing down before I even hit the hallway.

Thank God for small favors, since moving fast enough to beat the timer, yet carefully enough to not ring the bells was hard enough even without the distraction it caused.  If I started to cum before binding my arms I’d probably earn several hundred noise penalties, and I was already doing badly enough on my own on the walk to the guest bedroom.

There was no way of getting the strap around my upper arms without a lot of twisting, contorting, and jerking, and my bells were jingling almost non-stop until I got it tight enough.  The computer had no way of knowing how tight I made it, but if I was going to do this, I was damn well going to do it right!

“Virtual Master, task one complete!”

“Acknowledged.  Time to completion: Seven minutes and forty-eight seconds.  Sound violations incurred: one hundred and eighty-seven.  Sixteen demerits added for violations.  Proceed to station number two, stopping at each signal to ring the bells until instructed to continue.  Task begins now
.”

Shit!  I was doing pretty bad at meeting the goals, and wondered how I’d have to work off all the demerits.  On a slightly brighter note I didn’t have a time limit to worry about for this stage, and the butterfly vibe had slowed down until all it was doing was keeping me horny.  Deliberately making the bells ring was going to suck big time, since my nipples were already sore from trying not
 to ring them!

Just as I hit the hallway, I unmistakably got the signal to bounce my tits, but not in the way I was expecting.  The butt plug Cleo had given me wasn’t a vibrating plug, it was an electrified one, and pretty fucking powerful!

As I stood there and jumped in place to ring the bells, I couldn’t decide which was worse: the shocks to my ass, or the shooting pain in my nipples.  When it was time to continue, I decided it was the nipple bells, since that pain lived on, while the anal shocks didn’t.

I had to do that three more times before reaching the coffee table, and getting my next set of instructions.

“Remove your nipple clamps within five minutes.  Task begins now
.”

What?  How the hell was I supposed to take off my nipple clamps with my hands tied behind my back?  I might be able to shake them off if I jumped up and down really hard, or I could try spinning left and right to send them flying, but neither prospect thrilled me.  Any way I looked at it, this was gonna hurt!

It was a combination jump and twist that did the trick, and for the first time tonight I wished I was wearing a gag… a big, noise stifling gag that would’ve helped mute my shrieks when they flew off.  I knew the throbbing would subside in a few minutes, though, and at least I wouldn’t have to worry about them any more tonight.

“Virtual Master, task two complete!”

“Acknowledged.  Time to completion: two minutes and two seconds.  Five demerits removed.  Begin spanking yourself with the belt until ten strikes of sufficient volume are registered.  Task begins now
.”

I didn’t know what ‘sufficient volume’ was, but I hoped it wasn’t too loud.  I had zero leverage with my arms restrained, and the normally simple act of hitting my ass with any kind of force was going to be quite difficult.

In the end, I hit myself with the belt well over two hundred times before the computer told me I’d finished the task, and instructed me to go to the winch in my bedroom.  I was able to hop quite fast without the nipple clamps, but there was no time limit, so I didn’t get any demerits back.  I didn’t care; the butterfly vibe had been working me over for so long, I was incredibly horny by this point, and I wanted to get to the good stuff!

I had to stand at the foot of my bed, hook the winch between my wrists, and apply pressure as the signal to proceed.  I’d been expecting the cable to extend as a tether, so once again I was caught completely off-guard when it retracted, and bent me over in a very tight strappado!

“Exercise hard enough to keep your heart rate above one twenty.  Task begins now
.”

About all I could do was walk in place, and I had to be careful with that or I’d increase the strain on my shoulders.  The computer didn’t mention a time limit, so I took a moment to carefully test the limits of my restraints in case there was a better way.  Big mistake!

Apparently resting wasn’t allowed, since the butt plug began shocking me with increasingly powerful zaps, coming at shorter intervals after each one.  Motivation indeed!

I discovered that having restricted movement didn’t hamper my ability to exercise hard enough to keep my heart rate above one twenty, although I did drop below the target a few times.  I hesitate to call it lucky, but the jolts helped get my heart rate back above the goal, so it helped me get through this challenge faster.

I almost fell over when the winch began lowering my arms, and hoped my next objective was to remove the elbow strap.  I’d never been that lucky, and was instructed to crawl onto my bed, clip cables to each ankle, and lie face down.

Even when the slack was pulled out, I had a fair amount of movement available for once, although I was still as stuck as stuck gets until the cables extended again.  I didn’t care, since this had to be the part where I’d finally get to cum!

“Final tally: zero orgasms earned.  Seventeen demerits earned.  Maintain heart as low as possible until demerit count reaches zero.  Task begins now
.”

The butterfly vibe which had been running almost exclusively on low speed all night, had now started going faster.  It felt exquisite, but soon began to slow down again.  Was the thing defective, or was I missing something?

Every time the stupid thing brought me close to climax, it slowed down and left me hanging.  It sucked, and before long I was hornier than ever… and then I figured out how truly evil this predicament was.

The vibration speed was inversely tied to my heart rate, so the hotter and closer to orgasm I got, the slower it ran.  I’d never be able to cum this way in a million years, and each demerit I needed to work off extended the time I had to remain this way.  In fact, I bet a faster heart rate also made the countdown go slower!

I was so screwed.

I couldn’t turn my head to look at the clock, but it felt like I’d been teased and denied for days, not the hours it was in reality.  Never before had I been kept on the edge for so long without cumming at least once, but the computer control was too perfect to let me sneak one in.

My edging torment didn’t end there either.  The heart rate monitor kept me revved up the entire time I spent getting out of the elbow strap and the five locks holding my arms and legs restrained.  As soon as I got out of this, I was gonna pull out every toy I owned, and use them all to orgasm myself into oblivion!

I got my final nasty surprise of the night when I went to my safe to retrieve my keys.  The little screen was showing a countdown clock instead of the usual numbers, and it read sixteen hours and fifty-three minutes.  That bitch Cleo… she’d snuck in a subroutine to add an hour of time for every demerit I’d finished up with, and now I wouldn’t be able to get out of my chastity belt until tomorrow afternoon!

… And the fucking butterfly vibe was still running according to my heart rate!

I knew the battery would die long before the safe opened, but I tried to do the math to figure out when.  Running on full speed, it would die after three or four hours, but I doubt it was hitting even half speed at its peak.  Most of the time it was running at a quarter speed or less, meaning it would keep going for the rest of the night at a minimum!

I suppose I could drive over to their place to get the backup key, but driving with the ultimate distraction between my legs was likely to get me killed.  A calmly as I could, I got a drink of water, went to the bathroom, and then went to bed so I could eliminate the temptation.

“Virtual Master, restrain me to my bed until eight AM!” I shouted, once the four cables were attached to my cuffs.

It was a long time to stay restrained, and the feeling of helplessness added another notch to my horniness level, but I couldn’t trust myself not to do anything stupid if I remain unfettered.  I didn’t get a wink of sleep the entire night, but the charge finally ran down shortly before the computer released me, and I was finally able take a nap.

I didn’t know how yet, but I was going to get them back for this one.  After I burned through my best toys, that is.


Double the Fun

By the time they had another night off and we were able to try an extended duration challenge, I’d prepared a few special surprises for Cleo.  I’d convinced her to try a duo self-bondage session with me for double the testing, double the bondage, and double the fun… and I was gonna cheat to make sure most of the fun was mine.

As the wise man once said, revenge is a dish best served with an unstoppable vibrator.  She’d sabotaged me with the chastity belt trick, and now it was my turn to sabotage her ten times over in return!

To do it right, I was having her bring her e-stim equipment, which in addition to its usual purpose, could be used to keep our toys fully charged all weekend if necessary.  I was so eager to get some payback, I found myself impatiently waiting at the door for close to an hour before she arrived.

I was so excited when I finally saw her van pull into my driveway, I damn near ran outside to help her with her bags, which would’ve given my neighbors a good show.  I was comfortable enough around her that I was back in the habit of never wearing any clothes around the house.

“I hear you’ve been busy,” she said, once she was inside with the door safely closed behind her.

“I thought it’d be fun to design some escape scenarios that require two people working together to pull off, and once I sat down to work at it, the ideas just kept coming.  It’ll be a real challenge to pull off, though, so I hope you brought your A-game.”

“No offense, sweetie, but I’m pretty sure I can get out of anything you can, and in half the time,” she boasted.

“If that’s the case, maybe you’d like to take the harder role, so you can show me how it’s done?” I asked, closing the trap.

“I’d love to.  To be quite honest, this project of yours has reawakened my interest in self-bondage, and I’m looking forward to trying something unique.”

“Then let’s get started,” I said, grabbing one of her bags and heading to the bedroom.

“How much randomness is involved in this duo adventure you came up with?”

“Less than in the sessions Anthony programmed, but there should be enough surprises to keep us both entertained all night.”

“Good.  Anthony’s busy doing video editing for a complicated damsel in distress kidnap fantasy we just finished, and needed me ‘out of his hair’ as he put it.  He’s available as a safety, of course, but he’ll be pissed if he has to come and save us, so there’ll be consequences.”

“We’ll just have to make sure that doesn’t happen,” I nodded, coming up with a new idea.  “How about we make a little side bet to give us a good incentive to stick it through to the end; if one of us taps out, she belongs to the other for twenty-four hours?”

“Done,” she instantly agreed.

This was getting better and better.

“Virtual Master, prepare to run program Dual Damsels,” I said, going to the far side of the bed.  “Change settings so Cleo is in Role A and activate.”

“Dual Damsels activated.  Default settings changed so Cleo is in primary role.  You have forty-five minutes to complete preparations.  Task begins now
.”

Other than the things she’d brought with her, I’d laid out identical sets of everything we’d need on each side of the bed.  First up was the chastity belt… Anthony had given me hers last week, and suggested an even more insidious combination of accessories.

For this session we’d be using a G-spot stimulator, clitoral vibrator, and the larger of the two vibrating butt plugs available.  All three toys could also provide shocks from the portable TENS units we’d have strapped to our backs, which would’ve made me quite nervous if I hadn’t been the one scripting the scene tonight.

The controller had four output channels, and since it seemed a shame to not use all of them, we stuck e-stim pads over out nipples.  Combined with a rope bra to make our boobs jut out, and several layers of duct tape to mash them back down again, it was going to be an exceptionally intense night of breast bondage.

The controller and battery pack were already attached to a wide waist belt, and had a locking flap to make sure we couldn’t adjust the settings.  With the inclusion of heart rate monitors, we’d be giving complete control over to the Virtual Master until the safe with the keys was unlocked at the end of our session.

Stiff thigh boots and suede opera gloves would cut down on our dexterity, and of course I had to include posture collars to limit our head movement.  Hers wasn’t as severe as mine, so to compensate, I’d given her the larger of the two ring gags, and included a belt that would connect the gag strap to the back of the chest harness.  It made little difference with my rig, but would tighten hers up nicely.

Leather cuffs went around our ankles, knees, wrists, and elbows, even though we wouldn’t need the full set.  I’d included the extra cuffs just to keep Cleo guessing about what might be in store for us.

The first stage of our bondage was deceptively simple, and only required us to lock our wrist cuffs to our ankles.  Rendered helpless by four small padlocks, we knelt side by side at the foot of the bed and waited for the program to continue.

With five minutes left in our allotted prep time, the computer ran a systems check to make sure all the accessories were in full working order, and also to warm us up a little.  Our adventure was about to begin!

The G-spot vibrator was the first to activate in the ‘holding pattern’ cycle.  It ramped up from off to half power over two seconds, delivered a jolt from the TENS unit, and went back down again.  The anal plug did the same thing next, followed by the clitoral stimulator, and then the cycle restarted.

It should provide enough stimulation to eventually get us off, but I hadn’t tested it, and the shocks would probably help dampen down our urges as the power level grew stronger over time.  More so for Cleo than for me, since Girl A would experience thirty percent higher power levels compared to Girl B.

I was a little
 sorry for setting it up that way when I felt the computer test the e-stim pads on my nipples, since mine hurt like hell, and I knew hers would be much worse.  Well, it was too late to change it now, and since she was experienced with the system, she could probably handle higher settings than I’d be able to take.

“Verification complete, all systems go.  Slave A proceed to kitchen pressure pad.  Slave B proceed to living room pressure pad.  This is a race.  Challenge begins now
.”

Not only did I start moving the moment the computer began speaking, I was closer to the door, and also had a shorter distance to travel.  I was going to win the race, and make sure Cleo was the one with all the demerits tonight!

Despite my head start, Cleo was right on my heels the entire way.  I’d underestimated her strength, speed, and agility, so I hope that didn’t come back to bite me in the ass later.  I still made it to my pad before she did, but it was a closer race than anticipated.

“Slave B obtained objective first.  Five demerits awarded to Slave A.  Remain on pressure pad until carabineer clips drop, and then race to hit your objective button in the bedroom
.”

Gentle e-stim on the nipples was added to the basic holding pattern, and with the power ramping up and down, it almost felt like someone was tugging on them.  I found it highly erotic, and knew I’d be able to easily have an orgasm as long as the random timer ran for more than a few minutes.

It worked even better than expected.  I got to enjoy one of the best slow burn buildups ever, had a wonderfully intense pulsing orgasm, and then heard the ding indicating the carabineer had just dropped.  Mine hit me on the ankle, while Cleo’s dropped a few feet away from her, giving me a healthy head start.  I got into position at the bottom of the bed well before she got to hers at the top, giving her eight more demerits.

“Face the middle of the bed.
  Connect the winch cables to the ankle restraints with the carabineer clip and give three rapid tugs.  Task begins now
.”

She wasn’t in a good position for this task either, and earned another five demerits for being too slow.  This was going even better than expected, even though the winches pulled me into a lot tighter of a bind than I’d anticipated.

“Endurance challenge begins in sixty seconds.  Maintain a lower average heart rate to win release first.  Challenge begins now
.”

In sixty seconds, our toys switched from the holding pattern to a completely random one, and I was fast on my way to my next orgasm.  It goes without saying that she still had a thirty percent handicap in this event, so I expected her to rack up an epic amount of demerits over the next hour or two.  It might even be enough to keep her trapped in tease, punishment, and denial until midnight on Sunday, which was a hard cap limit.

It had the unfortunate side effect of trapping me as well, but at least the computer would allow me to have an orgasm when I wanted one, and leave me alone when I didn’t.  Going to the bathroom would be messy, but our chastity belts were designed to deal with long term usage.

About halfway through this stage, the computer unexpectedly chimed in with a random addition.

“Random event:
 Orgasm control challenge.  First one to cum will receive twelve demerits.  Challenge beings now
.

Cleo didn’t stand a chance.  She’d been held on the edge for so long by this point, that the toys hadn’t even reached their maximum speed before she exploded into a majorly impressive looking and sounding orgasm.

I was almost jealous, but I got mine a few moments later, and was content that she’d earned the random task penalty.  Then the game resumed right where it left off, and ran for close to another hour before we were allowed to release ourselves from the winches.

“Endurance challenge complete.  Slave A loses and earns eighteen demerits
.”

By my count, that made forty-eight demerits for Cleo, out of a possible sixty before the system capped out.  If I’d known it was going to be this easy to sabotage her, I would’ve asked her to do this on a long weekend, so I could extend the hard limit by an extra day.

“Four access codes have now dropped around the house.  One will open the lockbox.  Entering a wrong code will earn both slaves a punishment cycle.  Challenge begins now
.”

This was going to be a tough one for both of us.  The heart rate monitors would be controlling all three vibrators at once now, slowing them down the faster our hearts beat, just like I’d endured on my last adventure.  This time, though, the nipple e-stim pads were also controlled by the same system, except the shocks grew stronger and came faster with an increased heart rate.

My initial plan was to deliberately enter several wrong codes in a row, in order to drag the challenge out as long as possible.  However, I’d drastically underestimated the strength of the e-stim system, so now I’d be trying my hardest to get it right first time.  That wasn’t going to be easy, even if I lucked out and got the right code on my first attempt.

Cleo managed to quickly roll off the bed and land on her knees, but I wasn’t confident enough to try it.  I wiggled to the edge until I could slowly slide off, and then slowly made my way into the hall.

It looked like Cleo was going to check the spare bedroom, so I turned the other way, figuring it might be best to check the farthest one while I was in the best shape.  The toys were already working me over pretty good, and I knew it would only get worse as the night wore on.

When I’d prepped for this scene, I’d stuck twelve codes to the electromagnets using a quarter to hold each one in place.  It took some tricky programming to make sure this was a genuine challenge for me, but Anthony had come up with a snippet of code that would make sure the computer picked one of the four it dropped as the right one.

As a failsafe, it would automatically open after twelve attempts, but a dozen punishment cycles would be a harsh way to end the game, especially since we’d have to deal with a massive time extension due to Cleo’s mountain of demerits.  The random surprises and challenges would continue to strike throughout the weekend as well, and would get harder to finish as our strength diminished… especially for Cleo.

I found a code in the laundry room, picked up a second in the kitchen on my way back, and made a small detour in the living room for a third.  As long as Cleo found one, we’d have all of the possible codes, and simply have to try them one by one.

The gloves and awkward position of our hands would make entering the codes difficult, but not impossible, as long as we were careful.  The tormenting vibrations and nipple shocks might actually be more of an obstacle to properly punching in a code than our restraints, which was something I hadn’t anticipated.

I knew Cleo had found a code and was already back in the bedroom to try it, when I felt the butt plug switch from low level vibrations to high power shocks.  She’d entered a wrong code, so we’d be paying the price for the next fifteen minutes while the code pad was disabled.

“Input error.  Five demerits assigned to both slaves.  Challenge resumes in fifteen minutes
.”

Once again, I’d underestimated the power of the TENS unit, and was more than a little afraid of what more failed code attempts would feel like.  The next penalty shocks would come from the G-spot toy, nipple pads, or the one on the clit!

When I rounded the corner into my bedroom, I could clearly see that Cleo was getting the shit shocked out of her… no pun intended… with the thirty percent higher settings.  I really needed to get the code on my first try, for both our sakes.

My luck had never been that good.  I was extremely careful to punch in all four digits properly, but I’d simply picked the wrong code to try.  As a further example of my bad luck, it chose to shock us on the clit this time, which was the worst possible choice.

“Input error.  Five demerits assigned to both slaves.  Warning!  Slave A is approaching maximum demerits.  Challenge resumes in fifteen minutes
.”

This punishment had the side effect of making my heart race, driving up the strength of the shocks to my nipples, so I was really getting a two for one punishment for this failure.  I’d never been shocked on the clit before, and while it stung like hell, it was also turning me on somehow.

I could feel my juices running past the edge of the chastity belt and down my thigh, but no matter how horny it made me, I seemed to be incapable of cumming for some reason.  God, I had to get the code right this time, so we could end this!

When it was time, Cleo closely watched me punch it in to make sure I didn’t mistype it, and then hit accept herself.

“Input error.  Five dem— Program error.  Maximum demerit count exceeded.  Redo from start.”


What the hell?  What was happening?

“Dual Damsels activated.  Default settings applied.  You have forty-five minutes to complete preparations.  Task begins now
.”

Holy shit… a glitch in my programming had made the program start over from the beginning!  Even worse was the fact it was using default settings, which meant I was now Slave A instead of Cleo!  This couldn’t be happening!

My only hope was to try the remaining codes to see if I could open the box.  That, or tap out and accept being Cleo’s slave for a day.  Unfortunately, it seemed the lock box keypad wasn’t active anymore, so it was either run the scene again, or become Cleo’s bondage toy.

My sabotage had been turned around on me, and I was screwed no matter what I did.  I guess I sat there for forty minutes, since I felt the toys come alive with the system test, and I definitely
 felt the increased power levels.

“Verification complete, all systems go.  Slave A proceed to kitchen pressure pad.  Slave B proceed to living room pressure pad.  This is a race.  Challenge begins now
.”

Shit!  Maybe Cleo would be willing to call a halt to the game by mutual agreement, since we were in a place we should’ve have been.  I turned to try to catch her eye, but found I was alone in the bedroom.

“Slave B obtained objective first.  Five demerits awarded to Slave A.  One additional demerit will be assigned for each minute it takes for Slave A to reach objective
.”

Fuck!  Not only was she playing the game, but she’d snuck out of the bedroom while I was lost in thought.  Since she knew the order of events, she’d be able to stay ahead of me every step of the way, making me rack up the demerits even faster than she had.  The program would probably crash and restart again when I broke sixty, but that simply meant it would start over and over until I tapped out.

There really was no choice but to grunt or tap out the S-O-S signal that would inform the computer we needed Anthony to come and save us, accept the consequences for pulling him away from his work, and then when he was done with us, submit to Cleo for a day.  Even though I’d be tapping out due to a glitch, I had no doubt she’d make me live up to my end of the bet… I would if I was in her shoes.

“Challenge paused
,” the computer announced as soon as it detected my S-O-S safety signal.  “Emergency contact notified.  Awaiting response
.”

I now discovered I’d made another minor programming error.  Pausing the game instead of ending it outright meant the toys were still running in the holding pattern, and they’d stay that way until Anthony arrived and maybe
 shut them off.  Cleo had warned me there would be consequences to calling for Anthony’s help, and he might decide to teach us a lesson by leaving them on while he had his fun with us.

“Response received.  Estimated time of arrival: thirty minutes.  Signal again if emergency assistance is required
.”

No matter what happened after he arrived, this was going to be an even longer and tougher weekend than I imagined was even remotely possible.


The Penalty Scene

I think Anthony arrived in under fifteen minutes, but once he’d ascertained we weren’t in imminent danger, he left us like we were, so he could finish editing the video scene he’d been working on. 

In addition, he told the computer to resume the game, so he could watch the code when the program crashed, and he could find the buggy piece of code easier.  He could’ve just checked the logs, of course, but this was his way of keeping us out of his hair for a few hours, while simultaneously teaching us a lesson, and keeping him amused.

It wasn’t until four in the morning… eleven hours after our failed duo self-bondage game began… that he finally overrode the system and let us have more than a few minutes of rest at a time.  He kept us in bondage for the rest of the night of course, since it was after midnight when he stopped the program, and according to the rules of using him for a safety, we were now his to use until we went to bed on Saturday
 night!

It had worked out suspiciously well from his point of view, and I wondered if he hadn’t somehow sabotaged my sabotage attempt.  I’d definitely be taking my own close look at the code later on, to see if I could find any sign of tampering.

It was midmorning when I was woken up with my toys already running at near three-quarter speed, and still climbing.  They’d been left on low all night to keep me warmed up, and it had been around twelve hours since my last orgasm, so it would be pathetically easy for him to make me cum.  An orgasm alarm clock… what a great idea!

He was still mad at us, though, so the vibrations stopped about a nanosecond before I hit the peak, and I felt the cables holding me to my bed begin to retract.  I’d been stretched out on the right side of the bed using two cables, with Cleo occupying the left side of the bed in an identical situation.  (He’d slept in between us, which I thought was a little weird, but also kind of comforting.)

Even though my overnight bondage hadn’t been excessive, and I wasn’t even close to being completely free, it was still a major relief to be able to move around and stretch a little.  It would’ve been even more of a relief if Cleo hadn’t beaten me to the bathroom, but at least she was quick about giving me my turn.

I wasn’t as quick at taking care of business, since I found it awkward with my hands locked together, and my ankles hobbled.  I went to the kitchen next, since I smelled both coffee and bacon in the air, and it made me drool out of the ring gag even more than usual.

“Good morning, Sienna,” he cheerfully said, when I hopped into view.  “I trust you slept well?”

I couldn’t speak worth a shit while wearing a gag, nor nod my head because of the posture collar, so I simply kept hopping until I could take a seat in the chair he’d pulled away from the table.  I saw a carafe of coffee on the table, but any breakfast he’d cooked was now just a memory.  Breakfast for Cleo and I was something as different as it was degrading.

He gave us each a pair of baby bottles, one with apple juice, and the other with a thick milkshake.  Since we wouldn’t be able to drink out of a regular bottle while wearing ring gags, he’d replaced the tops with stubby rubber penises!

In order to get any kind of suction whatsoever, I had to take the whole thing into my mouth, but luckily it wasn’t long enough to make me gag.  While we ‘ate’, he explained his plan for the day.

“I just signed on a new client, who wants to gift her husband with a BDSM anniversary surprise.  The scene is going to start with elements from your self-bondage program, and then change into a modified version of the random bondage game when he finds her… and you two just volunteered to help me work out all the horny details!  Thanks, ladies.”

This wasn’t even remotely close to what I’d been expecting, but it might prove to be fun.

“Even with two of you filling her role, it’ll take a while to run through the full scenario, but we can do it if you both work hard enough.  I’ll just have to provide some extra incentives to make sure you don’t slack off.”

I almost choked on my breakfast when I felt all three toys spring back to life at full speed, and then tried to swear when I felt them gradually slow down.  The bastard was going to incentivize us by running the tease and torment program with the heart rate monitor!

He shut it off after a mere fifteen minutes… that felt like fifteen years from my point of view, and gave each of us the option of either fully cooperating, or spending the day like that.  He also pointed out that he’d taken the time to hide the keys to our chastity belts, and activate a password on the Virtual Master controller.  I’m sure you can guess which option we both chose.

Now that he had us where he wanted us, he took a bit of mercy and decided to remove our breast bondage, which had grown distinctly uncomfortable after so long.  After first pulling my hands up and over my head, and locking them in place to the back of my posture collar, he used a pair of medical safety scissors to cut all the tape and rope off in one fell swoop.

My boobs throbbed for several minutes afterwards, but it was totally worth it to be free of at least one major aspect of my bondage.  He did the same to Cleo next, and then freed one wrist at a time so he could strip off the opera gloves.  We’d already agreed to cooperate, but either he wasn’t one to take chances, or keeping us restrained at all times was part of the game.

He did something similar when it came time to take off our boots, tying off one leg at a time to the chair.  He fastened our wrists to the waist belt, so he could remove the posture collars, but even though our bondage was now fairly minimal, he’d made sure we remained just as helpless as ever.

“Before we begin, I’m considering letting the two of you take a shower.  Would you like that?”

I so
 needed a shower by this point, I was already nodding my head before my brain processed it was likely to come with strings attached.

“In order to prevent any funny business, I’m only going to allow one of you the use of your hands.  If you want to enjoy that extra bit of freedom, all you need to do is make me cum.”

Cleo was on her knees before he finished dropping his drawers, and while he was clearly giving me an easy out if I didn’t want to go there, I knelt as well.  In for a penny, in for a pound as they say.

“Ten strokes only, then switch,” he ordered, leaning back in his chair with his hands behind his head.

Cleo went first, and had him good and hard by the time it was my turn.  It wasn’t easy giving him a blowjob while wearing the ring gag, but I had a fierce competitive spirit in me, and wanted to win just for the sake of winning.  Since Cleo was obviously more experienced at this sort of thing, plus she knew what he liked best, I made sure to watch her closely whenever it was her turn, and did my best to copy her method.

Unfortunately, it involved taking the entire length of his cock into her mouth and down her throat, and that was something I couldn’t easily do.  Trying to deep throat him was making me gag and my eyes were watering so bad he even paused the action and asked if I was okay to continue, or if I needed to be let loose.

It was another easy out, but I shook my head and plunged back down on his cock, determined to figure it out.  After a half dozen turns I managed to briefly take in the entire thing, but I’d learned too little, too late.

Showing an amazing ability to hold her breath, Cleo’s next turn lasted almost as long as the entire blowjob so far, and ninety-nine percent of it was done with his cock completely down her throat!  She finished the job on her eighth stroke, and won the advantage.

I was a little vexed, but then remembered we had all day.  If this was rehearsal for a husband and wife scene, it was likely I’d be seeing his wang again several more times before we were done, and thankfully Cleo didn’t seem to have a jealous bone in her body.

“Congratulations, dear,” he said, with a contented sigh.  “You’ve earned yourself an additional reward with that.”

She began moaning as soon as he tapped something on his phone, so I knew he’d turned her toys back on.  I thought it was distinctly unfair that he was going to let her cum and not me, but then I felt mine turn on as well.

“Cleo had the obvious advantage, but I could tell you were trying your hardest, and that kind of effort deserves a reward as well.”

After a half day of being teased to the brink of insanity, it took almost no time at all before both of us were writhing on the floor in ecstasy.  In fact, it took longer for us to recover enough to get back on our feet afterwards.  That was one hell of an orgasm!

The pleasant afterglow was made even better when Cleo began soaping my body down in the shower, while all I could do was lean in the corner and try to keep my jelly legs from buckling.  If Anthony had left the toys running at even a low speed, I’m sure her sensual breast massage would’ve sent me over the edge again!

We stayed in there until we’d run the hot water heater dry, and had to hurry to rinse off with the rapidly cooling water.  By the time we emerged from the bathroom, clean, dry, and refreshed, I found Anthony had been quite busy, and was ready to begin the first scene.

“Unlike your regular self-bondage sessions, where getting out safely on your own is critical, Daisy is going to restrain herself in a way that will be impossible to escape from.  She’ll be stuck until either her husband gets home, or we return to save her in case something happens to him.”

I felt my heart begin to race, knowing I was about to experience something I’d always wanted to try.  With self-bondage, the ability to get free at the end was absolutely critical, so I could never attempt anything of this magnitude.

“Now, Daisy is a complete rookie at this kind of stuff, so you’ll have to come up with something she can easily get into on her own, but never escape from.  She’s doing this because she found out her husband used to be heavily into the BDSM scene before they met, so the tighter you can make it, the better as far as she’s concerned.  She wants to do it right.”

In a reversal of his earlier strategy, he removed our ring gags, and freed our limbs, giving me the chance to speak for what felt like the first time in ages.

“If she wants to be found in super restrictive bondage for her husband, why not have you tie her up?” I asked, once I got my jaw working again.

“She’s worried he might get jealous of having someone else tie her up, and doesn’t want to risk spoiling their anniversary.”

“I guess that sort of makes sense, although in my opinion it’s a very tiny difference.”

“It’s her call, and the customer is always right.  Now, I’ll give you two an hour or so to come up with something interesting, and in the spirit of the game you two played last night, will give the winner a nice reward.”

I felt my toys come back on in the teasing holding pattern, so I knew very well what his idea of a reward would be.  I was already smiling by the time I was standing in front of the wardrobe and selecting the things I’d need, since I thought I might actually have an advantage over Cleo, for once.

She had a lot more experience with bondage than I did, but a truly inescapable tie was something I’d often thought about, so I knew exactly how to do it.  Those new roller buckle belts and one-way ratchet straps would make it almost too easy.

Even though I didn’t need them, I wore the fully array of leather cuffs, thinking Daisy’s husband might like to have plenty of restraint options available when he found her.  I put on a regular collar and used the inflatable gag with full head harness, although I only used the main panel strap for now, since I planned on adding a blindfold at the end.  (The blindfold needed to be held in place by the rest of the straps for full effect.)

I wasn’t looking forward to more breast bondage, but a nice, tight harness would definitely be needed for full effect, so I wound the ropes around my chest as tight as I could, noticing Cleo was doing almost the exact same thing.  She’d put on nipple clamps, though, and I didn’t think they’d suit my restraint plan very well, so I came up with the idea of clipping them to the front of my collar as another option for the husband.

It was a good idea, and Anthony could easily expand on it further by providing a variety of pleasure, pain, and restraint devices for his clients, either laid out where she’d be bound, or scattered around their house to offer a variety of scenes.  He was one lucky guy to have a wife willing to do this kind of thing for him.

Okay, back to work.  Since Anthony’s customer wasn’t likely to have winches or electromagnets in her house, I got the longest one-way strap I had, and tied a bulky knot at one end.  I tossed the knotted end over the closet door, shut it, and gave a few experimental tugs to make sure the strap wasn’t going to slip out when I started pulling on it.  Using straps and a door was low tech, but effective.

I prepared two smaller straps by feeding the end through the roller buckle, and trapping the tailing end between the door and the frame.  I put one near the handle for my wrists, and one up high for my elbows and the long strap.  Just thinking about what I was about to do was getting me almost as wet as the holding pattern vibrations, so I had to pick up the pace and finish this up.

I went back to the wardrobe for the last time and got the remaining items I’d need: locks, a two-foot spreader bar, and some rope.  The spreader bar was locked between my ankle cuffs, and I used the rope to tie my upper legs together.  It was a bit of a strain on my legs, since I wanted it to be nice and tight, and it also made it awkward to stand properly.  Well, I wouldn’t be standing for long.

I used a lock to connect the center ring of the spreader bar to the long strap, and then took a final look around to make sure I knew where everything was.  I noticed Cleo looked to be trying something with ropes from some ceiling hooks, and two small piles of books.  I bet she was going to stand on the piles and then kick them out to suspend herself from above.  Cool.

I kind of wanted to watch her work, but it was time to put on the blindfold and lock the gag harness over top of it.  Once that was done, I gave the gag a few more hard pumps, and started feeling for the arm straps.

Adding the spreader bar had thrown off my calculations a bit, so the one for my upper arms was almost up to my armpits.  When I pulled it tight, it was going to feel extremely
 tight.

I really had to work at it, and in my world of darkness it seemed to take forever, but by the time I was done, my arms were touching from wrist to past
 my elbows!  At least that’s how it felt.

Now there was only one thing left to do, but it was the most important.  I opened the door just enough to let the arm straps fall out, and then closed it again.  I somewhat ungracefully got to my knees and started working my way across the room, taking out a bit of slack in the long strap with every move I made.

I was probably in the middle of the room before the loop pulled the spreader bar up around my ass, and really started increasing the strain on my elbows.  It was already a nice, tight hogtie, but I wasn’t about to stop until every millimeter of slack was eliminated.  (It was theoretically possible to get my ankles all the way up to my elbows this way, and I wanted to see how close I could get.)

It turned out it wasn’t all that hard after all.  I could sort of wiggle forward until I was partly upright, and then rock back and lunge forward to pull out more and more slack.  After repeating that a few times I was sure my hands were down around my knees, yet I still tried for more.

I eventually got to the point where I was partly off the ground, but didn’t have enough leverage to lunge forward and tighten it any further.  It was a back breaking hogtie, but it’d been my choice to do this to myself, so this is how I would stay until Anthony returned to set me free.

How long would that be?  He’d said an ‘hour or so’, and since it had taken me around thirty minutes to get myself into this bind, that meant another half hour at a minimum.  It could be a lot longer if he’d gone back to work and lost track of time.

At least my bondage didn’t seem to be cutting off circulation anywhere, which was always a risk when going for an extreme method of restraint.  My feet weren’t cold, and I had feeling in all my fingers, so other than the muscle strain in my shoulders and back, I was in somewhat decent shape.

Since I’d never be in such an inescapable self-bondage hogtie again, I decided to revel in the feeling of helplessness it caused, and try to enjoy myself.  It wasn’t hard to enjoy myself, since those infernal toys were still keeping my horniness level pegged, but I sure wished I was able to cum.  The hogtie strap even kept my breasts off the floor, so I couldn’t try to rub my nipples for a bit of extra stimulation.

I think I zoned out for a while, since it seemed like almost no time at all had passed before I heard Anthony’s whistle of amazement.

“Wow!  When I asked for inescapable self-bondage, you two sure delivered.  A near-suspension strappado, and a back breaking hogtie… but which one wins the challenge?”

Me, obviously, but I guess he had to be fair and inspect what both of us had done.

“Well, dear, you nailed the strappado nicely, but you should’ve tied your upper arms like Sienna.  Your gag is also about three pumps shy of proper inflation, and I would’ve recommended a longer spreader bar.  I’ll give you a seven out of ten.”

“As for you, that’s one damn fine hogtie,” he said, checking the tension on the ratchet strap.  “Excellent elbow bondage, and I like the twist of tied legs in combination with the spreader bar.  You came up with a very unique bit of self-bondage, and one that doesn’t require any specialty items.”

I felt and heard the ratchet click three more times as he checked to see how close to max I’d gotten it.  Three little clicks might not sound like a lot, but I sure felt it!  I also felt the four pumps he added to the inflatable gag, and I definitely felt it when he took the nipple clamps off my collar and put them where they belonged.

“A few minor flaws, but I’m going to have to give Sienna the win.  Sorry dear, but it looks like you get to clean her house, while she enjoys the reward for a job well done.”

I would’ve smiled if I could.

“I think we need a few additions, though, to simulate what might happen when her husband discovers her bound and helpless.”

Additions?  What was he up to now?

What he was up to was to braid my hair into pigtails, and tie each one to my big toes.  Now I had foot and neck strain to deal with on top of everything else, but he wasn’t done yet.  He used foam earplugs to cut off almost all sound, leaving me in a place I’d never been before.  I couldn’t move, speak, see or hear… all that existed was my bondage, and the trio of toys that were slowly increasing in intensity.

The only movement left to me was in my fingers, and as my orgasm arrived and rolled over me, I found myself clenching my hands into fists and then extending them out as far as I could, in time with each wave of unbelievable pleasure.  Then even that was taken away from me, as he wrapped them tightly in several layers of tape.

He let the toys bring me to another mind-blowing orgasm, and then turned down the intensity to let me catch my breath.  He also pulled out one ear plug so he could whisper something into my ear.

“The scene you’re testing has a few unknown factors, namely how long Daisy will be stuck before he finds her, and how long he’ll keep her tied once he does.  There’s another unknown I want to test for myself, but I’ll get to that in a moment.”

Shit… was this going where I think it was going?  Was he going to keep me like this for a lot longer?

“You see, I keep extremely close track of all code changes to the system, so I know Cleo played a dirty trick on you during you trial run.  I taught her a lesson for that on the last job we did, and plan on doing more, but then I saw you tried for some payback on your own with the duo self-bondage program.

“That’s perfectly understandable, but I’m the only one who’s allowed to punish Cleo, so I modified your modifications to make sure the program would crash and restart.  If it was anyone else, I’d have them tied over a spanking bench and caned for a stunt like that, but since it’s you, I decided to be nice.

“You’ll simply stay like this until Cleo finishes cleaning your house… which may take a while, since she’ll be doing it in restraints.  You’ll also be my guinea pig for that little test I mentioned earlier.

“I’ve got a modification of the tease and deny program that’ll let you cum after a time, but right now that time is unknown.  It could be five minutes in between each orgasm, or it could be an hour, and there’s only one way to find out.  I’ll talk to you again in a few hours, or after the computer registers a dozen orgasms… have fun, and good luck.”

There was no doubt about it; I was screwed.  If I had a dozen orgasms in short order I’d probably pass out from the overload, and if I had only one per hour, I’d be stuck like this for a lot
 longer than I’d planned on.  I felt the toys come on and begin to do their magic, and knew it was going to be a long day either way… and I knew I’d never try cheating again.


The Birthday Surprise

Anthony had said all was forgiven and forgotten once he’d set me free later that day, but I wasn’t so sure.  They were either extremely busy, or they were ducking my calls, and replying to a text only took a few seconds, so I was pretty sure I knew which it was.  Cleo hadn’t even bothered to claim her day with me as her slave!

As near as I could tell, the self-bondage program was complete, but I didn’t dare test it without his final approval in place, not to mention the fact I needed them around for a safety measure in case something went wrong.  I’d all but given up when I finally heard the chime I’d assigned to Anthony’s phone; he’d finally replied to my texts!

Happy birthday!  You available for a real run?

Damn straight I was, and it took me less than three seconds to send him my affirmative reply.  I was also gratified he’d remembered today was my birthday… maybe he’d been ducking my texts and messages so he could spring some sort of birthday surprise on me!

Send me a text when you get home from work.

I was already home.  My birthday had fallen on a Friday this year, and since it was also a long weekend, I’d decided to turn it into a four day holiday.  I told him so.


Even better.  Get ready, we’ll be there in a half hour with a present for you
.

There wasn’t anything I needed to do to get ready, since I was freshly showered, I’d just eaten lunch, and it goes without saying I was completely naked.  All my new toys were fully charged, the old ones had fresh batteries, and all the rest of my supplies were neatly organized, so all I could do was twiddle my thumbs until they arrived.

I almost ran out to help when they arrived, since I saw them each carrying a heavy looking gift-wrapped package.  They seemed to have a handle on it, though, so I just opened the door to let them in, and shut it right after.

“Happy birthday!” they both shouted in unison.

Thankfully they spared me the singing of the song, and just gave me a hug and a kiss once they’d put their presents down by the couch.  I was quite excited, since other than a box of chocolates or gift card from a coworker, I didn’t really get presents anymore.

“Go ahead and open mine first,” Cleo chuckled, noticing how I was staring at the boxes.

She didn’t have to tell me twice.  I tore into the wrapping paper like a kid on Christmas morning, and squealed in delight when I saw what was inside; it was the sybian machine I’d wanted for so long, with all the deluxe attachments!

Anthony’s gift went along with it.  He’d fabricated a padded plywood base to mount it on, and installed over a dozen rings around the perimeter for anchor points.  I couldn’t decide if I wanted to give the machine a test drive right now, or do the self-bondage scenario I’d been waiting for, but it turned out I didn’t have to choose.  Anthony had written a new program for my birthday to utilize it!

This was the best of both worlds, and I couldn’t wait to get started.  They helped me haul it into my bedroom, and mount it on the base, which Anthony had carefully positioned at the foot of my bed underneath the winch.

“We’re going to leave you alone so you can have fun with your birthday present, but if it’s okay with you, we’d like to stay in your guest room tonight,” he said, once he’d finished.

“No problem,” I replied, even though I couldn’t tear my eyes off the incredible machine.  “Are you working nearby this weekend?”

“Something like that.  We’ll make sure to stay out of your way as much as possible.”

“Feel free to crash here all weekend if you need to.”

“Thanks,” he said, rising to his feet.  “Oh, I almost forgot… run program ‘Happy Birthday’ when you’re ready to begin.”

“You two are the best,” I said, giving each of them a big bear hug.

“I’ll go dump our bags into the guest room, and then we’ll be out of your hair until sometime late tonight.”

“Catch ya later,” Cleo said, taking Anthony’s hand and heading for the door.

Showing incredible self-control, I waited until I heard them drive off before shouting “Virtual Master, run program Happy Birthday!”

“Confirm activation of program Happy Birthday
.”

“Confirmed,” I replied.

“Prepare the following items, restrain yourself, and say continue when ready to begin
.”

It was a relatively simple list, but it would take a fair amount of time to set up.  I had to fetch numerous straps, locks, one key which I put on the winch hook above me, a ball gag, clover clamps, a butt plug, and some bungee cords.  I arranged the gear around the sybian, put the dildo attachment on the machine to ensure the wildest ride possible, and grabbed the bulkier stuff from my closet.

The first step in getting ‘dressed’ was to put on my heavy corset with the quarter cups that lifted my boobs up, but left most of them exposed.  Nipple clamps were on the list the computer gave me, so it made sense.

It wasn’t easy to put on by myself, but I managed to do a fairly respectable job using a wall hook to pull the laces tight.  My thigh-high ballet boots were next, and took even longer than usual, since the corset kept me from bending over.  It’s a good thing the computer didn’t set a time limit for my preparations.

I wasn’t sure about putting on the heart rate monitor, since I’d had plenty of experience with it to know that he could keep me tormented for hours with the thing, although it might just be a safety matter, since I didn’t think the sybian would be tied into it yet.  Despite my reservations, I put it on since this was his program, and I didn’t want to risk screwing it up.

Before starting to restrain myself to the platform, I loosely buckled the gag and hung it around my neck, locked leather cuffs on my wrists, and worked the inflatable butt plug into place.  This one didn’t vibrate or shock me, but what it lacked in special features, it made up for in pure size, once it was pumped up.

As I lowered myself onto the sybian and was penetrated by the rubber phallus, I couldn’t contain a deep moan of pure delight.  The half-barrel shape of the machine not only ensured my legs were spread nicely wide, but a lot of my weight was resting on both the dildo and the rubber bristles that would tease my pussy and clit when I turned it on.  This was gonna be great!

The bulk of my restraints were the straps that would make sure I couldn’t lift myself off the machine.  The clover clamps were connected to the bungee cords, and hooked to rings at the very front of the board, making leaning back a painful process, which I actually had to do in order to lock my wrists to the platform behind me.  That was going to suck, but I should be able to handle it for the few seconds it would take.

All seemed to be in order, so I told the computer to proceed, and put the gag in my mouth.

“Finish all restraints now.  Turn on the sybian to low speed only, and toss the controller out of reach.  Challenge begins in sixty seconds
.”

I was surprised at how good low speed felt, especially once I added rotations to the dildo, but this was my private birthday party, and I wanted a little bit more.  I refrained from turning it up too
 high, since I didn’t know how long the scene was going to last, but I couldn’t help but add a few extra percent before tossing the controller ahead of me.

Locking the cuffs to the short chain behind me pulled my nipples even more than I’d thought it would, and I could’ve wished for a few extra links to work with.  I bit the bullet (the gag actually) when the computer said ten seconds remaining, and breathed a sigh of relief when I felt the lock snick shut.  While I couldn’t actually lean forward much to relieve all
 the pressure on them, my nipples were thankful for the little bit of relief they got.

“Do not allow yourself to have an orgasm until you remove the key from the winch hook.  Challenge begins now
.”

That wasn’t what I’d been expecting.  I felt like a kid who wasn’t allowed to have dessert until I ate all my vegetables, and the machine felt sooooo fucking good, I wasn’t inclined to wait.  I could see the winch cable unspooling a measly inch at a time every few seconds, and at ninety-six inches from floor to ceiling, I’d have to wait… umm… too long.

I did
 want to wait and let the pressure build a bit, so I could have an explosive and memorable release, so it wasn’t until the key was halfway down that my pot finally boiled over, and I came like there was no tomorrow.  This wonderful new toy was hitting all the right spots with a single-minded intensity that simply kept the waves of pleasure rolling on and on and on, until I slumped forward to the limit the cuffs behind me allowed, and rode the afterglow.

Actually, I was riding more than the afterglow; the powerful vibrator was still doing its job quite well, and I was already well on the way to round number two.  I leaned my head back to try and estimate how much longer it’d be before I could reach the key, and almost had a heart attack when I saw it back up on the ceiling!

Now the true deviousness of Anthony’s program came to light.  Since the sybian wasn’t tied into the heart rate monitor, he’d used something that was… namely, the winch.  If the computer detected I’d had an orgasm, the cable would retract, and I’d have to start all over!  I was really regretting those few extra percent’s worth of power I’d added when I turned it on, but like all my self-bondage mistakes, it was too late to do anything about it now.

Now that I was better aware of my predicament, I discovered another, subtle bit of deviousness in my restraints.  Leaning forward to take pressure off my nipples increased the amount of contact my clit had with those tiny rubber fingers, making the vibrations feel more intense!

I couldn’t lean back much either, or the pull on my sensitive nipples sent jolts of pain that my body was confusing with pleasure by this point.  Not that leaning back got my clit fully away from those magic bristle anyway.  Even the massively inflated butt plug was adding another multiplier to the pleasure I felt, since it seemed to make the dildo slowly rotating around inside my pussy more effective, and of course the feeling of inescapable bondage doubled everything I felt.

Concentrating so hard on all the sensations I was experiencing was definitely a mistake, since it only fanned the flames burning inside me.  The key hadn’t dropped even half as far as it did the first time before I exploded into orgasm for the second time.

It had only been a few minutes since my first orgasm, and my pussy felt like it was on fire from this one.  Have you ever built a campfire and used a plate to fan the flames?  Every wave of air sends the flames shooting up a little bit higher, and that’s exactly how this felt.

When was it Anthony said they’d be back?  Sometime late tonight, I think he said… which was more than enough time for this awful, lovely machine to turn me into a smoldering puddle of goo unless I got my shit together, so the key could make it all the way down to floor level.

Okay… so I got off to a bad start, but that was no reason to say I couldn’t succeed if I worked at it.  I’d have one or two solid shots at this, and all I needed was concentration, self-control, discipline… and maybe a little divine intervention.

Unfortunately, considering my predicament and how hyper-aware I was of everything, trying not
 to think about cumming was harder than not thinking about a pink elephant once it was mentioned.  I almost made it, but close only counts in horseshoes and hand grenades.

Like always, letting the pressure build for an extended period of time made the resultant explosion even more powerful, and this time was no exception.  It burst free like a breaking dam, and sent a flood of ecstasy through me that damn near made me feel like I was drowning, since I could barely breathe through it.

I began shaking uncontrollably, which was probably something I should’ve fought against with all my being, since it pulled my nipples with rapid little jolts that hurt so good, and made me want to keep cumming forever.  The shaking was equally devastating on my pussy, and I started to squirt in long pulsing gushes that made my delirious mind think a dam somewhere close really had burst!

Without any pause to mark the difference, I went straight from one orgasm into another, and kept squirting practically the entire time.  I was really making a mess, but that was only a brief, passing thought, other than the waves of pleasure coursing through me, the only thought I was capable of was that I wasn’t likely to get another chance at the key.

Even if I passed out, I was willing to bet the sybian would keep making me cum until Anthony and Cleo found me later on.  That was assuming they didn’t simply sneak off to bed when they returned, thinking I wanted my privacy.

I doubt the key lowered more than a foot between my first multi-orgasmic explosion and the next set, but as it passed and I knelt there in a daze, that divine intervention I’d been hoping for arrived via the sound of a car door closing in my driveway.  Had they forgotten something when they dropped off their bags?  Was I saved?

It was faint, but I heard my front door open and close, and then the clack of high heeled shoes grew louder at Cleo’s approach.  Yes!

The ball gag I wore would muffle my voice, but not cut it off entirely like the inflatable panel gag would’ve.  Thank God for small favors, and my first bit of real luck.  I was quite short of breath by this point, but I used all of my remaining strength to shout at Cleo and beg for help as she walked by my door.

She walked right on by, but then leaned back a moment later and peered inside at me.

“Wow,” she said, almost in awe.  “It looks like you’re having one hell of a birthday party… I’m actually a little jealous.  You’ll have to let me try that scene someday.”

“Ell ee!” I mumbled.

“Our client cancelled just as we got to the door, so our weekend is totally shot now,” she continued, totally missing my plea for help.  “Anthony is quite mad about it, and just sent me in to grab out stuff, since we won’t need to crash here tonight.  Sorry for intruding.”

I tried again, and this time she did a double take, finally noticing that something might be wrong.

“Don’t tell me you’re stuck again?” she asked in disbelief.  “Do you know how hard Anthony worked to get this surprise ready for you in time for your birthday?  Considering the mood he’s in right now, he might not even want to come in and save you this time!”

“Eese!” I begged, just before my eyes rolled up, and another unstoppable series of orgasmic waves began ravaging my helpless body.

“Okay, I’ll go ask him… but if he agrees, I can guarantee the consequences will make last time look like a walk in the park.  I’ll be right back.”

Dammit, why couldn’t she have just turned the sybian off and let me get the key myself?  Anthony didn’t need to know!

It seemed to take forever before I heard a car door slam, and then there was the sound of two sets of footsteps approaching.  The first thing he did when he strode into the room was look at the controller settings, not at me.  He shook his head in disgust before turning to look at me.

“Once again you failed to follow even the simplest of instructions, and once again you’re paying the price.  I’ve a good mind to leave you like this until the program times out in twelve hours, just to teach you a lesson that might finally sink through that thick skull of yours!  You’re just damn lucky we had our boneheaded client cancel tonight!”

Yeah, he was pissed off alright.

“She made an honest mistake, dear,” Cleo intervened, putting a hand on his arm.  “We can’t leave her like this.”

“No, we can’t leave her like this,” he agreed, stepping close and squatting before me.  “But if I agree to let you out, I promise I’m going to teach you a lesson in obedience that you’ll never forget!  Do you want out?”

I managed to nod yes just before another massive orgasm plowed through me, and seeing what was happening, he grabbed the controller and turned it up so high I swear the vibrations were rattling my back teeth!  I thought the sybian was an unstoppable orgasm machine on the low speed setting I’d chosen, but this was completely insane!

I think
 it was three orgasms in a row, but they ran from one to the next so fast, there was no telling for sure.  He thankfully turned the power completely off after that, and finally gave me a chance to catch my breath and begin to recover.

“We’ll be back in a few minutes,” he said, his face still mere inches from mine.  “Luckily, we have a van stuffed to the roof with all the gear we’d planned on using with our client, and believe me when I say you’re going to experience each and every piece before we set you fully free, even if it takes all weekend!”

I nodded my understanding and agreement.  What else could I do?


The Ultimate Sabotage

He didn’t actually return to release me, but without the sybian running rampant, it allowed the key to drop all the way, so I could free myself.  My trembling fingers were barely able to fit the key into the lock holding my wrists trapped behind me, but I finally got it and was able to begin the painful step of unclamping my nipples, the relieving action of deflating the butt plug, and the arduous process of undoing all those straps holding me down.

I wasn’t completely free either, since Anthony had pocketed the keys to the tiny padlocks trapping me in my outfit.  I didn’t mind the gag or corset so much, but the ballet boots were killing me, and almost made it so I couldn’t even get to my feet; my body was simply too rubbery for the balance the ultra-high heels required.

When I finally accomplished the Herculean feat of standing on my own two feet, the first thing I did was stagger to the bathroom, so I could clean up a little.  I really had made a mess of myself.

When I’d repaired the damage as much as possible, I took a few towels back to the bedroom to soak up the mess around the machine, and then went to join Anthony and Cleo in the living room.  They’d been making all sorts of loud banging noises ever since they’d left me to free myself, and I was curious what they were up to.

The banging had been from all the stuff they’d hauled in.  He hadn’t been kidding when he said he had a van full of bondage gear, and now it was piled against the wall of my living room.

They were both on the couch facing away from me, but he must’ve heard my approach, since he raised a hand and gestured for me to come over.  When I was standing in front of him, he studied me for a few moments before speaking.

“Kneel so Cleo can take care of that corset for you.”

Cleo got up to help me kneel, but before taking off the corset, she locked my wrists to my collar.  This was going to be like last time, in that he wasn’t going to let me have any more freedom than necessary.

Once my hands were safely out of the way, she untied the knot at the back of my corset, but didn’t loosen the laces… she began tightening them!  Stupid me… when Anthony had said Cleo was going to take care of my corset, I’d naturally assumed that meant taking it off.  No… she was taking care of it by tightening it properly and fully.

Anthony held me by my elbows and Cleo put a knee to my back to ensure maximum leverage, and after several passes, the two sides of the corset met behind me.  I’d never had it this tight before, and I could hardly believe the difference in how it felt.  I couldn’t take more than a shallow breath, and I swear I’d lost at least two more inches off my waist!

With the corset laced fully closed, the previously unused flap was able to cover the laces from top to bottom, and with six tiny padlocks, ensure it stayed that way.  Even if he freed my hands and gave me the key, I wasn’t sure I’d be able to contort my arms enough to reach all of them!

“We’re going to combine your lesson with a little game designed to teach you how to deal with distractions properly.  For every assigned task you succeed in, we’ll make your bondage a little easier, and for each one you fail, we’ll make the next challenge more difficult.  You can quit at any time, but if you do, this ludicrous self-bondage experiment is over forever.  Sound fair?”

I nodded.

“Your first task is fairly simple.  I want you to thank me for freeing you from your birthday present.”

The way he wanted me to thank him was obvious, since he unzipped his pants and let his monster cock spring free.  Neither one of them had made any move to get the gag out of my mouth, so he was obviously kicking things into high gear early to see if I’d balk and let him shut down the entire Virtual Master system.  Not a chance.

“Hold on a moment, dear,” Cleo said, putting a hand on my shoulder.  “Her pussy has to be sore after that long ride on the sybian… I don’t think it’s fair to use her that way so soon.”

She’d never shown even a hint of jealousy in the past, but maybe she didn’t want me to fuck her husband in front of her.

“You’re quite right, hon,” he agreed.  “Luckily, she’s just finished stretching out that tight little ass of hers with the inflatable plug, so if you’ll find me some lube somewhere, I’ll let her thank me that way.”

“I just happen to have some right here,” she said, tossing him a small bottle.

So much for Cleo not wanting me to fuck her husband… can you spell ‘setup’?  I sure could… my ass she just ‘happened’ to have a bottle of lube handy!  Literally!

I wasn’t going to give up so easily though, even as I watched it grow improbably bigger and harder the more he stroked it with the slick fluid.  He tossed the bottle back to Cleo, who immediately slapped a palm full against my butt and began rubbing it in.

When she could easily slide three fingers in and out, she helped me to my feet and then spun me around, so I could sit in his lap.  It took both of them working together to guide me down and onto his waiting cock; I was almost no help at all in my massive heels and with my arms trapped up by my neck.

He wasn’t as big as the butt plug had been once it was fully inflated, but you could’ve fooled me.  Then again, I’d never attempted to get the plug past my sphincter when it was blown up, and his tool was definitely longer.

Once I was fully impaled, I was able to reposition my feet slightly, and rise up on my own.  I did it slowly at first, to make sure I didn’t accidently let him fall out, but the bulbous head of his cock was unmistakable against my tight sphincter, and I soon got into a proper rhythm.

Up slowly until I felt the slight increase in pressure, then down again just as slowly until he was well inside me, and finishing the stroke with a faster, harder thrust until he was as deep inside me as possible.  Rinse and repeat.

Once I got used to it, I thought it might’ve been quite pleasant to fuck him like this, but I was already tired from my time on the sybian, and my thighs, calves, and feet were feeling the burn within a minute or two.  It didn’t help that the corset wouldn’t allow me to get enough air in my lungs to support my efforts, and rising up off his lap became harder and harder each time.

Cleo was no help either, since as soon as I’d found my rhythm, she’d sat her ass on my coffee table, spread her legs, and began to diddle her skittle.  From the sounds she was making, it was a certainty she’d finish before either of us could.

I must’ve gone at it for a good ten minutes or more, but then my legs gave out completely, and no matter how hard I tried, I simply couldn’t rise up off his cock again.  I was forced to shake my head in defeat, and accept whatever consequences he decided to throw my way.

Cleo made me sit there like that for another couple of minutes until she reached her goal, and then went over to the mountain of bondage gear to get some more supplies.  She must’ve also made a detour to the kitchen, since she returned with a bottle of water, as well as my penalty restraints.

Anthony unlocked my gag, and Cleo pulled the ball out of my mouth.  She gave me a moment to work my jaw loose before helping me drain the bottle dry, and then held up an impossibly big ball gag in front of my lips.  I thought there was no way it would ever fit past my teeth, but it turned out it was made of soft foam rubber, so she was able to work it into place.

It filled my mouth as much as the inflatable gag did, but had slightly more give to it, so wasn’t quite as bad.  He didn’t use a lock this time, but when I saw what was coming next, knew he didn’t need one.

It was a heavy, serious, leather discipline hood, and I felt claustrophobic just looking at it.  Anthony pulled my hair into a ponytail, which he fed through a hole in the back while Cleo tugged the hood into place over my head.

It had two small holes for my eyes, and two little inserts that went inside my nostrils, but that was it.  It felt like my head was enclosed in a vice with how tight she laced it up, but I knew it would grow even worse over time, since she’d used a wet rawhide lace to install it.

The entire time this had been going on, I’d remained impaled on Anthony’s manhood, which had shown no sign of an impending ejaculation, but neither had it grown any softer.

“Stand up, or we’ll keep adding more restraints,” she cheerfully informed me.

I knew she was serious, so I planted my feet and heaved myself up as hard as I could, taking a big risk doing so, but it paid off.  I managed to get upright and stay that way, although it was a close thing.

“Since you didn’t want to finish thanking me, I guess we’ll have to assign you another task,” Anthony said.  “Go get a wet washcloth and clean my prick… and make sure the water is warm or I’ll bend you over my knee and spank you for an hour straight!”

I stood there waiting for Cleo to release my wrists from the collar, but instead, she sat next to Anthony and picked up the TV remote.  I heard the unmistakable sound of a game show come on behind me, and the only help she offered was to say I had five minutes to finish the assignment, or the next penalty would be doubled.

It was a nearly impossible task, with limited vision, limited air, and a very limited range of movement, but nearly wasn’t completely.  There might be a way. 

Instead of making the long, arduous trek to the bathroom like she assumed I would… and where she might’ve already sabotaged me… I went for the kitchen instead.  I had a stack of dishcloths sitting on the counter, and I should be able to wet one at the kitchen sink.

Despite the time limit, I took tiny, careful steps to make sure I didn’t fall over and end any chance of succeeding.  As long as I kept my legs locked and moved from the hip, I was able to make decent progress, and easily got a hand on the top cloth.

I had a modern faucet that automatically came on when I held the cloth at the spout, and the extra height afforded to me by the skyscraper heels was what made it possible for me to reach it!  Their plan was about to backfire.

I shuffled back to the couch once it was soaked, and simply collapsed onto the open cushion.  It wasn’t terribly hard to wiggle around until I could reach his lap with my hand, and gently wash him off.

“Well done,” he said, giving me a pat on the head once I’d finished.  “What was the time, dear?”

“Seven forty-eight.”

“A little slow, but congratulations anyway, for only earning one restraint instead of two.  Go fetch her posture collar, dear.”

“Gladly,” Cleo replied, leaping to the task.

When I heard that, I must’ve groaned loud enough to make myself heard through both the gag and the hood, since he shouted out for Cleo to fetch a foam panel as well.  Apparently, he wanted me completely
 silent.

The foam panel he’d asked for was simply a wide panel gag, with a half inch of foam lining the inside of it.  It didn’t look like much from the fleeting glance I got of it before he began buckling it over my mouth, but he installed it so tight, it compressed the little bit of foam ball gag protruding from my mouth back inside my lips, making it feel much, much worse than the inflatable.

The stiff posture collar pressing up against the bottom of my jaw was complete overkill by this point, but he buckled and locked it around my neck a moment after moving my hands to the rings on the side of my corset.  When it was as tight as he could make it, and locked in place as well, he helped me sit on the couch beside him so they could finish watching the show they’d started.

I had a good view of the wall above
 the TV, but that was all I could look at now.  When it ended, and Cleo turned the TV off, Anthony resumed the game… lesson… whatever.

“You know, dear, she surprised me with the wet rag, so maybe there’s more to her than meets the eye.  It’s entirely possible I misjudged the birthday game, and it was impossible from the start.”

“Bullshit,” Cleo scoffed.  “Even with the higher settings, I could’ve gotten out of that in a matter of minutes.”

It sounded like she tried to bite off the last word, and as Anthony started to laugh, I knew why.

“Then by all means, you can show her how it was meant to be done.”

I would’ve cackled even louder than Anthony if I’d been able to make a sound louder than a mouse fart, and almost managed to move my lips into a smile.  Cleo had just shit and stepped in it, and I couldn’t wait to see her try.

I couldn’t walk very fast, so Cleo went on ahead, grumbling something probably not very nice under her breath.  Anthony led me to the bedroom with a leash, both to guide me, and to help me keep my precarious balance.

When we rounded the corner, Cleo had already started the program, was fully naked, and was kneeling on top of the sybian.  Anthony guided me down to the floor, so I could watch the action easier, sat down beside me, and began to almost casually stroke my labia.

My pussy had not only recovered by this point, but was dripping wet and wanting more, so I found his gentle touch quite welcome.  If I got another chance to thank him, I was ready to do it right, and wouldn’t fail this time.

Between his probing digits, and the highly erotic sight of Cleo restraining herself the same way I’d been earlier, I found myself more turned on than I would’ve thought possible.  I began to really, really hope he let me thank him soon!

Cleo visibly jumped when she turned the power on, clearly surprised by the power of the thing.  I think she was getting worried that she’d bitten off more than she could chew, but it was far too late to change her mind, so she tossed the controller and finished up.

As soon as the program was running, Anthony went over and checked the controller settings.  He shook his head.

“Tsk, tsk… you said you could do this at the same power level Sienna used, but I see you’ve turned it down.  You know I don’t like cheaters!”

If the increase in volume was any indication, as a way to punish her for trying to cheat, he turned it to a much higher setting than the one I’d used, and I saw her struggles grow more frantic with every passing moment.

“That should even out the playing field a little, but just to make sure it’s fair for you too, I won’t make you stay on that contraption quite as long as Sienna was.  I’ll give her another chance to thank me properly, and as soon as I’m finished, I’ll give you the key.”

The key!  Cleo had been in such a hurry to get this over with, she’d forgotten to hang the key on the winch hook!  She’d trapped herself even more thoroughly than I had!

Anthony quickly repositioned me so I was facing Cleo, bent over in a strappado, but not too
 quickly, if you know what I mean.  Cleo was guilty of hubris, cheating, and stupidity, so apparently, she needed to learn a lesson as much as I did.

She’d had her first orgasm before he’d even raised my arms behind me, and was well on her way to a second by the time I felt his big cock penetrate me with a single, hard thrust.  My God… it’d been so long since I felt the real thing, I almost forgot how good it felt.

He began rocking me back and forth with long strokes and deep thrusts, but he did it slowly, making sure he could extend Cleo’s time on the machine.  As much as I wanted him to simply let loose and take me fast, I could appreciate the methodology he was employing.

Besides, I already knew I’d be able to cum this way, and since I might not have another chance to do this with him, I didn’t mind him taking his time.  I think watching us go at it was also amping up Cleo’s reaction to the incessant vibrations.

She burst into orgasm again within half a minute, and they were coming faster every time she came, until it seemed like another began before the last fully faded.  It looked like such exquisite torment, watching her writhe, struggle, and shake out of control was enough to send me over the edge as well.

It was absolutely incredible, but as far as I was concerned, incredible didn’t even begin to describe it.  I was completely at a loss for words, and that’s a rare thing for me.

The only other time I’d had an orgasm during real sex with a guy was after a lot
 of foreplay and clit stimulation… and it had been a fleeting thing.  This one seemed to start from somewhere deep inside me and throb outwards through all my nerve endings, like when you hear a song with the bass cranked up.

As I began to slowly come down, I discovered the hard way that jelly legs, ballet boots, and being pounded from behind in the strappado position don’t mix well.  If he hadn’t had a good hold of my hips, I’d most likely be hanging from my arms for the rest of the ride.

And a ride it was now.  As if my orgasm had inspired him to greatness, he picked up the pace until the smack of flesh on flesh sounded like the roar of applause, and was even drowning out Cleo at times.  Good Lord… at this rate, he was going to make me cum again soon!

Had I wasted years trying to master the art of self-bondage, when what I really should’ve been doing was searching for a Master who knew how to take care of a lady?  I wondered if maybe Anthony had a brother who was single and into this kind of stuff.

I was hovering right on the verge of another glorious orgasm when Anthony beat me to it, but I wasn’t denied; he came inside me and triggered it in a spectacular fashion.  We seemed to feed off each other’s climax, his pulsing and thrusts driving mine to new heights, while mine made my pussy contract around his cock, milking it for all he was worth.

Now I really was hanging from my arms in the strappado, but not for long; he lowered me to my knees and then quickly shut off the sybian power switch to give Cleo a break.  She definitely needed one by this point, since she’d easily doubled the number of orgasms I’d had during my ride on the beast, and in a lot less time as well!

He put the key to her release in her hands before stepping out of the room, but she seemed to be in such a post-orgasmic daze, she might’ve not even realized it.  Well, I’m sure she’d figure it out eventually.

Anthony returned a few minutes later with a heavy looking gym bag under each arm, and a carpet bag over his shoulder.  He deposited his load on the floor between me and Cleo, and began sorting through some keys… most of which were for the tiny padlocks festooning my body from head to toe.

He started at my head, removing the panel gag and posture collar fairly quickly, but had to wind up cutting the rawhide lace for the discipline hood before he could peel it off my sweat soaked head.  It took several minutes to carefully work the foam gag out of my mouth, and several more before my jaw started working again.  That had been some gag!

He fastened my wrists together in front of me, and handed me another bottle of water before going to work on the corset, and that made a huge difference in my recovery.  Cleo looked to have recovered faster than I thought possible, and had just finished freeing her hands.  (Just like me, the first thing she did after that was lose those horrid nipple clamps.)

On my end, the corset had just come off, and being able to take a full, unrestricted breath was almost as much of a relief to me, as losing the nipple clamps were to her.  He immediately went to work on my boots next, which might be the biggest relief of all after being stuck in them for so long.

Just when I thought my lesson was over and I was about to go free, I felt a collar wrap around my neck.  I automatically reached up, making it easy for him to lock them in place… so much for my fleeting hope of early freedom.

He left me like that until Cleo had finished freeing herself, and then changed it up so my left wrist was locked to Cleo’s right, and our other hands were actually left loose.  He gave us an hour to use the bathroom and shower together, which wasn’t as awkward as you’d think after what we’d been through together, and he also let us grab a quick bite to eat.

When we were summoned back to the bedroom, I saw he’d been busy in our absence, and had prepared my bed with plenty of interesting new restraints.  It was a little early for bedtime, but considering what we’d been through so far, I wasn’t about to complain.

The first thing he had us do was crawl onto the middle of the bed, and sit up side by side.  He used a monoglove armbinder to encase my left arm with her right, and then once we laid down, used a larger version to fuse a leg each together.  Our free arms and legs were connected to the four winches next, and the cable retracted until we were stretched out as far as possible.

It was a pretty wild tie, and definitely an Anthony original.  Cleo was one damn lucky woman to have a husband and Master like him.

“I suggest you two try and get some sleep,” he said, walking around the bed to check the tension on each of the cables.  “I’m feeling so horny, I bet I can wear both of you out before the weekend is over.  I’ll be back in a bit to prove it, but right now I have some work to take care of.  Don’t go anywhere.”

It wasn’t much of a joke, but it made me giggle anyway.  He shut the light off on his way out, and closed the door behind him, leaving us alone together.

“You know, he probably could outlast us,” Cleo chuckled.  “How are ya holding up, sweetie?”

“I’m fine, but are you really okay with this?  I mean he is your husband after all.”

“Oh sure… sex isn’t really a big deal to us, and I know he’ll be in my bed with me come Tuesday.”

“He doesn’t have a brother like him, does he?” I blurted.

“He does, but unfortunately you’re just a tad too late.  Stan just got married to a lovely girl named Celeste.”

“A day late and a dollar short… the story of my life.”

“He does have a kinky younger nephew who isn’t quite as handsome, but he’s still a perfect ten if you know what I mean,” she snickered.

I did, and smiled.  “Remind me to ask for an introduction later.”

“Oh good… it sounds like you’re finally ready to give up this self-bondage lunacy.  After all that’s gone wrong since we met, I thought you would’ve packed it in long ago.”

“I’ll admit to having a greater than average string of bad luck, but… hey, wait a minute!  Did you two have anything to do with my unusual unlucky streak?”

“Maybe a little,” she meekly replied.  “Okay… I’ll admit we were sabotaging you from the get-go, pretending to help, while trying to make you see how dangerous your hobby really is.  Unfortunately, no matter what happened you kept coming back for more, so that’s why I suggested Anthony show you how the other half lives.”

“This was your idea?”

“Of course… Anthony knows rope, but I know people.”

I was flabbergasted.  If she was telling the truth, then she wasn’t simply okay with Anthony and me doing it, but was the one who had suggested it in the first place!  Incredible!

“So, what happens now?”

“Now we get a bit of sleep before Anthony comes back to ravish us.  I’ll mention you might like to meet his nephew Alex, although…”

“What?”

“If Alex is available this weekend, then prepare to get really
 worn out!  Anthony’s boast about being able to take us both on was real, and if Alex joins in… let’s just say we’ll be lucky if we can walk by the time Tuesday morning rolls around.”

“Can’t wait to meet him,” I laughed.
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