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Chapter 1: Poker Night


“This is the last of it, Sherri,” Monica said, filling a bowl with potato chips.  “If we need anything else we’ll have to send the gimp out for it.”

“I still can’t believe how many people wanted to join in when they heard we were doing a kinky poker night.”

“With all of our elite crowd being inveterate gamblers, it was bound to rub off on the rest of us sooner or later.”

“True, but I never imagined we’d have six teams playing tonight, not to mention all of the others we had to turn down.”

“We’ll just have to make this a regular event and rotate teams in and out each week, assuming the action tonight doesn’t scare everyone away.”

“It might make some of the new girls like Paula or Charlie think twice, but the others are just as hardcore as we are.”

“We’ll see,” I chuckled.  “Master Laste came up with some last minute rule changes that’s bound to surprise them.”

That earned me a scowl from him… his new rules were supposed to be a secret until it was time to play.  I didn’t think it was really a big deal, but he thought it would help prevent some cheating.  These people considered cheating to be almost a capital crime.

People started walking in, and we sat around casually chatting and having a few drinks with them while waiting for the last few to arrive.  We were all good friends, although that would change once we sat down at the table.  Everyone was here to win, and the game would be cutthroat.

I tried to evaluate the teams to figure out who my biggest competition would be tonight.  Mistress Jill was my partner and was damn good at cards.  I was no slouch myself and together we were sure to make a good showing.

Monica wasn’t very good at cards, but Master Laste more than made up for her lack.  He was also impossible to read, so we’d have to watch Monica for any telltale signs about the cards they held.

Nancy and Mistress Lilith were both decent players and would probably make it to the final four, but that was about it.  Decent just wouldn’t cut it tonight.  Both the Charlie – Master Brandon, and the Paula – Master Jerry teams were something of a wildcard since I’d never seen any of them play before.

The team that worried me most was the Lisa – Mistress Grey pairing.  Although submissive, Lisa could be just as ruthless as her partner, and that was saying something.  Unless luck screwed one of us over, it would be us against them in the final round.  When the last group arrived, Laste had us take our seats so he could explain the rules.

“Ok, folks, this is it.  After about a thousand emails and phone calls, the game we all agreed upon is a five card stud variant.  The first and fifth cards are hole cards, and the rest will be dealt face up.  Before the final betting round you’ll be able to change up to two of your cards for new ones.

“The buy-in is a hundred grand, but to simplify things, we’ll just refer to the face value stamped on the chips, so one, five, ten, and twenty.  If you run out of chips, you can opt to buy-in from the second pool.

“One change I made is that the strip poker part needs to be equal, so rather than getting chips for each article of clothing, your entire wardrobe is simply worth one hundred chips.  Sorry, Lisa… you can ditch the extra couple dozen things you’re wearing now since they’ll do you no good.”

She wrinkled her face at that, but began removing the excess since she probably was boiling in her outfit.

“The third buy-in pool consists of items from our bondage rack.  Each item is marked with how many chips it’s worth, and everyone who has to leave the table will be spending the remainder of the game stuck with any restraints or toys they bought.

“For the opening rounds, the ante will be one, the minimum bet will be five, and the maximum will be twenty.  Does anyone have any questions?  No? Then let’s begin… Maria will be our dealer tonight, so everyone ante up and let’s get this show on the road.”

The look on everyone’s faces turned from bored to predatory in an instant as the white chips flew into the pot for our antes.  The first few rounds were fairly tame since all the players were trying to get a feel for everyone else, and nobody had any really strong hands anyway.

I’d gone down by forty when I got a hand that showed three diamonds on my up cards.  I bet along with the others but didn’t raise, discarding one of my down cards when it was my turn.  It was a club, but we’d talked about situations like this earlier and Jill gave my shoulder a tiny squeeze.

“I raise twenty and would like the second buy-in, please,” I said when it was my turn.

I quickly shed my clothes and took the extra chips.  It was the ultimate bluff, and everyone folded like we expected.  I wanted to get an early reputation as a wild better when I had a good hand so I could use it to my advantage later.

Paula and Monica were also running a little low on chips and decided to opt for the next buy-in.  The stakes picked up a bit after that, and soon Lisa was the only player still wearing her clothes.  Things went back and forth for a while, but after one massive round of betting we finally had our third level of buy-ins from Monica, Charlie, and Paula all at the same time.

Monica went to town, buying a ball gag, half-corset, nipple clamps, ballet boots, restraint chair, four sets of cuffs, vibrator, and butt plug.  It seemed a little excessive since her chip pile wasn’t real low, but maybe she just wanted the bondage for fun.

Charlie selected mostly the same things, except she got a mono ballet boot and an inflatable set of inserts.  Paula went even further, adding a thick leather discipline hood with a built-in inflatable gag, a rubber armbinder, and a third toy to go over her clit.

I was feeling pretty good about how the game was going until I saw that there was a plan behind their early bondage selections.  They got to pick from all the easy items and really bulk up their chip piles, leaving the harder options for the later buy-ins.  Shit, why didn’t I think of that?

I called for my buy-in as well, browsing the table and discussing options with Jill.  We needed something good, but if it was too extreme then it might force me out of the game.  I went with what I thought might be my limit and hoped I didn’t go past it.

I got the last restraint chair, two sizable vibrating inserts, and a corset that left my entire breasts exposed but also tightened unpleasantly around the bases of them.  A hood with a penis gag, a tall posture collar, and a box tie pouch for my arms finished what I thought I could handle for now.

Now that we had players in bondage, the ante was raised to five and the max bet to fifty.  It was time to play for some higher stakes.



Chapter 2: High Stakes


Much to Master Jerry’s disgust, Paula was the first one out.  She wasn’t used to being in restrictive bondage like most of us and just couldn’t take it anymore.  She’d already had five or six orgasms and was reduced to a blubbering mess in short order.

In the surprise of the night, Master Laste called it off early.  Monica could take a lot, but he couldn’t seem to put anything better than a pair together.  He threw in the towel out of disgust.  Lisa also opted for her second buy-in, which was strange since she had a huge pile of chips already.  Their strategy was a mystery to me.

With two players gone, the ante was raised to ten and the max bet to a hundred.  Huge piles of chips went back and forth like nothing, bankrupting Charlie when she tried to go for broke betting on a flush, only to lose to my full house.

The thrill of winning that one helped give me one of the best orgasms of my life, and it caused a delay of several minutes while I thrashed and quaked through it.  That round also forced Nancy to buy her bondage items and I watched with amusement as I sat back and enjoyed my afterglow.

She needed a lot of chips and had to pick some of the tougher items if she wanted to have a chance at staying in.  A waist cincher, large electric butt plug, crotch cutter rope, bra with spike-lined cups, and a very strict one-piece hood with inflatable gag and posture collar started her off.

Her arms and legs were put into frog tie pouches, and in a bold move, they selected the sybian for her new seat.  I thought that was a mistake since it would surely turn her to jelly before long.  Oh well… her loss would be my gain.

Groans and moans of both pain and delight had now fully replaced conversation at the table with the exception of Lisa who seemed to take an almost childish delight in commenting on the game with Mistress Grey.  It was actually starting to piss me off, which was probably why she was doing it.  Emotional players quickly became losers in my experience.

Things stayed fairly even for a while, although Nancy had to completely rely on Mistress Lilith for all of her decisions now.  I was right about what the sybian would do to her, and it looked like she could barely catch her breath from all the orgasms it was ripping out of her.

I sort of felt sorry for her bad decisions, but that was her problem not mine.  I needed to focus on Lisa and find a way to make a dent in her huge pile of chips.  She seemed to have an uncanny knack of knowing when someone was bluffing or if they actually had a good hand.

I managed to win a bit off her now and again, but never enough to even make her sweat.  I did better against Nancy, even though I hardly cared about knocking her out at this point.  I still gladly took her chips, though, since I knew I’d need as many as possible for the final round.

When we finally drained Nancy dry, it happened in one massive round of max level raising.  She was betting the farm on a flush, Lisa kept it going since she had a full house, and I kept pace with four fours, two of which were hidden in my hole cards.

It not only took Nancy out, but that hand also put the first big dent in Lisa’s big pile of chips.  In fact, I was now well ahead of her and it should make her do the last buy-in soon.  Now that it was down to just two of us, the ante was raised to fifty and there was no maximum bet limit.

Both of them were giving me looks that were honestly frightening after that big loss.  I really, really hoped I didn’t lose to them and have to submit to their control.  The winning player would get a turn with the loser tonight, and choose the manner of their nighttime restraints.  The winning backer would get their turn tomorrow, and Mistress Grey wasn’t known for being merciful in the least.

We continued the game and I found myself winning more than I was losing, although the hands I lost usually had bigger pots.  It was fairly equal for a while, although it looked like I was pulling slightly ahead.

The first big change happened when Lisa was dealt a hand showing the jack, queen, and king of clubs; a potential flush, straight, straight flush, or even a royal flush.  The two of them had a whispered, but heated argument and evidently Mistress Grey came out on top and made Lisa do the third buy-in.

Ignoring Lisa’s complaints, she selected some of the harshest items left in order to get the most chips she could.  Lisa was a tiny girl to begin with, so the large vibrator and butt plug looked even more massive when being plunged into her pussy and ass.

We didn’t have an armbinder small enough to be as restrictive on her small frame as they were on the other girls, so Mistress Grey opted for six leather straps, each one pulled extra tight until her arms were fused completely together from elbow to wrist.

Strong elastics went around the bases of each of her tits and nipples, causing them to engorge painfully and turn red under the pressure and constriction.  Next came an inflatable gag, latex hood with no eye holes, and posture collar.  She probably used those items so Lisa couldn’t complain about what was next.

Mistress Grey selected the hanging crotch board and had the large stand placed next to the table.  The board was put between Lisa’s legs and raised up until it forced her to stand on the very tips of her toes.  I knew from past experience it was very painful on the pussy and was hard to endure for more than a few minutes.

Lisa’s arms were then pulled up and tied off in a cruel strappado and her legs were welded together with four more straps.  All in all, it was a brutal tie and I was extremely glad it wasn’t me having to endure it.

It was kind of hot to watch her struggle, though, and when the random program on my vibrator chose that moment to go on high it was enough to send me into yet another wonderful orgasm.  Mistress Grey was impatiently waiting for me to recover so we could continue, but I took my time since I needed to think about this very carefully.

Our opening round of betting cost me a couple hundred that I’d lose if I folded, but I knew Mistress Grey would be betting hard, and maybe even going all in.  Her display for the third buy-in looked like my opening ploy, and I was fairly sure she was bluffing, but did I dare risk it?

I had three of a kind which should be enough to beat her if she was bluffing, but losing would pretty much end the game.  Mistress Jill took the decision out of my hands and bet a hundred for us.  As I suspected, Mistress Grey instantly went all in and Jill called.  Shit… I no longer thought she was bluffing but it was too late to do anything about it.

She flipped over her hole cards and revealed a straight flush.



Chapter 3: Wrapping Things Up


“Sorry about that, hon,” Mistress Jill said to me.  “I was sure she was bluffing.”

I was swearing through my gag, but couldn’t really fault her since I initially thought she was bluffing myself.  Still, she shouldn’t have made the decision on her own since I was the one about to pay the price for it.

I was released from my bindings and given fifteen minutes to stretch, go to the ladies room, and have something to drink while they got ready for me on the stage.  I briefly considered making a run for it, but knew it was futile.  One way or another I’d have to pay the price.

All of the other players were released, and Lisa seemed pretty mad that she was the last one.  Master Laste noticed her expression as well and made a point of cautioning her against going overboard.  If she did something that drew blood or caused permanent damage, then our roles would be instantly switched and I could get retribution.

Mistress Grey followed her up on stage to both assist, and to offer advice as Lisa selected my first bondage item.  Predictably, it was the thick leather armbinder and the ability to use my arms was efficiently stripped away.

She chose suspension boots for my ankles, and a three foot spreader bar to keep them spread nice and wide.  I didn’t see which butt plug she chose, but it felt massive and might have even been the number eight which I’d only had up there once before.

She took her time with it, stretching me slowly so I could accommodate it, but also because she knew it hurt like hell to keep stopping when the widest part was stretching my rosebud.  It was almost a relief when she finally let it slide fully inside me.

I was helped into a sitting position for the next part, which wasn’t very comfortable with my weight forcing the plug even deeper up my ass.  I was expecting to be gagged, but she’d chosen the adjustable posture collar instead and stretched the front up until I was shaking from the strain and restriction it caused.

It took both of them to buckle the waist belt around me and get it as tight as they wanted it to be.  They did a surprisingly good job considering how small Lisa was, and breathing became a lot more difficult for me.

A leather strap was braided into my ponytail before they lowered two chains from above and connected them to the rings on my boots.  Once I was upside down I could see why Monica said she hated suspension boots compared to suspension cuffs.  Once my weight was taken up, my feet were pulled into a strict en pointe position worse than any ballet boot I’d ever worn.

Lisa paused for a moment to take in the scene and spin me around a few times before tightening me up.  A rope linked my posture collar to the floor, and the winch was given a quick pull to remove the little bit of slack remaining.

Another rope was connected to the D-ring at the end of my armbinder and pulled to the wall behind me.  She didn’t tie it off until my arms were pretty much parallel to the floor and my whole body was being pulled in that direction.

The leather strap in my hair was then tied around the base of the butt plug, which forced my head back and made it stay immobile at the absolute limit the posture collar allowed.  I found it was painful at both ends.

She made one last trip to the supplies table, coming back with a pair of floggers that she handed to Mistress Grey, a magic wand vibrator, and a gas mask with a dildo mounted on the end of the hose.  She made sure the gas mask fit tightly over my face and then it seemed like she was finally done.

I wasn’t sure what she had in mind for the hour she had to play with me, but whatever it was couldn’t be any worse than what she’d already done.  My body was bowstring taut from the devious way she bound me, and the strain was incredible.

Mistress Grey was in front of me and Lisa behind when they began.  The first thing I noticed wasn’t the blows from the flogger on my tits, but rather the fact I couldn’t breathe!  The dildo plugging the gas mask hose was hollow and had small holes covering its length.

Based on the smell, Lisa must have plunged it all the way inside her pussy in order to block them all at once.  I was beginning to panic before I found myself able to draw a bit of air into my lungs, but the relief only lasted for an instant before it was blocked off again.

She began fucking herself with it and I found I was able to keep breathing as long as I timed it right.  Of course she also began changing her pattern of thrusts so it wouldn’t be too predictable, but I was able to manage.  Every tiny breath I took was filled with the musky odor of her pussy, and it even seemed like I could taste it after a while.

She plunged it deep inside her when she had her first orgasm, and held it there until she finished cumming, and I was seeing spots from the lack of air.  I managed to get several good breaths when she withdrew it, but then had to go back to timing it as she began ramming it in my
 snatch.

From her moans I knew she was using the vibrator on herself still, and was glad I was spared its powerful effect.  Breathing was hard enough right now without being forced to cum repeatedly.  She kept fucking me with it until she was close to cumming again, and then just like last time she stuck it back inside her as she reached climax.

I think the pain from the flogging of my tits was the only thing that kept me conscious this time, but once again I only got a brief respite once she’d finished.  Back in my cunt it went and she did her best to make every breath a living hell for me.

Between the blood trapped in my head from being upside down, the oxygen deprivation, and the incessant pounding of the dildo, I found myself getting close to the edge myself.  Before I could cum, though, she was primed for her third orgasm, and this time she squirted with the sheer power of the sensations she’d relentlessly forced upon herself.

When she removed the dildo from her snatch I found I still couldn’t breathe… the hose was filled with her juices enough to block it!  I used all of the lung power I had and was able to suck enough air through the blockage to keep me going, but holy shit was it ever tough.

I guess it was her plan all along since she started laughing and pushed the dildo up between my elbows and tied it off to the waist belt.  Some of the fluid ran into the mask and up my nose, but not enough to cause much distress.

If I’d thought the smell of her pussy was strong before, it was nothing compared to what I was dealing with now.  If I closed my eyes I could almost imagine my head was trapped inside her cunt.

Her primary objective accomplished, she was now free to attack me with the magic wand.  She was merciless in grinding it against my pussy and clit, and my first orgasm rolled over me within a minute of her assault.

She held it tightly in place until it looked like I was finished and then pulled it away just long enough for Mistress Grey to give me twenty good pussy slaps with the floggers.  It was quickly replaced and ground against my clit again, causing two more orgasms in rapid order.

Twenty more lashes to my pussy came again and this time Lisa had a different plan for the wand.  Rather than trying to turn my clit into a pancake with it, she began grinding it hard against my cunt.  It took her longer to bring me to orgasm that way, but the end result was still inevitable.

She kept pressing through my muscle contractions, and to my surprise she was able to shove the fat vibrating head completely inside me!  Holy shit, it felt like I had an apple jammed up there, and the powerful vibrations were now attacking me right on my g-spot.

It also meant Lisa had her hands free now, so she went back to the table to get a new toy.  I couldn’t see what it was, but she was dragging another electric cord behind her so I knew it was something powerful.

I began cumming again before she was ready with her new toy, but had it cut short as a searing line of fire ran down my left leg.  My scream was only slightly muffled by the gas mask.

“Oops, that might have been a little too much power,” she giggled.

“Set it to number four and work upwards if needed.  If you would’ve run the wheel at full power along her labia she might’ve passed from the pain,” Mistress Grey told her.

Shit, so that’s what the electric pinwheel felt like.  I’d never added it to any of my stage shows before and wouldn’t be likely to in the future now that I knew what it was capable of.  The sharp spikes on a regular pinwheel were bad enough, but add an electric current to it and it became truly unbelievable.

I guess she turned the power down but you could’ve fooled me.  She ran it around lips stretched taut by the fat massager, going up and down each side before switching to the other side and repeating.  I would’ve been thrashing uncontrollably if I had any wiggle room at all.

Between the incessant orgasms and the extreme pain, I hovered on the edge of darkness for what felt like hours; I just couldn’t get enough air in my lungs to properly sustain this level of activity.  After a while I realized both the flogging and the pinwheel torture had stopped, and the vibrator was running at a fraction of its former speed.

“Time to put you to bed for the night, slut,” Lisa spat.

My arms were released from the strappado and the armbinder removed.  My arms dangled uselessly towards the floor after an hour in that extreme position, and I couldn’t have raised them up to save my life.

My hair was also untied from the butt plug which was a tremendous relief to my aching neck muscles and the waist belt was removed.  I thought I’d be fully released from this position, but it seems they had a different plan for me.

They began covering me with vet wrap, starting at the neck and working their way down my body. (It was upwards from their point of view.)  They held my arms at my sides until the vet wrap kept them snugly in place, and then got serious about wrapping me up.

Mistress Grey continued with the vet wrap while Lisa went back to the neck and started a new layer with duct tape.  There was enough slack in my upside down suspension right now that they were able to wrap my legs tightly together up to the knees before lowering me to the floor and removing the spreader bar.

It only took about ten more minutes before I was completely mummified in a shiny duct tape cocoon.  It was fairly restrictive but evenly applied, and felt almost tame compared to what I’d already gone through.  It might even have been soothing if it wasn’t for the massager still stuck inside me, and the gasmask filled with Lisa’s juices covering my face.

“I wanted to make sure you didn’t have too strenuous of a night,” Mistress Grey said, lying next to me on the floor.  “You’ll need all your strength tomorrow for when I’m running the show.”

Shit, I’d forgotten this was only the warm-up before she got her turn with me.

“It looked like Lisa had pretty much orgasmed you to death, so I convinced her that running that big old vibrator all night would be a bad idea.  Instead, it’s now running off one of Laste’s programs that’ll stop you from cumming.  Wasn’t that nice of me?”

Having another orgasm was the last thing I wanted right now, but after an hour or so I knew I’d be willing to do almost anything to have one.  His orgasm denial program was both flawless and unbelievably cruel.  I knew I wouldn’t be getting much sleep tonight if she left it running like that.

“Sorry about the hard bed you’ll have tonight, but it’s still several hours until closing time and I didn’t want to leave the stage empty.  I’ve got to run now, but I’ll be back tomorrow with some creative new ideas I’ve been dying to try, and couldn’t get anyone to agree to.”

Great… something even her regular submissives wouldn’t let her try?  Why’d it have to be me up here tonight?  If I was smart I would’ve thrown the game and gone out first like Paula.  I wasn’t looking forward to my session with her at all, and if I survived I swore I’d never play poker again.

Probably.

###



http://www.amazon.com/Edward-Laste/e/B00P4CB67K/



http://www.amazon.co.uk/Edward-Laste/e/B00P4CB67K/


The Laste Chance Bondage Inc. Series

Volume 1: The Bondage Contest

Volume 2: The Ultimate Bondage Device

Volume 3: The Longest Bondage Weekend

Volume 4: Dominatrix Submission

Volume 5: The Master’s Price

Volume 6: The Academy

Volume 7: The BDSM Party

Volume 8: Ponygirl Training

Volume 9: Ponygirl Challenge

Volume 10: Breaking Lidia

Volume 11: The Fetish Club

Volume 12: The Fetish Auction

Volume 13: The Fetish Dungeon

Volume 14: The Fetish Shop

Volume 15: Fetish Plus

Volume 16: The Fetish Models

Volume 17: Fetish Conversion

Volume 18: Fetish Domination

Volume 19: Fetish Submission

Volume 20: The Fetish Wedding

Volume 21: Self Bondage Gone Wrong

Volume 22: Bondage or Dare

Volume 23: The Bondage Predicament

Volume 24: Bondage Ménage

Volume 25: Bondage Poker

Volume 26: Bondage Service

Volume 27: Bondage Revenge

Volume 28: Winter BDSM Carnival

Volume 29: The Reindeer Ponygirls

Volume 30: Wrapped Tight For Xmas

Also:

The Billionaire’s Bondage Club Series

Volume 1: Bondage and Power

Volume 2: Bondage Auditions

Volume 3: The Bondage Brat

Volume 4: Trained to Obey

Volume 5: For the Love of Bondage

The Bondage University Series

Volume 1: The Submissive Sorority

Volume 2: The Kinky Frat Party

Volume 3: The Taboo Teacher

Volume 4: Cheers and Cuffs

Volume 5: College Brats in Bondage

Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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

cover.jpeg
Jsastg Chancg
Bondage Ine.:

#29  Bontape

ke
Edwand Laste dfoke

) ot

A






