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Chapter 1: The After Party


I woke up sweating.  I wasn’t used to being the middle layer of a bondage sandwich, but it sure felt delightful.  On one side of me was my girlfriend Sherri, and on the other was my new friend, a guy from the fetish club named Gary.

I crawled out carefully from between them, moving to the foot of the bed and trying not to wake them… they’d both endured a long and hard session last night in the fetish club and really needed their rest.  Especially since I had plans for them both today.

I reeked of sweat and sex and desperately needed to get clean, but forced myself to start a pot of coffee brewing before hopping in the shower.  It took close to an hour before I felt completely human again and decided it was time to get those two out of the sack… literally.

I’d put both of them into long leather sleep sacks for the night to make sure we actually got some sleep when we finally went to bed at around four in the morning.  I saw Gary was awake, and decided to release him first.

I’d felt too tired to go all out on their resting bondage, so didn’t use any locks.  I was glad of that now, since it meant twenty less steps to releasing him.  I simply undid the twenty straps, starting at his chest, so I could undo the long zipper running down the side.

Once he was free I told him he smelled like a cheap whore and ordered him into the shower, but gave him a little wink to let him know I wasn’t really mad at him.  We’d need to have a long talk later about what we were going to do.  I also needed Sherri’s input since there was no way I wanted to replace her or make her feel slighted in the least.

I released her just as fast as Gary and helped her sit up.  She was quite stiff and sore from her intense bondage session last night, and I could tell some of the whip marks would be hanging around for the rest of the week.

“How are ya feeling, hon?” I asked, slipping behind her so I could work some of the kinks out of her neck.

“Like I was rode hard and put away wet,” she replied.  “You really pushed my limits last night.  Thank you.”

“I’m glad to hear that… I was worried I might’ve overdone things a little towards the end, especially when I brought Gary into the mix.”

“How on Earth did you convince him to do all that?  He turned beet red when you asked him to simply drop his pants in the bar, yet a few hours later he’s naked on stage with a leash on his pecker.”

I quickly filled her in on what happened while she was being bound and whipped by Laste, ending with the all-important question.  “What do we do with him now?”

“I say we keep him… I always wanted a pet but my folks would never allow it.”

“He might’ve changed his mind now that it’s a new day and he’s had time to reflect on what he’s getting himself into.”

“Aww, mom,” she said in a screechy little girl voice.  “I promise I’ll walk him and feed him if we can keep him.”

I took my hands off her shoulders and reached down to flick her nipples with my fingertips.

“Sure, you say that now, but what happens to him when you get bored, hmm?”

I was going to continue in that vein, but broke out laughing instead.  “Go soak your war wounds away in the tub and I’ll bring you some coffee.  If you’re a good girl I might even wash your back for you.”

“Yes, mommy,” she giggled.

I swatted her ass as she got up, making her step lively.  I went and fixed up a tray with the whole pot of coffee and fixings, some juice, and three sets of glasses and mugs.  We might as well have our chat in there and get everything settled.

If he decided to run away screaming, then it was best done now.  He’d just finished his shower as I was approached, and I paused outside the door to eavesdrop for a moment.

“Hi,” he sheepishly said from inside the stall.  “We never really got introduced last night.  You’re Sherri, right?”

“Yup, and you might as well come out of there.  After what we did to each other, I don’t think you need to be shy about seeming me naked or vice versa.”

He stepped out but quickly wrapped a towel around himself.  I guess it’s easier to disregard nudity with a stranger when you’re horny on a Friday night, compared to a sunny Saturday morning.

“Sorry about last night,” he awkwardly apologized.

“What’s to be sorry about?  You did what you were told to do.  Nothing more and nothing less… there’s no recriminations in this place when it comes to following orders.  Not to mention that it was also a lot of fun.”

“I’d never been so scared in my entire life,” he admitted.  “I don’t even like being naked in the shower room at the gym, let alone on a stage in front of a bunch of strangers.  Especially once she started mocking me.”

“If you thought that was rough, then you might want to reconsider what you’re asking for.  It’s a rough road and the destination can be rewarding, but it’s not for everyone.  There’s no shame in admitting that.”

“Even though I was terrified, I was also in a state of mind I’d never been in before.  I was terrified when she asked me to do something, but was just as scared that she wouldn’t.  Following her orders just felt right… I can’t explain it.”

“You don’t need to, hon.  It’s what any true submissive feels.”

“There’s one thing that worries me, though.  I know you two are a couple and I don’t want to step on any toes.”

“If you can think enough to say it, I don’t think it’ll be a problem.  If you came into this expecting Jill to fall head over heels in love with you, and sail off into the sunset to live happily ever after, then we’d have a problem.”

“Table scraps are a feast to the starving man.  Would you mind if I scavenged the leftovers from below the table?”

“I think we could at least give it a try, but I’ll warn you now that if you overstep yourself I’ll kick your balls so hard they’ll bounce off your tonsils.”

“I’ll do my best to avoid that, thanks,” he chuckled.  “So you think we can be friends?”

“I think we already are.  That still won’t keep me from kicking your ass, although in the more playful meaning of the phrase.”

“It sounds like the conversation I’d been worried about has just been resolved for now,” I said as I stepped into the room with my tray.

“Yes, Mistress,” they both said.

“Good, then let’s have some coffee before it gets cold and work out some of the details.  By the way… who cuts your hair?”



Chapter 2: Bondage Ménage


Sherri and I still had things to discuss and work to do, so we let Monica loose on him.  She jumped at the chance since she used to be a stylist, and scraggly hair made her fingers itch.  Several of our waitresses had been promoted to performers so it meant we had more time off these days, but we still needed to organize things.

It took about an hour to work out the details of tonight’s entertainment and another hour of doing paperwork, but it meant we were done for the day.  We’d still have to make a brief appearance or two, but that was more socializing than actual work.

We borrowed a few items from the fetish shop that we thought might be fun to play with and went back upstairs to check on Monica and Gary.  They weren’t in the apartment like we thought, but rather in the club.

One of our stage props was a barber chair with many straps conveniently mounted around it, and Monica decided it would be easier to cut his hair there.  I think she also didn’t want to risk him running off once she started, since his new hairstyle was totally her choice.

It was the right decision to leave it in Monica’s hands; the difference a simple haircut made was amazing and he actually looked kind of hot now.

“That’s outstanding, Monica,” I complimented her, as she searched for any stray hairs that still needed a trim.

“Thanks, I was just happy to be able to get rid of the haystack he was hiding under.”

“Gary, I think you need to give Monica a proper reward for all of her hard work.”

“Yes, Mistress… thank you Monica for all your kind attention.”

“I’m not done yet and that’s no ‘proper’ thanks,” she said, adjusting the chair so she could climb above him.  “You still look like a Sasquatch and need a hot waxing.”

“I’ve always wanted to do that to a guy,” I laughed.  “Let him reward you and let us take care of the wax.”

The next hour was fun for everyone, although I’m not too sure about Gary.  We gave a three count every time we were ready to rip the cloth and hair away, giving Monica a chance to press down so she could smother his yells.  She had four orgasms by the time we were done and was looking very happy with her reward.

I shaved his privates with a straight razor since nobody likes munching on a tumbleweed, and I also wanted to see him sweat a little.  Once he was presentable we released him and went back to the apartment.

We’d play with him more later, but for now I was horny as hell and wanted some fun and relief with Sherri.  We decided to play cards, but as always, there would be a kinky twist to it.

When I won a hand I’d be able to pick something for Sherri to do or wear, and if she won she’d be able to pick something to undo.  If she somehow managed to get five points ahead (I was a lot better at cards than she was) I’d have to let her cum.  I made Gary kneel beside us in case we needed him to fetch something.

I won the first hand and simply had her lick me to orgasm since I was so incredibly horny.  She didn’t seem surprised at my choice since that was typical of my first selection in at least half of our card games.

Once I could think again we resumed play, this time for real.  When I wanted a quick and decisive victory, all I had to do was select a vibrator on about quarter speed for her pussy.  It wasn’t enough to make her cum, but it totally blew her concentration and today was no exception.

In almost no time at all I had her wearing nipple clamps, a medium vibrating butt plug, breath control collar, and a small ball gag so she could still sort of speak.  Her arms were strapped together at wrist and elbow, but in front of her so she could still play.

She hadn’t won a single hand yet, and I wondered if she was deliberately throwing the game so we could get to the sex faster.  When I won the next hand, I decided to get rid of her vibrator and throw her a curveball she wouldn’t be expecting.

“Gary, go and bring that long skinny bench over here along with the rolling tray we use for eating in bed and the brown box from the playroom.”

I put a blindfold on Sherri so she wouldn’t see what I had in store for her, and worked as quiet as I could once Gary brought me the things I needed.  I made him lie down on the bench and stretch himself out.

Using eight long leather straps, I soon had him tightly fastened down with his knees hanging over one edge and his head just barely resting on the other.  I spent the next ten minutes tying his cock and balls to make sure he stayed fully erect and engorged for the duration of my scheme, yet loose enough to make sure circulation wouldn’t be a problem for a long session.

After sternly warning them both they weren’t allowed to cum, I removed Sherri’s blindfold and helped her climb aboard the Gary express.  He was rock hard and she was soaking wet, so I didn’t bother using any lube; she slid into place over his cock with ease.

I used more straps to fasten Sherri’s legs, knees, and waist to the bench, ensuring she wouldn’t be able to move an inch.  That was actually a mercy on my part since any movement would mean she’d be sliding on his cock, eventually causing one or both of them to cum without permission and ruin the game.

I had to go to the club to get a bondage chair with a removable bottom so I’d be able to sit at my end without accidently smothering him.  I put the chair over his head and found it was at the perfect height for what I had in mind.  I rolled the tray over his chest, got the cards, and took my seat.

“Let’s see if you can remember anything about eating pussy from your training last night.  Get to work and don’t stop unless told to.”

I shuffled the cards and dealt a new hand.  Maybe it was because I was fairly distracted now and Sherri not so much, but I finally started losing a few hands.  She chose to get rid of the ball gag first, since I’d previously used the excuse of not being able to understand her so I could make her situation worse.

Next she got rid of the nipple clamps, wincing at the pain of their removal, but happy to get rid of them anyway.  She won a third hand and asked for the butt plug to be removed.  I didn’t want to have to mess with her bindings right now so I only allowed it to be shut off.

I won the next hand and put the ball gag back in, but she got it right back out again.  Gary had brought me close to orgasm during that hand, and it was probably the reason I lost.  I started cumming in the middle of dealing the next one, causing me to send cards flying everywhere as I began shuddering in the throes of ecstasy.

I let him keep licking through my aftershocks, but then had him stop so I could get up and retrieve the fallen cards.  I also knew that with short breaks between orgasms I could keep this up all night, so I took my time.  I also came up with a fun new idea while I was up, so I went back to the playroom to fetch a new toy.

“I’m pretty sure I would’ve won that hand, so here’s something new for you,” I said, holding up a pair of suction tubes and the pump.

“Hey, that’s not fair,” she complained, as I put the tubes over her nipples and pumped out the air until they were sucked an extra inch or two longer than normal.  “Are you feeling so outmatched tonight that you need to cheat?”

“Is Jill cheating at cards again?” a new voice said from the elevator door.

“Lilith!” I shouted.  “When did you get back from your honeymoon?”

“Just now, actually,” she said.  “Nancy’s bringing our bags up as we speak.”

“How was Belize?”

“It was marvelous, especially once we got to inspect the local flora and fauna around the Mayan villages.”

I had no doubt they had a lot of fun if they did what I thought they did.  Nancy was one of the rare people who had an allergic reaction to an herb from the region, which made her hornier than a nymphomaniac for hours on end.

“I can’t wait to hear all about it.  Let me go grab a bottle of champagne to celebrate your return.”

“That sounds lovely, dear.  Both of us slept for the entire flight back and I could use a drink.”

I ran back to the club, only remembering at the last moment to throw on a robe since the club was now open for business.  I grabbed two bottles, an ice bucket, and seven champagne flutes.  I also found Monica and had her to go fetch Laste so we could have a proper homecoming.

Charlie helped me carry the load back to the apartment and pour the first round.  I dribbled half of Gary’s share into his mouth before taking my seat again, since that was probably the only chance he’d have for a drink.  We made small talk for a few minutes until Laste and Monica joined us and we raised our glasses in a toast to the returning newlyweds.

It was fun listening to the stories from their trip, and even more so since I still had Gary licking my pussy.  I considered letting the two of them go, but nobody seemed to mind so I kept us like we were for now.  He brought me to climax again in the middle one of Lilith’s stories, making her scowl at the interruption.

“Sorry about that, Lilith,” I sheepishly said.

“I was going to wait for an introduction, but since its come up, who’s the new guy pretending to be a piece of furniture.”

I gave her the Cliff’s Notes version of what happened last night, and said we were thinking of trying it out for a while to see if we had a workable arrangement.  I lifted my snatch away from his face for just long enough for him to say hello and explained the game we were playing.

“While we’re on the subject, what was this I heard when I walked in about you cheating at cards?”

“I was just having a little fun is all... perfectly harmless fun.”

“I take my card playing very seriously and can’t stand someone who cheats.  I think your game needs a proper dealer and referee.  Nancy?”

I felt Nancy wrap her arms around me from the back, effectively trapping me in place.  Lilith immediately began strapping me down with the unused belts that were part of the chair I’d borrowed.

“Stop,” I begged.  “This isn’t necessary.  It was just a Mmmphh…”

I was interrupted by the surprise insertion of a ball gag into my mouth.  They ignored the rest of my mumbled pleas to be let go and within minutes I was firmly welded to both the chair and the bench below me.

“Let’s see how well you do when the deck isn’t stacked in your favor,” she chuckled.  “We’re playing by my rules now, dear.”



Chapter 3: Seven’s a Crowd


“This sounds like fun… is there room for any more players?” Nancy asked her once I was fully secured.

“Of course, love, but all players need to be on an equal playing field.”

“I don’t think we have a spare man anywhere, but I have a better idea… I’ll be right back.”

She ran off to fetch something from the club.  At this rate, I wondered if there’d be any toys left for the show tonight.

“Can I play too, Master?” Monica asked.

“We have several hours before our first show tonight, so I think we can indulge ourselves for a while.  I’ll even let you sit on my lap for now… just to keep things even, of course.”

“Thank you, Master, thank you,” she said.

The little table would be crowded with four players around it, but Lilith didn’t seem inclined to change our initial predicament.  Instead, she just added to it and made all our bondage roughly equal.

I was firmly welded to the chair and already couldn’t move a muscle, but she decided I needed a few accessories to even the playing field.  I had my nipples sucked into another pair of vacuum tubes, but also got an initial ‘penalty’ since I was the only one who was actively getting serviced down below.

She selected a bra for me that was a size or two too small, with one inch ringed openings where my nipples would go, and hundreds of tiny spikes lining each cup.  The strapless design meant she could slide it in place without releasing me or even removing the tubes from my nipples.

It took two of them to pull it tight enough for the hasps to connect, and it instantly turned my breasts into two throbbing globes of pain.  Ok, that’d be a major distraction from now on, and under Lilith’s rules, only she could decide what was to be added or removed.

Sherri’s bondage didn’t change much since she was already pretty effectively restrained, but she got her gag back and her arms were tied to the table.  I think Lilith let her off easy since she still had the handicap of needing to keep motionless due to Gary’s cock still trapped deep inside her snatch.

Monica got a restrictive corset, also with holes over her nipples and the suction tubes to keep them stretched and engorged.  She had her legs frog tied and had to be helped onto Laste’s waiting cock.

She was supposed to remain motionless as well, but Laste could change that as he saw fit.  She had the least restrictive bondage to endure, but got a harsh inflatable gag and a monstrous butt plug to compensate for that.  Her arms were simply tied in front of her at the wrists so she could hold Laste’s glass of champagne for him.

Nancy’s bondage was the most creative.  She was belted in place on a western riding saddle that was modified with two very sizable vibrating inserts.  She also got the suction tubes, and her super-sized nipples were big enough to almost completely fill each one.

Her arms were laced into an armbinder behind her back and she got a rubber covered bit gag pulled cruelly tight in her mouth.  Lilith made sure everything was properly secure, and checked that Gary was still doing ok and told him to rest while he could.  She then set up a pair of video cameras to record the game for posterity.

“Here’s how this is going to work,” she said once everything was ready.  “The game is five card lowball
 stud, but played my way.  Since none of you can actually play any cards in your current situation, you need to rely on fate, luck, and your team captain’s choice to win a hand.

“My team will be Sherri and Nancy; Laste will be playing for Monica and Jill.  After the cards are dealt, we’ll take turns discarding one card from each of our opponent’s hands.  The person with the highest hand will be considered the loser and will have to endure something new.

“I’d normally explain the rules in more detail, but since none of you can do anything about it anyway, I’ll save my breath and just deal.”

She shuffled the deck and dealt us each five cards.  My hand was looking like crap at first, but had four diamonds and could easily turn into a flush after the club was discarded.  My replacement card was another club and I breathed a sigh of relief.

Nancy ‘won’ with a pair of tens and had her vibrators turned on.  I was cringing by the time my next hand was dealt since I already had two pairs before my replacement card.  My new card didn’t help, though, and Sherri wound up with three of a kind.  It earned her an eroscillator between her legs, mashed hard against her clit.

My luck ran out on the third hand and I thought I knew what was coming, but got a surprise instead.  She placed a tongue vibrator in Gary’s mouth before letting him loose on me, and it instantly started driving me wild.  I’d never tried one before, but holy shit did it ever work well.  With both a longer tongue and the inherent vibrations, I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold out for long.

Nancy and Sherri were both in trouble from their toys, and I think enough vibrations were making their way to Gary’s cock to put him at risk of cumming as well.  Monica had her butt plug activated next round, but that was nothing compared to what the rest of us had to endure.

Nancy popped first and her primal growls of delight from the orgasmic waves coursing through her was enough to start a chain reaction among us.  The erotic noises were just enough to tip Sherri over the edge next, and her pussy contractions finally gave enough extra sensation to make Gary cum a moment later.

His orgasm was a very vocal one and almost painful sounding.  I wondered if his current predicament would allow him to become soft or if he’d be forced right back to painful engorgement.  I stopped giving it any more thought as now it was my turn.

When Gary had started cumming, he’d gone rigid and pressed the tongue vibrator hard against my clit.  The extended and concentrated vibrations on my most sensitive spot were enough to make me howl with the sheer power of it.

I stared squirting during this one and almost drowned he poor guy as my juices completely filled his nostrils.  Lilith had to put the game on hold for a moment until I could stop cumming long enough for Gary to clear his airway and catch his breath.

The rest of the game was mostly a blur after that, but there were still a few memorable highlights.  Nancy had each tit wrapped with rubber surgical tubing from the base to almost the top, causing such powerful sensations that she was thrown into a triple orgasm from the vibrators still working their magic on her down below.

It was so violent that she almost rocked the saddle stand over from her thrashing.  I’m also pretty sure everyone in the club next door heard her screams or ecstasy, even over the music.  I had visions of one of the girls coming over and telling us to keep it down, like we were in some cheap apartment with paper thin walls.

Between Sherri’s twitching pussy, the vibrating butt plug, and the eroscillator, Gary was receiving almost constant stimulation, and I think he came six or seven more times throughout the night.

I’d never seen a guy cum so many times in one session, and wondered how he was coping with it.  Any of the guys I’d been with in the past would’ve been reduced to a blubbering mass of jelly long before, yet he just endured… and hopefully enjoyed it as much as the rest of us.

I’d long lost track of how many times I’d cum myself, but ‘lots’ would be an understatement.  I squirted twice more during the game and almost put Gary out of commission on the last one.  That tongue vibrator was almost evil in its ability to rip orgasms out of me with almost no effort on his part.

I think Monica was the only one who didn’t get to cum that night, but based on how painfully sensitive my pussy was by the time we finished, I wasn’t sure if I felt sorry for her or envious.

Even Lilith got off twice since she got into the habit of keeping one hand between her legs whenever she had a spare moment.  We had to throw that deck of cards away the next day since most of them were stuck together by the time we finished.  Monica was declared the winner of the game, and for her reward she got to control our sleeping arrangements for the night.

Nancy was simply tied spread eagle on her bed, since Lilith would’ve killed Monica if she’d locked her lover away on their first night back.  I wasn’t sure what those two did for the rest of the night, but from the moans and shrieks that emerged throughout the night, I knew sleeping had little to do with it.

Sherri and I were put into a two person straitjacket with our tits mashed tightly together.  A double-sided dildo connected us at our pussies and was left running on a torment setting.  It automatically adjusted itself to make sure we weren’t allowed to cum, but once in a while she’d check on us and hit the remote to give us some much needed relief.

We spent the whole night face to face together on our knees, kept upright by ropes tied to our shoulder rings.  Sleep wasn’t a big part of our night either.

She didn’t seem to know what to do with Gary, so she simply wrapped him back up in the sleep sack we’d used the previous night.  His head was left exposed and was positioned on the bed below our pussies, giving him a front row seat for the action taking place just out of his reach.

Even though his arms were trapped in the internal sleeves of the sack and he couldn’t get himself off, I’m sure he didn’t get any sleep either because of Sherri and I just above him.  Sherri even squirted on him once during one of our random ‘rewards’.

My initial plan of a little fun, followed by a leisurely day of lounging around the apartment got shot completely to hell.  Still, I wouldn’t have traded this day for anything.  I’d have to suggest that a poker night became part of our regular routine… after I recovered, that is.
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