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Chapter 1: The Lovesick Puppy


“I saw your adoring new boyfriend waiting downstairs again,” Sherri teased me.

“For the last time, he’s not my boyfriend.  He’s just acting like a lovesick puppy from the attention I gave him last week during our game.”

“I think he’s kinda cute, and he’s been in every night this week… what’s his name?”

“Umm… actually, I don’t know.  I had other things to worry about that night.”

“Shame on you, hon,” she chided.  “You gave him a blowjob in the middle of the bar while you were tied up, and you don’t even know his name?”

It did make me sound kind of ignorant when she said it that way.  I should at least go talk to him and let him down gently.  He had a simple crush on me, but I was in love with Sherri.

“Fine, I’ll go talk to the geek.”

“I’m coming too,” she said.  “I don’t want him stealing you away from me.”

“Hardly,” I snorted.  “He looks like the kind of guy who was beat up in school for his lunch money.”

“He wouldn’t be so bad if he got contacts and dressed himself in clothes from the current century.  Not only that, but from what I saw it looked like he’s hung like a horse.”

“You’re terrible… and also in big trouble.  In about an hour I make you pay for losing our ‘Bondage or Dare’ game, so you might want to consider what pissing me off will make me add to your predicament.  In fact, I think I’ll start right now so you don’t embarrass me any further.”

“Yes, oh wonderful, smart, sexy, talented, and generous Mistress,” she said in mock adoration.

“I think I’ll start with a gag,” I mumbled under my breath.

I had her put on her initial restraints (gag first) while I checked myself in the mirror.  I needed to look my best for tonight’s scene, and scuffed leather or smudged latex just wouldn’t do.  I polished away a few fingerprints from my latex corset and considered myself presentable.

Tonight I wore thigh high boots with a five inch heel, a tight miniskirt, full corset, and long opera gloves, all in glossy black latex.  I debated changing the corset for a red one and adding some accessories, but didn’t want to waste the hour we had before we began.

Sherri finished before I did and now wore a bright red ball gag, leather ankle cuffs connected with an eighteen-inch hobble chain, a plain black collar with leash already attached, and her wrists secured behind her back with handcuffs.

I grabbed my riding crop from the nightstand and wrapped the end of the leash around my hand, giving it a little tug to get her moving.  I figured I’d go have a quick talk with the geek since we had to go through the main club anyway, and then spend the remainder of my free time warming Sherri up before the big show.

When the elevator opened up downstairs, the first thing I saw was the geek sitting at the end of the bar where he’d been every night since I made him help me with the kinky public acts that won the game for me.

He had hair like a haystack and it looked like he either cut it himself or had an epileptic barber.  Thick glasses framed a face that might be considered cute if he did something with the rest of his image, and I doubt his plaid shirt had ever known the touch of an iron.  He did have a nice ass, though.  His face lit up when he saw me approach.

“Hello, Mistress Jill,” he said.  “You’re looking extra beautiful tonight.”

“Thanks… umm… what was your name again?”

“It’s Gary, Mistress.”

“You don’t need to call me Mistress, Gary.  You’re a customer, not a playmate.”

“I’d be anything you want, Mistress.  You’re all I can think of since that night when you asked for my helping hand.”

I could imagine he thought of me often… probably late at night when he was alone with a box of tissues.

“Look, you’re sweet and seem like a really nice guy, but I honestly don’t think you have what it takes to handle the type of stuff we have fun with.”

“I’d be willing to learn and I’d obey any command you gave me, no matter what it was.”

“Really?” I said, with a raised eyebrow.  “Ok, drop your pants.”

His face instantly turned three different shades of red out of embarrassment and his jaw fell open.  I turned to Sherri.

“Hike up your skirt and moon the people on the dance floor.”

She immediately started pulling it up, spreading her legs to help her bound hands get it over her butt.  As soon as her ass was clear she turned and bent over, giving it a little wiggle before turning back to me.  I helped her pull it back down and turned to Gary again.

“Maybe someday you’ll understand what being submissive means, but for now I suggest you just enjoy the club and forget about me.  Have a drink on me and think about it.”

I had the bartender pour him a double, and I blew him a kiss goodbye.  On a whim, I leaned close to Sherri as we passed a pair of hot looking girls.

“I know he looks a little odd, but you wouldn’t believe how good he is in the sack.”

The girls gave him an appraising look and I quickly turned away to hide my smile.  Maybe he’d get lucky with one or both of them and forget about me.  I took Sherri to the basement where the hidden entrance to our dungeon was and tried to get my mind back in the groove.  It was time for some fun.



Chapter 2: Sherri’s Predicament


The first thing Mistress Jill had me do was strip completely naked and stand on a scale.  She needed a very precise weight for me tonight, since she’d be using some of Laste’s fancy electronic gizmos to make my ordeal more interesting.

It was supposed to be a type of self-bondage game for me that she’d planned out and would be directing as the night went on.  She gave me a radio earpiece and a blindfold before pointing towards the left-hand cell.

Both cells were currently hidden by hastily hung curtains, but her meaning was clear.  I stepped up to the door, stuck the earpiece in place, and put on the blindfold before passing through the curtain.

I heard the door slam shut behind me, and then a crackle in the earpiece as it was turned on.

“I have designed a series of challenges for you to pass through tonight, and your ordeal will only end once all conditions are met.  A perfect run will only take an hour, but for every extra minute it takes, you’ll spend an equal amount of time upstairs working off the demerits.

“Your first task is simple.  Scattered around the cell are a number of items you need to collect.  You must be properly wearing each and every item you find, and when you think you have them all you will stand on a scale at the side of the door.

“If you found them all then the door will open and you can proceed to the next phase.  If you missed any then… umm… let’s just say you don’t want to miss any.  There may also be a few booby traps scattered throughout the different stages, but I don’t want to spoil that surprise either.  The blindfold stays on until you leave the cell.  Your time starts now.”

I’d already felt my foot hit something when I stepped into the cell, so I went down on my hands and knees to find it.  I found it right away and ran my hands over it to identify what it was.  It was a leather chastity belt, but being chaste had nothing to do with this model; it had a pair of sizable inserts attached to the crotch strap.

It also had a dual set of battery packs attached to the back, which was odd since a single pack was enough to power the toys for a full day.  I didn’t find any lube, so I used my own spit to help slide the butt plug into place.

Even though I was already damp between my legs, I needed some spit for the vibrator since it was quite a bit fatter than I felt comfortable with.  I had to work the inserts back and forth a bit to get them all the way in, and I felt very full by the time I was able to latch the belt shut.

I stayed on my hands and knees so I could sweep the floor faster and quickly found handcuffs, a ring gag, a tall posture collar, and a pair of institutional ankle cuffs.  I thought it was pretty lame and I could’ve saved time by wearing my initial set of restraints.

I swept the floor one last time before moving over to the scale.  A few second after I got on it I heard a buzzer and immediately felt the plug in my ass come to life.  It gave me two long and brutally high powered zaps before shutting down again.  Shit, I must’ve missed something.

I searched the room again but couldn’t find anything.  It took me two more laps before I bumped into the bedframe and heard a little jingle.  She’d wrapped a chain with nipple clamps around the top of a bedpost and I felt lucky I heard the noise or I’d never have found them.

It was also a good thing I’d cuffed my hands in front of me or the game would’ve been over right then and there.  This way I was able to clamp them in place after rubbing my nipples for a moment, and head back to the scale so I could continue.

This time I only got one long zap and I knew there was still one item remaining somewhere.  Shit.  It took me forever to find the last item because it was so cleverly disguised.  One of the chains used to shackle someone to the back wall had been replaced with a thinner one that contained two dozen or so spring clips along part of the length.

I’d used something like this before and knew what to do.  I soon had a dozen clips pinching each breast with the long end of the chain dangling down between them.  When I stepped on the scale this time I heard a dinging sound, followed by something small and metallic bouncing off the floor behind me.

My vibrator also came to life in what I thought of as the rollercoaster mode.  Over the course of a minute it would climb from zero to full power and then back down again, and was usually a frustrating experience to have to endure.

It took me a minute to find what had fallen.  It was a key ring with a large skeleton key and a small one of the kind used for many of our restraints.  The skeleton key opened the door and I was able to finally exit the cell and remove my blindfold.

I found the room had changed during my time behind bars; there was a heavily modified exercise bike in the middle of the room now and it was obviously the next stage of my ordeal.  I took a closer look to try to figure out what I needed to do.

The seat had a monster-sized dildo sticking through the seat, so I used the small key to open my chastity belt and remove the vibrator. (The butt plug stayed in place.)  I climbed on with difficulty due to the awkwardness of having to lift myself up high to get the large intruder inside me.

As soon as my butt hit the seat I heard a ding.  What next?  There were snap clips on each pedal, so I leaned over (another awkward maneuver with the large dildo in my snatch) and snapped it around my ankle cuff D-ring.  I heard another ding so I did the second cuff the same way.

The handlebars were suspiciously close together, and looked like just the right distance apart for someone wearing handcuffs.  As soon as I grabbed the handles, a bar snapped down over the handcuff chain, holding it in place.  Everything seemed logical here, if overly complicated.

There was a dildo in front of my face that looked like it would fit through the ring gag, so I slid my mouth over it.  A second later and I heard the buzzing sound and got two more brutal shocks from the butt plug.  Shit, I apparently missed two things and this dildo was like the scale from the last phase.

The bar holding my cuffs in place popped open and I looked for what I could’ve missed.  The only things remaining were a clip in front of me running to a box on the floor, and one on a chain below my seat.

I was puzzled for a few minutes but eventually figured out I needed to connect the first clip to the chain with the spring clips, and the one below the seat went to the chain between my nipple clamps.  I grabbed the handles and tried the dildo again, this time getting a ding.

My butt plug began pulsing with a low powered shock every few seconds, although each one felt a tiny bit stronger than the one before it.  That stopped as soon as I started pedaling.

I’d figured that pedaling would pump the dildo in and out of me and I was right, but what I didn’t expect was every time it went down, the shaft also painfully stretched my nipples.  I swore as good as I could with a ring gag and dildo in my mouth, but kept pedaling.

The box on the floor slowly began to rise up, and glancing toward the ceiling I saw another skeleton key hanging above it.  Ok, I guess I needed to make the box reach the key.  I bit down on the dildo to help deal with the painful pull on my nipples and started pedaling faster.

As the box rose, I felt the slack come out of the spring clip chain.  A moment later and the first one was pulled off, causing me to shriek and lose my rhythm.  As soon as my pedaling slowed, the box began lowering itself.  Shit, I couldn’t slow down or I’d have to start over.

I picked up my pace again, determined to just push through the pain and end this predicament.  It meant the dildo was also fucking me faster, and I felt an orgasm start to build.  I managed to hold on for another minute and came close to finishing, but just as the last clips pulled free I exploded into a wonderfully powerful orgasm that took my breath away.

The massive surge of pleasure was so intense I forgot to keep pedaling, and I heard the clunk of the box hitting the floor.  Shit, that was stupid of me.  I resumed pedaling and tried again, having a slightly easier time with the spring clips all gone this time.

Unfortunately my legs were wobbly after my orgasm and I couldn’t raise it fast enough.  The pounding dildo ripped another orgasm out of me and the box fell to the floor again.  I decided I needed to wait until my aftershocks had run their course and I was fully recovered before giving it another attempt.

I rested until the shocks from the butt plug had reached a level I just couldn’t stand and gave it everything I had.  The dildo was slamming into me so painfully fast this time that along with the pull on my nipples, I was hardly getting turned on at all.

The box reached the ceiling and connected with the key.  I heard another ding and the handcuff bar snapped open.  I slowly released myself from the bike and waddled over to get the key…  I might not be able to close my legs for a week after the pounding my pussy just took.

The items for my next phase made me stop in my tracks the second I entered the next cell.  It was another weird contraption that could only have been born from Laste’s twisted imagination.  It had parts from the bastinado bolted in place above one of his pneumatic fucking machines.

In front of it were four thick rubber sleeves that were about a foot long and stretched wide at the top.  A keypad was located near each of the front two and I figured it out from that.  I folded my right leg over and slid it knee first into a rear sleeve, receiving a ding.

The second leg was harder to get in place but I eventually managed, and reaching between them I was able to get the fucking machine dildo into my slit.  My elbows went into the front two sleeves easier than expected, but then some of the clamps holding them stretched apart popped free, causing all four to contract and instantly hold each limb tightly folded against itself.

Ok, that was a cool way to get into a self-bondage frog tie, but now what?  I pressed a number on the left keypad and heard the failure buzz but didn’t get a punishment.  I pressed one on the right keypad and heard two buzzes.  A red light and a number two lit up on the left keypad and the right one read ten percent.  Both the bastinado and the fucking machine turned on.

I received a stinging blow to the sole of each foot and the fucking machine began slowly thrusting into me.  The red light turned green and I tried a different set of numbers this time, but again got two buzzes.

The left keypad read four and the right read twenty percent.  I felt the dildo ramming home a little faster and I received two lashes on each foot this time.  Round three was another double failure, making it eight strokes to my feet and thirty percent speed for the dildo.

Despite having a sore pussy, or maybe because of it, I started to cum just as I was hitting the next set of numbers.  I wasn’t sure what numbers I hit as the pleasure coursed through my veins, but they were both wrong again.  I was now at sixteen strokes and forty percent speed.

On my next round I heard a buzz-ding after I selected my numbers and the right side keypad went dark.  The fucking machine stayed on at its current level but I got thirty-two strokes from the bastinado.

I wished I would’ve gotten the bastinado right first, but at least I wouldn’t have to endure full speed from the dildo.  It was bad enough at its current speed since it never stopped at all and with ten seconds between each cane strike, it meant over five minutes of fucking during this punishment round.

I found myself cumming close to the end of the round and focused on enjoying it as much as possible to distract me from my very painful feet.  I started swearing and thrashing in my bonds when I guessed wrong on my next turn, knowing I’d be getting sixty-four blows over the next ten minutes.

I came again halfway through, and this time it ran into a double orgasm that made me squirt all over the place.  I never fully came down from my cum-drunk high this time and had one final orgasm before the punishment ended.

I was shaking as I tried to decide what number to try next.  If I guessed wrong it would mean a hundred and twenty eight lashes and over twenty minutes of pounding into my overly sensitive pussy.  I almost wept with relief when the light turned green and I got the ding.

The fucking machine stopped and the remaining clamps on the rubber sleeves opened up, dropping me the inch or so down to the floor.  I was free from the evil machine now, but was still trapped in a tight rubber frog tie.  I slowly crawled out of the cell to see if I was done.

The dungeon was empty, but the main door was open.  I could take a hint; I slowly made my way through the door and carefully negotiated up the stairs.  Jill was sitting on a chair with a margarita in one hand and her riding crop and a leash in the other.

Once I got to her feet she casually leaned over and put her drink on my head.

“You better not spill that,” she warned me.

My arms and legs were shaky and weak, but I managed to hold still while she reached down and clipped the leash to my collar.  I had to hold it while she stood and carefully fixed the creases in her latex miniskirt.

After a few minutes she finally retrieved her drink, tossed it back, and set the empty glass on her chair.  She draped a large towel over me so I wouldn’t get an indecent expose charge when we went through the public part of our club, and gave the leash a tug, punctuating the command with a swat to my ass from the crop.

I couldn’t see with the towel covering me and my head still held high from the strict posture collar, so she steered me with blows to my ass cheeks.  I was completely comfortable with those kinds of directions after all the time I spent running blind as a ponygirl.

She did give me a verbal warning when I approached the next set of stairs since it was outside the ponygirl command structure… ponies don’t climb stairs!

I heard a drastic increase in the volume of the music shortly after reaching the top, and knew the door to our fetish club had been opened.  I’d never been so glad as right now that we always ordered extra-large towels.

My elbows and knees were killing me at this point, but I kept moving since the end had to be close.  It did, didn’t it?



Chapter 3: Extending the Show


I’d been beginning to wonder if she’d ever finish her self-bondage ordeal.  When Laste and I planned it out, we’d calculated it could be done in an hour, yet Sherri had needed over three times as long.  I guess that’s the difference between theory and practice.

I silently winced every time I saw her bash an elbow or knee into a step and knew she’d have bruises tomorrow.  Still, there was no turning back now and only two phases left to go.  Antoine opened the door for us once we got to the landing and I was assaulted with noise from the club that seemed unnaturally loud after being in the quiet underground dungeon for so long.

Leading what was obviously a heavily restrained and most likely naked girl into the club drew an immediate flurry of activity from the customers in the area.  A large group of what looked like drunken frat boys began whistling and making rude comments.  Shit, this could be a problem.

Antoine saw it too and stepped in front of me to clear the way, trying to look as mean and imposing as he could.  I caught the eye of the bouncer guarding the elevator and he immediately rushed over to help.

Between the two of them they managed to block the group and give me an open path next to the bar.  I cracked the crop on Sherri’s ass to both steer her and convey the fact I wanted to move as fast as fucking possible.  It worked, but also drew more attention to us.

Both bouncers started fighting and had two to one odds against them.  I thought there were six punks in the group when we first came upon them, and as I was suddenly grabbed from behind, knew I was right.

One hand pulled my hair violently back while a second began mauling my tits.

“C’mon, baby, let’s all have some fun,” he slurred.

The smell of beer on his breath was almost enough to make me gag.  I saw the towel fly into the air and knew Sherri was in trouble from the last guy now.  I screamed and received a painful yank on my hair for it, accompanied by the cruelest tittie twister I’d ever felt.

I was suddenly thrust forward as someone else jumped into the fray and tried tackling my assailant.  I managed to twist free as he dealt with the new threat, and turned in time to see someone the size of a linebacker connect a haymaker to Gary’s chin.

I wasn’t sure how good of a fighter Gary was, but I doubt anyone could be very effective in his current situation… his pants were down around his ankles!  He had the worst timing in the world if he was trying to impress me by finally obeying my earlier command.

I’d worry about him later; right now I had to fight.  From behind, I landed a kick square between the legs of the guy who coldcocked Gary, which caused the predictable result.  I spun and pulled the guy off Sherri, and when he was on his back I stomped down on his groin as hard as I could.

Can you imagine the force of a stomp to the nuts, delivered by the point of a stiletto heel?  Good, then I won’t have to mention the agonizing details, other than to say he was out of the fight for good.  I turned back to my first guy, but the rest of our bouncers and a few of our regular customers had finally arrived and the situation was pretty much over.

I considered calling the cops, but settled for having them thrown forcefully into the street.  My initial plan was to make Sherri crawl up the stairs, but now I just got her into the elevator as fast as possible.

I had Antoine drag the unconscious Gary in as well since he did
 help me a lot, and got knocked out cold while trying.  As soon as the door closed I bent down and removed Sherri’s gag.

“Are you ok, hon?” I asked.

“What the hell was that?  It felt like some goofball tried to shove his fist up my twat.”

“It was just some random assholes that won’t be a problem anymore.  I’m sorry you had to deal with it.”

“Shit happens,” she chuckled.  “For all I know he might’ve succeeded in getting his arm up there, after the pounding I took during the first few phases tonight.  By the way… why’s your boyfriend sleeping in the corner, and why isn’t he wearing any pants?  Were you messing around while I was otherwise occupied?”

“For the thousandth time, he’s not my fucking boyfriend,” I shouted.

I stabbed the button to take us upstairs, her laughter at my vehement denial pissing me off even more.  I ordered her to go onstage and wait for me while I made sure Gary wasn’t too badly hurt.  Misplaced puppy love or not, he did save my ass back there and I was grateful for his help.

We always had a few wheelchairs handy for when our elite guests brought their own slaves in a condition that prohibited walking.  I had Antoine help him into one and I wheeled him over to our apartment where we put him on the couch.  I’d let him rest here until he recovered.

I told Antoine to have a bottle of our best whisky sent over and some ice for his head as well.  I gathered together a tray with Aspirin, Tylenol and water for him so he’d have a wide choice available when he woke up.  I considered pulling his pants back up, but his Angry Birds boxer shorts were just too damn cute.

He seemed ok for now so I went back next door and asked Laste to strap Sherri to the St. Andrew’s cross for me and give her a little whipping so she wouldn’t get bored.  He readily agreed to take care of things for me until I felt able to return.  I guess I must’ve looked traumatized or something.

Gary was waking up as I got back, so I rushed over to see how he was doing.

“Welcome back, cutie,” I said once his eyes looked somewhat focused.

“What happened?”

“You tried playing the gallant knight and rushed to my rescue, only to receive a rather large fist to the face.  Did you want to go to the hospital or anything?”

“Just some water if it’s not too much trouble, Mistress.”

“I told you it’s not necessary for you to call me Mistress.”

“I want to, Mistress.  I thought about what you said earlier and realized you were right.  I’ve been a chicken-shit my whole life, but I think I’d be able to obey you now.  I swear I’ll do anything you ask now, no matter how embarrassing or demeaning.  After you left, I dropped my pants like you wanted and sat at the bar like that for three hours hoping you’d come back and notice I was ready to obey.”

My eyes rolled up in my head in disgust, but he just saved my ass so the least I could do was give him a chance.  I asked again if he was feeling alright, and he assured me he was fine and had taken far worse hits back in his high school and college days.

I put one knee on the couch between his legs and knelt on it, leaning over him so I could look him straight in the eye.

“Do you truly know what you’re asking?”

“I think so, Mistress.”

I lifted my knee up to his crotch and slowly let my weight press down on it.

“It means a lot more pain than pleasure, and any hesitation or disobedience brings instant retribution.  Do you understand?” I asked, pressing down hard with my knee.

“Yes, Mistress,” he gasped.

To his credit he didn’t try to wiggle away or even reach for his crotch.  I stood and put my five-inch heel into his mouth.

“Suck it,” I commanded.

He immediately obeyed, even though he was terrible at it and I thought his gagging might make him throw up.  I withdrew my heel before he could puke on my favorite shoes, and told him to get on his knees.

“I want you to crawl around the couch and go to the middle door.  Find the spool of rubber surgical tubing and the cutters for it and bring it back to me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said as he crawled away on his hands and knees.

He returned surprisingly fast and presented it to me with his head bowed all the way down to the ground.  It was a nice touch and I began to think he might not be totally clueless.

“Lay spread eagle on the ground and don’t move or make a sound, no matter what.”

He instantly complied, although he wound up kicking me in his haste to comply.  I pulled his shorts down and took my first good look at his cock.  I remembered it being fairly large from before, but out in the open like this it seemed even bigger.

I cut a length of tubing off the roll and stretched it tight around the base of his balls and giving it three wraps before tying it off.  His legs twitched a few times, but he managed to hold mostly still.  I cut another length off the roll and tied it as tight as I could around the bottom of his cock to make a leash.

It looked like he was starting to sweat and he was also biting his lower lip, but he still obeyed.  I pulled up on the leash, stretching the rubber until my hand was as far above my head as I could reach.

His body bowed up and a faint moan escaped his lips, but he was still trying to obey.  I didn’t think he had it in him.  I let the rubber snap back which drew a short shriek from his lips and caused him to clutch his groin from the pain.

He writhed on the floor for a minute but then surprised me by regaining control and resuming the spread eagle position.

“Very good,” I complimented him.  I pulled his shorts back up and fed the leash through the opening.  “I might even be willing to give you a small reward for your fast learning, but since I have to get onstage soon, any reward would have to be taken care of out there.”

I could see the conflicting emotions in his face.  He was a typical guy and would do almost anything for a sexual reward.  On the other hand, there were several dozen strangers out there and he’d be the center of attention.  I gave him a minute to think about it before giving him his choice.

“Get to your feet if you want this to end now, or to your knees if you want to follow me out so we can continue.”

It looked like he was about to stand, but changed his mind at the last second.  He waited for me on his knees.  I gave him a hard tug on the leash, although it looked worse than it really was due to the springiness of the rubber tubing.

He followed me to the club on his knees and to his credit, didn’t even pause on the threshold.  I pulled him to the stage by the leash on his pecker, forcing him to work hard to keep up.  I gave him a minute to catch his breath while I took in Sherri’s current situation.

Laste had taken my request to strap her to the cross literally.  He hadn’t bothered taking her out of her frog tie, and it looked to be an incredibly difficult position.  Her entire front from neck to crotch was a mass of thin red stripes from Laste’s single tail whip, and she couldn’t even scream anymore from the overload of pain.

I thanked him and let him sit back down; it was my turn onstage and I needed to finish the show somehow.  My initial plan was completely shot by now, but I thought I could come up with something even better now that I had Gary with me.

One way or another I was about to find out if he had the guts to handle the real stuff, or if he’d run away out of embarrassment.

“Hello everyone,” I called out to the crowd.  “Sorry about all of the delays and everything, but as luck would have it, I managed to recruit an assistant to help me get back on schedule.”

“This is … umm… Gary the Gimp, and as a special treat for you all I’d like you to watch his first ever training session as a submissive.”

It earned us a round of applause, but I think it just embarrassed him further.  I decided to push that angle to see if he could take it.

“In fact, this is also his first time with a girl that doesn’t have ‘Inflate to thirty PSI’ stamped on her neck.  Some of you might remember him as the geek I played with during last week’s game, and he somehow thought that made him ready for the big leagues.”

The crowd was laughing at him now, and heckling as well.  I almost
 felt sorry for him, but it was all part of the package as far as I was concerned.

“I don’t think he’ll amount to much, based on his completely inept attempts at getting me off that night, but I was bored and figured we could all use a good laugh.  I don’t think I could stand the frustration of having such a useless fool between my legs again, so I decided to let him play with Sherri for a while and see if he can at least figure out what a clit is for.”

I pulled his leash hard again and yanked him up to the cross.  I passed the tube between the beams and stretched it out until his face was pressed hard into her pussy.  I then tied it off to a ring in the floor to hold him in place.  I stepped back around and gave him a swat to the ass with my crop.

“I know you’ve never seen one in real life before, but that’s a woman’s cunt.  This is when you start licking and sucking, you idiot.”

The crowd laughed again but he began eating her out, even though he was completely red from the embarrassment I’d heaped on him.  I watched his technique as best as I could and tried to mock him over everything I could, giving him several swats to the ass with each insult.

In truth, he seemed to pick it up rather quickly and within ten minutes he had Sherri moaning in bliss.  I stopped him when she was a hair away from orgasm and had him crawl behind her.  I released the side brake on the frame and spun the cross (and Sherri, of course) upside down.

“You’re useless with your mouth,” I said with as much scorn as I could load into my tone.  “Sherri, I think you should show him what a true maestro can do with a mouth.”

She waggled her tongue at him until he got the hint and positioned his groin in her face.  She immediately sucked him all the way in and started bobbing her head as much as she could in her current predicament.

He lasted far longer than I would’ve given him credit for, but that was probably due to the tight wraps of surgical tubing around his junk making it hard for him to cum.  His orgasm almost looked painful from the intensity of it, but he was smiling once it was over.  Lancelot gets his reward.

I returned the cross to the starting position and had him eat Sherri out again.  It took another ten minutes before I had to stop him again to prevent Sherri from cumming, and I saw his cock was rampant again; I wondered if he could handle a second round this fast, but figured there was only one way to find out.

Once Sherri was upside down and sucking his cock again, I went to get a drink; all these insults I was slinging had made me thirsty.  I enjoyed a leisurely cocktail while watching him get sucked off, and even though the action on the stage should’ve been considered tame, the crowd seemed to be enjoying it tremendously.  Maybe it was the freshness factor.

It took so long for him to cum this time that I actually needed a refill on my drink.  I reset the cross and had him work on Sherri again.  By this time I found myself getting pretty damn horny, and when I pulled him away again I decided to join in the fun.

I lay on the floor and spread my legs, but just out of range of his head.  It forced him to stretch his leash painfully tight before he was able to get his face in my crotch.  I found his tongue to be quite nimble and powerful, which was actually really impressive considering for how long he’d already used it on Sherri.

I let him lick me to a glorious orgasm, and I found myself squirting all over his face before I came down.  I had him lick me completely clean, which was a difficult task since my juices kept dripping off his face and making new spots for him to clean up.

I still felt really hot, but had him work on Sherri again.  It wouldn’t do to have her calm down too much, even though I wasn’t ready to let her cum yet.  I got lost in thought for a few minutes and almost blew it, only calling him off at the absolute last possible second.

I slid backwards another inch or two and made him come service me again.  He could barely reach me now, but he went straight for my clit this time, obviously picking up a good trick from his last turn on Sherri.

It only took him about five minutes to make me cum this time, and I thought he might be ready for another reward for learning so fast.  I made him bring Sherri to the brink again and flip her over himself so I could simply lay back and watch.

It took forever and I could tell Sherri was nearly exhausted by now, but she eventually made him cum for the third time.  I told him to leave her upside down for now so he could make me cum again.  With a good rest in between my orgasms, I could go on like this all night.

Unfortunately, I could feel the difference in his action this time and knew I’d pretty much worn his tongue out for the night.  He still managed to give me a spectacular orgasm, but I could tell he was past his limits.

I had him spin the cross so Sherri was horizontal on her back and gave him a short break while I gathered up a few items.  I gave him a chair, a dick on a stick, and a Hitachi wand massager.

“Ok,” I said.  “That was a fun little diversion, but we need to wrap up the final phase of Sherri’s ordeal.  Due to the sheer number of penalties, and for how long it took for her to escape the dungeon, I’m going to have you finish her punishment for me.

“You can use any of these toys, your fingers, or your mouth to make her cum, and you can even fuck her if you think you can stretch your leash far enough to stick it in there.  Either way, I want to hear her moaning for the next three hours straight or you’ll spend the rest of the night suspended from the ceiling by that pitiful excuse you call a pecker.

“I’ve ignored my guests here tonight for far too long, so if you’ll both excuse me, I think it’s time I went and mingled.  Get to work, gimp!”

I stepped off stage to receive a standing ovation, the roar of the crowd only slightly overshadowed as Sherri screamed with the force of the first of the many orgasms she was to receive at his hands.

Despite some mishaps and detours, I thought the night went exceptionally well.  It even seemed like Gary might even be worth keeping around, especially if he kept learning as fast as he did tonight… I might have to sneak back onstage later, after his tongue got a chance to rest.

Then again, both of them would probably be exhausted by the time I was ready to release them.  It might be more humane to just keep them tied up for the night… or maybe until tomorrow… or tomorrow night would be better… ok, through the weekend, but Monday at the latest.  Maybe.
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