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Open for Business

Starting a new brick and mortar business was always risky, especially these days when so many people did their shopping online.  It was even worse for us with merchandise of an adult nature, since there were plenty of people too embarrassed to walk into a store filled with serious restraints and other kinky things.

We sold what we could online too, of course, and did well enough at it that we had to hire a part time girl to help fill the orders, but competition was stiff and profit margins low.  It mostly paid the bills, but if we wanted to thrive instead of just survive, we needed people coming through the door.

Lucky for us, anyone who was serious about BDSM knew there was no substitute for selecting their equipment in person, especially with big ticket items or something that needed to be sized appropriately.  You wouldn’t believe how many people naturally assumed they could put their XL submissive into a petite size armbinder or jam a three inch ball gag past their teeth, just because they saw it on some porn site.

And don’t even get me started on what some gormless guys thought was an appropriate size for a dildo or butt plug!  Whenever I sold one of the really massive ones, I was pretty sure it would wind up gathering dust at the back of a drawer, used only once if it was ever used at all.  Don’t get me wrong… customers like that were in the minority.

Vegas being what it was, the bulk of our foot traffic were couples looking for something to spice up their weekend, or a girl looking for a ‘reliable friend’ when all else failed.  A lot of them were also drunk when they came in, but once in a while I’d see an obvious submissive come in following their Master or Mistress, and those were the customers I really went the extra mile for.

It helped that the only thing I liked better than selling
 bondage gear, was being put it in by my partner, Master Taupe, so I was able to give a firsthand account of how it felt to be restrained in practically everything we sold.  Give me another month or so and my knowledge will probably be complete, but there are only so many hours in a day, and I also had to learn what it was like to be on top.

That’s where our junior partner Layla came in.  Between spending most of the day as a living bondage display, and my after hour lessons as a Domme, she practically lived in restraints twenty-four/seven.  It’s a good thing she was even more of a bondage junkie than I was, otherwise I’m sure she would’ve ran for the hills on day one.

Well… once she was able
 to run that is.  She’d spent the entire day of our grand opening as a window display immobilized so completely, I’m sure a lot of people thought she was a manikin.  I’m not sure I could’ve lasted the full twelve hours myself, especially since we also had a spanking machine paddling her ass, and I’d stuffed both her holes with a pair of high-tech vibrators guaranteed to keep her on the edge of orgasm indefinitely without letting her get off even once.

For a borderline nymphomaniac, that was way more of a torture than the heavy restraints and spanking machine combined, but she was in no position to complain by the time I made that last minute addition to her predicament.  I found out just how torturous it was when, at the end of the day, Master Taupe discovered what I’d done and made me spend the night in a hogtie, suffering the same endless tease and deny program.

Edging is hot and can lead to some truly spectacular orgasms, but when you’re denied that release over and over with no end in sight, it’s maddening.  From that point on it was decided that I’d have to experience the same things I did to Layla in the course of learning to be a proper Domme, so I was a little
 more careful in the future.

Only a little, though, since my taste in bondage was pretty hardcore by anyone’s definition, and I was able to enjoy some amazing scenes this way.  By the end of the first week Layla and I even coordinated a few times to get some bucket list scenarios checked off, and while I’m pretty sure Master Taupe knew what we were doing, he was always willing to oblige.  Life was good, but there was also never a moments rest.

In addition to selling the stuff, Master Taupe gave rigging lessons twice a week, and we had contracts with several of our suppliers for photo and video shoots to demonstrate their products.  We also had a fully stocked dungeon in the basement that we rented out by the hour to couples who wanted a place to play, or by those who wanted the experience of being dominated by a pro.

We even had requests to do custom bondage videos and thought live BDSM cam shows would be a good money maker, so yeah… no rest for the wicked.  In case you think I’m exaggerating, let me tell you about what happened today, which was fairly typical.


A Day in the Life

I experienced a brief moment of panic when I awoke and was unable to stretch my stiff muscles, but the feeling quickly passed as the fog cleared from my brain.  You think after a couple months with Master Taupe I’d be used to waking up tightly bound, but I still had that WTF moment each and every time.

Today it was leather straps holding my legs together, a thick rubber set fusing my arms together behind me, and a third, longer set trapping me in a ball tie.  It was actually a wonderful way to go to sleep since it allowed him to spoon me in a most comforting manner, plus my hands were perfectly positioned to play with his cock.

That part of him was always awake first, and it was my secret goal to make him cum while he was still asleep, although I hadn’t managed it yet.  He tried to do the same to me on those nights when I was put to bed with my programmable buzzing buddy between my legs, so turnabout was only fair, right?

Unfortunately, this was one of those times when his need to pee was much more urgent than his desire to cum.  He got up and spent the next several minutes in the bathroom, uttering dire threats my way while he waited for his hard-on to subside enough to let him empty his bladder.

I thought it was just playful banter when he came back to let me out of the ball tie, but instead of freeing me completely, he actually tightened the elbow strap a few notches instead of removing it.  With perfect timing, the instant I opened my mouth to complain he pressed a ball gag into my mouth and pulled the strap tight enough that there was zero chance I’d be able to spit it out.

He could’ve clipped a leash to my collar in order to take me to the bathroom, but instead he opted for the more efficient method of using nipple clamps connected by a chain.  I hated to go to the bathroom in front of him, but since my needs were just as urgent as his were a few minutes ago, I didn’t have much choice.

The only saving grace was that he’d installed a bidet seat so he could help me get clean with the push of a button, and from there it was straight into the shower he’d already started.  I absolutely adored being bathed in bondage, especially considering how much attention he paid to my most intimate areas, and it was a rare day I didn’t cum multiple times before he considered me clean enough.

Today was one of those days.  Instead of taking me to climax, he stopped just before I was about to hit the big O and finished washing my legs in a brisk manner.  I don’t think he was truly mad at me or anything, but I could tell from the smirk on his face he was definitely up to something.

Whatever game he had in mind, I hoped it wasn’t anything too outrageous because I expected the day to be long and extremely busy.  We had a big sale starting today, and some of our suppliers had flown in to help with the promotion, so we didn’t have a lot of time to play.

When our shower was over he connected a line from the shower rod to my wrists, and pulled them up into a strappado.  I thought he was going to take me from behind and finish what his fingers had started, but it wasn’t his cock I felt slide inside me, although it was the same shape.

He pushed my buzzing buddy home quickly, but not roughly, and then began lubing up my butthole.  Shit!  He was going to use both toys, which was going to be a major pain in the ass.  No pun intended, it was just the wrong day for this.  To make sure I couldn’t remove the toys, he locked them in place with a stainless steel chastity belt, and only then did he release my arms.  The belt was an unexpected twist but living above the fetish store meant we had access to all our inventory of toys and restraints.

“You better hurry up and get dressed,” he said with barely concealed humor.  “We have a full day ahead of us you know.  I’ll go let Layla out of the sleep sack and help her get ready.”

If looks could kill he’d be a pile of ash on the floor, but a glance at the clock told me he was also right.  With rare forethought I had laid out my outfit last night, so at least everything was ready and waiting for me.  Speed was of the essence because if I got ready fast enough, I’d have time to finish what he’d started in the shower.

First by necessity was my tight latex skirt.  Little more than a tube of black rubber, it was just barely long enough to cover my ass, but that didn’t mean putting it on was easy; I had to fight to get it past my hips, even with some special silicone based lube.  It was more than a little slutty but in a way, it was good that it was so short, otherwise it would be a hobble skirt.

Black silk stockings and a garter belt were next, and since the chastity belt twist negated the need for panties, I decided to forgo the matching bra as well.  My thin white latex shirt might be a little revealing without it, but it would also feel a lot better on bare skin.  I absolutely adored latex.

The six inch heels on the shoes I picked meant I wouldn’t be able to stand in them all day long, but at least they weren’t as severe as the ballet boots Andrew suggested I wear.  (I called him Andrew when he was making suggestions, and Master Taupe the rest of the time.)  The shoes could wait until after breakfast; I had an appointment with my buzzing buddy and wanted to finish while he was busy with Layla.

I’d used the app so often I could start it blindfolded… and had in the past… so I was surprised when it was my phone that buzzed rather than the toy between my legs.  The screen read ‘Unauthorized Access’ instead of displaying the usual control panel, so I figured Master Taupe must’ve done something to it last night after I fell asleep.  Shit, this was all planned in advance!

It explained why he had the chastity belt ready and waiting in the bathroom and made me wonder what other surprises he had in store for me.  Having no other choice, I stomped grumpily to the bathroom to do my hair and makeup, and before I even passed the door I got a text from him: ‘Nice try’ with a whip emoji and a smiley face.

I felt like a little girl caught with her hand in the cookie jar, albeit a much more embarrassing one.  That was the thing I hated about being with such an experienced Master: he would take charge in unpredictable ways, when I least expected it, rendering me helpless with ease.

It was also what I loved best about our relationship, and he got my motor running like nobody else ever had.  In fact, my arousal from his earlier play should’ve subsided by now without any additional stimulation, but I felt hornier than ever under his control.

I could see which way the wind was blowing, so instead of futilely fighting it I decided to go along and save myself some grief.  I kept my makeup to a minimum, locked my collar around my neck, put a set of leather cuffs around my wrists, and with a sigh I put my shoes back in the closet.

I exchanged them for the ballet boots he’d suggested yesterday and sat down to put them on.  My feet were aching before they were even laced properly, and while I had no idea what his game was, I prayed it included a chair or there was no way I’d make it through a twelve hour day.

I hit the point of no return when I locked the ankle cuffs in place, since he literally held all the keys.  I had to trust he knew what he was doing and arose on unsteady feet. As I headed to the kitchen for a bite to eat, I couldn’t help pausing as I passed the full length mirror on the wall.  I don’t make a habit of patting myself on the back, but I thought I looked hotter than hell, and those evil boots really did complete the look.  I hate it when he’s right.

Master Taupe joined me just as I sat down with my bagel and banana, and a few minutes later Layla entered wearing the same outfit and accessories I was.  Whatever the game was, apparently we were in it together.

I almost choked on my last bite when they toys inside me came to life, and judging from Layla’s reaction, hers had done the same.  The vibrations only lasted a few seconds, and Master Taupe hadn’t touched his phone, so I was more confused than ever.

“I believe Janice just arrived, so if you’re finished eating you should go help her get things ready,” he said with a barely concealed grin.

I wasn’t looking forward to hauling boxes and setting up the display table while wearing the killer boots, but at least this way I could make sure there were a few chairs scattered around the store at strategic points.  I was in the back room getting one when the vibrations came on again, causing me to jump a little, which isn’t the best thing to do in ballet boots.

Like last time it only stayed on for a few seconds, and once I was sure that was it, I carried on with my job.  It happened a third time just as I put the chair down, and Janice walked in through the front door.  I think I understood what was happening.

“Janice, can you open the door again, just for a sec?”  I asked.

She looked a little confused but did it anyway, and sure enough my toys came alive again.  That devious bugger had somehow connected my toy control to the front door, possibly through the electronic door chime.  On a normal day that might be a fun distraction, but we were expecting hundreds of people to come through that door today, and the vibration levels were set fairly high!

His game made sense in a twisted sort of way, since our main display was of the very toys buried inside of me, and nothing would sell them better than a real life demonstration of how well they worked.  It would’ve been a great idea if it was only Layla who had the ticket to ride the forced orgasm express, though, because I wasn’t nearly as much of an exhibitionist as she was.

While I’ll admit to having a thing about cumming in public, I liked them to be discreet, so nobody knew what I was doing.  This was not
 going to be discreet, and as horny as I was feeling, this promised to be a very
 embarrassing day.  Oh my God… what if I came so hard I squirted?

While that definitely topped my ‘what if’ worry list, it wasn’t the only thing I had to be nervous about.  The second sponsor of our big sale supplied most of our quality restraints like the cuffs I was wearing, harnesses, hoods, straitjackets, and armbinders, plus less fun (from my point of view) items like whips and floggers.

I’d planned on having a lot of fun demonstrating their products on Layla, but now it looked like I’d be joining her on the receiving end.  It might be smart if I straight up volunteered to wear the straitjacket, being the most comfortable in the long term, although losing the use of my arms would making walking in these boots quite hazardous.  Especially if I was hit with an orgasm at the same time!

Knowing what was coming was frustrating since there wasn’t much I could about it.  I mean, sure I could refuse to play along and demand he give me the keys to my belt, but that would trash our business relationship as well as our personal one.  I simply had to trust he knew what he was doing, tough it out through the hard parts, and enjoy the good.  At least my day wouldn’t be boring.

When Master Taupe and Layla came downstairs, they both helped with the setup, although Layla wasn’t much use since she already had her wrists locked behind her back and a hobble bar between her ankles.  She was limited to carrying one item at a time, or dragging a chair behind her, but I had to admit she could damn near walk around as fast as I could.  She’d worn ballet boots for years and had excellent balance.

Things got interesting when our two suppliers showed up and had to carry a lot
 of loads in through the front door.  It was obvious they were in on it since they could’ve simply loaded up a hand cart and did it all in just a few trips, but no; it was one box at a time, so I damn near blew my stack before we even opened for the day!

The first thing that John the leather guy unpacked was an armbinder so heavy and stiff it was able to stand upright on its own and might’ve even had boning in it.  The thing looked long enough to cover the arms completely and closed with a series of small ratchet straps instead of laces, but the inside diameter looked way
 too small to fit a pair of arms.

Mine are flexible enough that I can wear a fairly tight armbinder all day, but this thing scared me enough that I went with my earlier idea and asked if he had a straitjacket I could model.  Layla could deal with the arm strain and shoulder cramps better than I could.

John seemed surprised I volunteered, so maybe I’d read the situation wrong, but he had a new one he’d been dying to display on a live model instead of a manikin not designed for the purpose.  He considered himself to be something of an artist, and the only thing he loved better than creating a new piece was displaying it properly to an appreciative audience.

Setup was nearly complete so I called Layla over to display the armbinder, and knowing she was likely to complain about the severity of the restraint, I first stuffed her mouth with a gag that looked like a leather bean bag sewn to a strap.  I thought I was going easy on her by choosing a gag with so much give to it, but the bag was big enough to make her cheeks puff out like a squirrel hoarding nuts by the time it was all in there.  The wide leather strap that secured it in place couldn’t even fully counter the internal pressure, even though John pulled it tight enough to make me wince in sympathy for her.  Sorry Layla.

The armbinder was every bit as severe as I’d thought, and John had to keep checking the tension in her shoulder muscles to see if she could physically handle more clicks on the upper ratchets.  (All the ones from her elbows on down were already as tight as he could get them.)

Almost done with her, he handed me another bean bag gag, and I could hardly refuse after making Layla wear one.  My jaw was aching even before I poked the last of the bag past my lips, and the counter pressure from the strap was every bit as severe as I’d imagined.  I tried to ask how long I’d have to wear the gag, but could barely make myself heard, let alone understood.  The familiar ‘snick’ of a lock told me it would likely be a while.

I hadn’t really looked at the straitjacket before he slid it over my arms, but once he began buckling the straps behind me, I realized it was just as severe as the armbinder in its own way.  The lower half was a boned corset that took several inches off my waist before he was satisfied with how it looked, and the straps at the end of my hands had ratchets like the armbinder, ensuring I had absolutely no wiggle room.  I still thought I was better off than Layla, though… until he pulled out the rest of the jacket ensemble.

The next piece was a neck corset with a chin cup that went almost up to my nose, a solid collar that barely fit around my neck, and shoulder pieces that connected it directly to the jacket to eliminate any chance of me moving my head in any direction.  Breathing was a real challenge, especially since we were now open for business and a steady stream of customers kept coming through the door and activating my toys.  It was about to get worse.

I couldn’t even shake my head in denial when he shoved the hard plastic inserts into my nostrils, or move away from the heavy hood he slid over my head.  Those nose tubes were definitely needed with how tight he laced up the hood, since that was the sole source of air I had available.  This was not the simple straitjacket I’d envisioned, and he still wasn’t done!

He threw a rope over an exposed ceiling beam and tied each end off to rings on my shoulders to give me some much needed support, but while he meant well, it also meant I wouldn’t be able to use any of the chairs I’d put out to get off my feet.  My hood only had quarter inch holes for the eyes, and I couldn’t look down thanks to the neck corset, but I was easily able to figure out the last piece of the puzzle from feel alone.

It was basically a hobble skirt on steroids, reinforced along the length to prevent bending at the knees, and went all the way up over the corset to do the same at my hips.  From head to toe I was literally as stiff as a board, and I proved it a moment later when I was overwhelmed by my first orgasm of the day.

I couldn’t throw my head back and scream my passion to the world or buck my hips along with the waves of ecstasy pulsing through my loins, so for all practical purposes it was my little secret.  Almost.  The geeky looking guy right in front of me was clueless about the mind-blowing climax I’d just enjoyed, but I could see Master Taupe behind him with a knowing smile on his face.

It was the first of many throughout the day, and I do mean many.  I couldn’t see the door from my position, but either we had a new customer every ten seconds or so, or someone was playing with us.  It might’ve been both, since the store was absolutely packed with people, but not enough to account for the door opening so often.

I came so much the floor beneath my aching feet was slippery with my own juices, although I can’t recall squirting.  There was just too much going on at once, and I was simply overwhelmed by it all.  Believe it or not the worst was the bean bag gag, which got far harder to deal with as time went on.

The thing barely fit into my mouth to begin with, and between the strap and the neck corset cup it felt like my head was in a vice.  Unfortunately for me, the leather bag had hundreds of tiny holes in it to allow my saliva to soak the pellets inside, causing them to expand.  After a few hours the pressure grew so extreme I wasn’t entirely sure they’d be able to ever remove it!

The long term potential of the gag, as well as the entire straitjacket suit, was reinforced when John unscrewed a fitting to allow the connection of a feeding tube.  While it was good that he was taking care of my health, it pretty much guaranteed I wasn’t gonna be released until we closed for the day.  Twelve straight hours of the most restrictive public bondage I’d ever imagined!

It wasn’t much comfort that Layla had it worse than me, since the armbinder and the following strappado they put her in made her ass a prime place to demonstrate John’s collections of whips, floggers, and paddles.  He let the customers strike my ass as hard as they wanted, since the heavy leather covering me made the strokes almost unnoticeable, but it made for a great demo.  I think we sold more floggers and the like today than we had in total since we opened!

One thing I could see was the clock on the wall, and whenever I could get my eyes to focus long enough, I was counting down the hours and then minutes until closing time.  By this point I was only upright due to the rope tied to my shoulders, but Master Taupe had one final trial in store for me.

“In appreciation for coming in and making this day such a success for us, I’d like to take you out for dinner and a few drinks,” he said to John and Felicity.  “Maybe a late night dinner show even.  You too, Janice, since you’ve been working the register non-stop all day.”

“I’d love to, but what about them?” she asked, meaning Layla and me.

“I think they’ll be fine for a few more hours, and I have an idea to help keep them entertained.”

His idea was as simple as it was devious.  He recorded the sound of the door chime on his phone, set it to repeat, and left it playing on a continuous loop to keep our toys buzzing away.

“Back in a few hours,” he called out as he shut off the lights.

I was cumming before he even locked the door, and the last thought I had before my mind was overwhelmed was that I hoped their show wasn’t a double feature.


The Video Shoot

Most days in the shop weren’t nearly as extreme as our super sales extravaganza, but one that really stands out was our first custom video shoot.  It was also the grand unveiling of our new dungeon, or more accurately, Master Taupe’s new dungeon.  (He wouldn’t let anyone down there during construction, so I was excited to finally see it.)

I was also close to peeing in my catsuit at the thought of doing my first official porn flick, even though there were already plenty of videos on the internet of me bound and cumming during the bondage casino.  This was a planned and scripted movie, although Master Taupe had been extremely vague about the actual script in order to keep our reactions as real as possible.

I knew I’d be topping Layla in a fantasy kidnap scenario, and had to treat her a little rough, but the specifics of what went on were up to me.  In case inspiration failed me, or Master Taupe needed something specific, I also had an ear bud hidden underneath my latex hood, but coaching wasn’t going to be necessary.  There were plenty
 of things I wanted to do to and with Layla!

So that’s how I found myself hiding in the alley behind our store with a couple of small cameras on the wall, a prop chloroform rag in hand, and a pouch of zip ties on my hip.  I was waiting for Layla to take out the trash so I could ‘capture’ her, but she was taking her sweet damn time about it, and I kept having visions of a cop driving by and arresting me.  Even in Vegas this would be tough to explain.

Master Taupe’s voice in my ear gave me a brief warning when she was coming; just long enough for me to step into view of a camera to wet the rag from the brown bottle he’d given me earlier and then hide in the shadows again.  Thanks to my pent up nervous energy, when I pounced I damn near plowed her into the dumpster, but it sure added to the realism of the scene.

For her part, Layla’s initial scream was real, and she fought like hell trying to break free, but polished and oiled latex gave her no purchase on me, and it didn’t take her long to figure out what was up.  Once her struggles lessened a little, I pulled her back towards the light of the door for a better shot and decided a cheesy line or two was in order.

“Don’t fight, just breathe.  It’s already over, and in moments you’ll be taking a little nap so I can safely take you to my lair and get you ready.  Your new life as my private plaything has already begun, and resistance will only bring you pain.”

To emphasize the point, I grabbed a nipple and twisted hard, causing her to take a deep breath of the foul fumes emanating from the rag, causing her to cough a bit and fight harder again.  She got back into character wonderfully a moment later, with her struggles growing weaker, slower, and somewhat haphazard.

Master Taupe approached with a camera to film a close-up of the end when her arms fell lifeless to her sides, her legs gave out, and her eyes closed for the final time.  I hauled her inside and closed the door in case those theoretical cops decided to make an appearance, then I got to work with the zip ties.  While totally unsuitable for a long scene, they were perfect for the ‘transport’ part of our movie, and within seconds I had her arms and legs immobilized.  I gagged her with the pair of panties I’d worn earlier, along with a few strips of duct tape, and the capture scene was complete.

We’d fade to black or something in editing, but in reality, the door to my secret lair was only five feet away, so Master Taupe didn’t even stop filming.  Getting her down the stairs was a little awkward since she couldn’t break character and help me even a little, and she was heavier than she looked.

I dropped her onto a bare mattress on the floor and looked around tapping my chin, as if unable to decide which of the lovely restraints I wanted to use first.  It wasn’t much of a stretch since it was all new to me, and Master Taupe had spared no expense in stocking the dungeon.

There was a cool canopy bed in the corner with a pillory for the footboard, a cage underneath, and at least a hundred restraint points that sent my imagination into overdrive.  The St. Andrew’s cross was a classic but getting her on it while she was ‘unconscious’ would be too hard, and the restraint chair wouldn’t work for what I had in mind.

The Y-frame table had some interesting potential, and there were always simpler restraints like belts and ropes, but before anything else I had to get her out of her clothes, so I decided to suspend her from her wrists.  I cut the zip tie and replaced it with a pair of leather suspension cuffs, lowered a winch conveniently located right above us, and pulled her up until she was sort of sitting.

I started by changing her gag to a huge red trainer ball gag I could barely get into her mouth and wouldn’t go anywhere even without all the straps.  I used them anyway, of course.  I used safety scissors to cut off her shirt and bra, winched her up the rest of the way, and did the same to her pants and panties.

Once she was completely naked I kicked the mattress out of the way and lowered her down until her feet were back on the floor, although since she hadn’t been told it was time to wake up, her legs weren’t taking any of her weight.  While realistic, I didn’t think it looked sexy enough, so I decided a spreader bar was in order.

Master Taupe gave a thumbs up when he saw what I was doing and came in for some close-ups.  I think he also whispered some instructions while I was fetching the cuffs and three foot bar, since she conveniently woke up just as I finished locking it in place.

I had to admit she was a superb actress, going through groggy confusion, panicky struggles to get free, incoherent demands to be let go, followed by begging and pleading when she saw me pick up a riding crop.  It looked so realistic, it was all I could do to not unzip the crotch of my catsuit and rub out a quick one.

“Welcome to your new home,” I said, tapping the crop against the side of my leg.  “I hope you like it, because you’re going to be staying here for a very, very long time.”

Having said it around a gag myself in the past, I recognized her garbled words as a defiant ‘fuck you’, and responded by striking out with the crop at her left nipple, right nipple, and then straight up between her legs.

“Care to try that again?” I asked in an overly sweet tone of voice.

Her next words sounded like ‘fuck you, you bitch’, so I responded with five rounds of strikes to my three prime targets, stepped behind her and gave her ten good ones to each buttock, and finished with a really good one between her legs from behind.  When I stepped to the front and repeated the question, she glared daggers at me but wisely kept her mouth shut.  Well, not really shut considering the huge ball gag, but you get my drift.

“The only words I want to hear you utter from this point forward are ‘Yes, Mistress’ or ‘Thank you, Mistress’, and I hope for your sake you’re a fast learner.  Actually, that’s a lie; I’m enjoying this immensely, so the longer it takes for you to learn your place, the more fun I’ll have.  Now… would you like ten strikes on your left nipple?”

“O Iss-iss.” She mumbled, shaking her head.

“No is not an approved response, so not only will you get ten on the nipple, you’ll get an additional ten right on the clit to help you learn.  Aren’t I nice?”

When she didn’t respond I said that’s another ten to the clit and repeated the question.  She got it right this time, but kept trying to avoid my painful strikes, so I got to gleefully inform her that making me miss the mark meant I had to start over.  She was able to hold reasonably still the next time, but when I finished I laughingly told her she forgot to thank me, so I had no choice but to double up the number of correctional strokes and start over again.

Her pussy was red and puffy by the time I finished, but there was also a telltale glistening between her lips.  Layla enjoyed a bit of pain with her bondage, and I wouldn’t be surprised if she managed to cum before I finished this scene.  In fact, I was counting on it.

I worked her over on her nipples, the sides of her breasts, ribs, ass, inner thighs, and even pulled her completely off the ground so I could get the soles of her feet, but always returned to the pussy for even the slightest infraction, some of which I’ll admit to making up.  It took longer than expected, but she eventually came, and came so hard she damn near passed out!

“Cumming without permission is not
 allowed,” I snarled.  “Your job is to make me
 cum, not the other way around!  I think it’s time for a new lesson, you dirty little slut!”

I gathered some supplies and lowered her to the ground on her chest so I could pull her arms over her head and tie each wrist cuff to the corresponding ankle in a weird sort of hogtie.  I added a rope noose around her neck but kept a hand between rope and flesh to make sure it wasn’t overly tight, then double knotted it to make sure it wouldn’t tighten any further when I pulled on it.

We didn’t have a throne I could sit on while she worshipped me, so I had to make do with the exam chair.  To be honest, it was fairly comfy, and perfect for the scene I wanted to try.  I stuffed her front and back with her set of buzzing buddies, tied them in place with a tight crotch rope, and started them up in tease mode.

It was a little awkward positioning her on her knees in front of the chair since I had to get in first, but we could edit out the shuffling and false starts if we had to.  I ran the noose rope through a ring in back of one of the stirrups and tied it loosely to the arm so it would be easily accessible, added nipple clamps and tied them off to the arms as well, then removed her gag.

“No speaking, no complaining, no cumming, and no stopping.  Your only purpose from this point forward is to make me cum until I can’t take it anymore, and every failure will mean one hour of serious punishment.  You may begin,” I ordered, reaching down to unzip the crotch of my suit.

I had to pull hard on the noose to get her head away from me to do it, which stretched her nipples out considerably and painfully.  I’d made things a little tighter than intended, but it was too late to stop now.  She got right to work the moment I gave her some slack but getting me off was only half the challenge.

I took a moment to relish the practiced flick of her tongue, but then grabbed my phone and changed the program controlling her toys from ‘tease’, to ‘five minute cum-fest’ to guarantee she’d fail multiple times.  I was actually envious of her, since in order to ensure she had enough punishment time to make a good sequel to the movie, she’d get to cum her brains out while I stayed on the edge until the finale.

It worked beautifully.  The closer I got to climax the more tension I’d put on the noose, and the more she’d have to strain to keep her tongue in range of my slit.  I really couldn’t let her do much or I knew I’d pop in mere seconds, but while her face was quite red, I was being quite careful that she got enough air to keep her going.

Right on time the toys brought her to a spectacular orgasm, causing her to throw her head back and howl.  I idly commented on how she earned a triple punishment since she came, stopped licking, and spoke, but I’m not sure if she heard me or not.  No matter.

She did the same for her next three orgasms as well, so with twelve hours of punishment on board, it was time to have some fun myself.  I stopped pulling on the noose and let her bury her face properly between my legs, and the results were almost instantaneous.

My orgasm hit me so hard and felt so good it literally took my breath away, and it’s entirely possible my face was as red as hers, because I know I forgot to breathe.  My arousal level was so high I hadn’t even fully come down from the first, when her tongue on my clit sent me straight back into the stratosphere and kept me there for an impossibly long time.

I think the only reason I came back down to Earth was because her toys forced another one out of her, and she stopped eating me out while lost in her own pleasure.  I guess that meant fifteen hours for her, and that was going to be it since I was seriously done.  I’d never cum so hard while not in bondage, and it was going to take me time to catch my breath and recover enough to even think about moving.

That’s when Master Taupe intervened.  Approaching from behind, he clamped the white cloth I’d used earlier over my nose and mouth, instantly filling my lungs with those foul fumes.  With how hard I was breathing there was no way I could hold my breath.  As a wave of dizziness wafted through me, I realized Layla wasn’t quite as good of an actress as I gave her credit for; this was real chloroform, and I was quickly falling under its chemical spell!

“You did well in subduing this slave for our pleasure, but being the greedy bastard that I am, I thought having two
 slaves would be much better than one,” he said, just as Layla’s mouth returned to active duty.  “When you awake from your nap, I’m going to enjoy seeing how well you personally know the lessons you’ve been teaching her, and I hope for your sake you’re a fast learner.  Actually, that's’ a lie,” he laughed, using my own line against me.

This wasn’t how it was supposed to go!  I started struggling for real, but was so weak already, and was so distracted by what Layla was doing to my clit, I couldn’t accomplish a damn thing.  I tried to grab the rope and pull her head back so I could achieve a little more clarity, but my fingers were tingling and not wanting to work right, so there was no stopping her.

I tried grabbing the cloth to pull it away, but his grip was firm and I barely had the coordination to find it, let alone do anything about it.  My hand fell limp to my side when he batted it away, and that’s when I knew it was over.  The room wobbled like we were underwater, my whole body felt like it was filled with lead, and each ragged breath I took only made it worse.

A pretty rainbow of color seemed to surround his head when he leaned over mine to film a close-up of my last waking moments, but I could no longer make out any details, nor hear his words through the ringing in my ears.  The last thing I was aware of was an explosion of pleasure erupting from my crotch as Layla brought me to one final orgasm.  Then my eyes rolled up in my head and the darkness consumed me.


Video Shoot Part Two

I awoke gradually, feeling a little hungover, but couldn’t recall having anything to drink last night.  I’m sure it would come to me eventually, but right now I had the more important question of what the hell was going on at this exact moment.

I’d obviously been tied up before going to bed, but while that was nothing unusual, the tightness of my bondage was.  I couldn’t even wiggle my fingers or toes, let alone arms or legs, so what had Master Taupe done?  Let’s solve this puzzle one piece at a time.

The strict foot arch must mean I was wearing my ballet boots, and it felt like my hands had been taped around a hard ball.  I was bent over a waist high padded table that ended just below my breasts, and since I couldn’t close my widely spread legs it meant my feet were obviously tied off to something.  I think it was a wide strap holding me to the table, but on to more important things.

An armbinder was crushing my arms together from elbow on down, and from the ache in my jaw, I was very well gagged… maybe even with one of those expanding bean bags.  I could also taste his cum on my tongue, so I’d been gagged immediately after blowing him.

What else?  It was completely dark, so that meant it was still night time.  No… I could feel the tight embrace of the full discipline hood over my head, so time would remain an unknown factor for now.  I think he used the ring at the top of the hood to support it from above, since I couldn’t lower it.  I also couldn’t raise it, but I believe that was due to my collar being tied off below me.

There was a sort of dull, throbbing pain on my sensitive bits.  Pinching and pulling on my nipples suggested clamps, and a similar sensation on my labia was undoubtedly the same down there.  I’d only ever seen that on videos, not experienced it firsthand, but I’m sure I’m right on that one.

It felt like I had a football stuck inside my ass, but my sphincter wasn’t overly stretched, so that meant a butt plug.  A big one, which I could tell was gonna be a real bitch coming out.  There was nothing in my pussy at the moment, which was unfortunate.  I liked some stimulation with my bondage, and when tied this tight I could cum my brains out all night if given the chance.

Wait a minute… it was starting to come back to me now.  We’d been filming a video and I’d already cum my brains out big time, but right in the middle of the shoot Master Taupe had knocked me out!  Was he making a double feature, with me as the unwitting star of part two?  No wonder he wouldn’t let me see the bloody script!

As if on cue, I felt a finger slide into my pussy and wiggle around a few times, causing me to buck my hips in surprise.  Even that little bit of movement caused my weighted labia clamps to start moving around, sending a quick jolt of pain through my groin with each swing.

“Ah!  I see my latest acquisition is finally awake,” I heard him say, but only in my right ear.  I must still be wearing the ear bud.  “We’re going to have a lot of fun together before it’s time to ship you off to your new owner, or at least I’m
 going to have a lot of fun.  You’re no longer allowed to cum, and disobedience will mean a hard, swift punishment.

“I won’t bother asking if you understand, since I took the liberty of soaking your gag well before stuffing it inside your mouth. By now I’m sure it’s doubled in size.  I also covered it with a panel gag, an extra strap, and a few layers of duct tape before putting the hood on top of it all, so a night of stimulating conversation won’t be on the agenda.  That’s okay; talking isn’t what you do best anyway.”

I felt him lift my hands up, and they only dropped an inch when he let go, so he must’ve had a rope ready and waiting.  It wasn’t as much lift as most strappados he’d put me in, but with the extra tight armbinder it sure felt like it.  I knew what was coming next.  With my ass out, pussy open, and arms out of the way, the only question remaining was which hole he was going to have his fun with.  (The answer was almost assuredly both before the night was over, but which one was first?)

I got my answer when I felt his hand rub up and down my pussy, which was an interesting experience to say the least.  The pleasure from his fingers was somewhat mitigated by the pain from the moving labia clamps, and I sure hoped he took them off before he started pounding away, or I was in for a very long night.

He did, but first he pulled them to the sides to spread my lips wide, plunged in deep, and only then did he pull them off.  It’s a good thing I was gagged so effectively, because that hurt like a motherfucker, and the soundproofing on the dungeon had limits.

The pain didn’t last long, and the glorious feel of his cock inside me quickly made me forget about it, but that raised another problem.  He’d forbidden me to cum, and there was no way I’d be able to sneak one in while he fucked me, since I always clenched my vaginal muscles pretty hard during orgasm.

I could already feel one building deep inside me, and desperately tried to distract myself by concentrating on my various aches and pains.  It worked at first, but then he started rubbing my clit while he fucked me, and my willpower eroded like a sandcastle taking a direct hit from a tsunami.  I held on for maybe a minute at best, but then I lost the battle.

I came hard enough to see fireworks, and Master Taupe stayed deep inside me the entire time, letting me milk his cock with my quivering pussy.  It was something he really loved, and to ensure he got to enjoy it as long as possible, he rubbed my clit double-time until my orgasm finally faded.  Then he stopped and pulled out.

“Disobedience will be enforced by the cane,” he said, moments before I felt a searing line of fire on my ass.  “The number of strokes will double for each infraction, and to take a page out of your own playbook, will add time to your longer term punishment.  Behave!”

He plunged back in and resumed fucking me exactly as before: slow, steady, and with a finger on my clit.  I was in trouble if he kept this up until he came because he had stamina for days, had already cum once tonight, and would get the chance to cool down every time he stopped to punish me.  If he lasted less than an hour I’d be shocked.

He knew exactly how to push my buttons… or rub my button, as the case may be.  It wasn’t long before I came again and earned two strokes from the cane.  It hurt like hell, but at this point the tradeoff was still worth it, since cumming while tightly bound and with his cock inside me was the most glorious thing imaginable.

I’d probably change my mind later once the number of strokes grew higher, but for now I was looking for whatever silver lining I could find.  I needed to, since he brought me to a squirting orgasm barely two minutes later and delivered two of the four strokes to my sensitive inner thighs.  Still worth it.

Lost in a euphoric fog, I lasted much longer before he forced the next one out of me, but two of the eight were delivered to my breasts, which was made worse by the nipple clamps swinging in the aftermath.  My silver lining this time was that I had so many endorphins and the like coursing through my veins, the pain was halfway pleasurable.

That wasn’t quite the case with sixteen, with four strokes on each breast, inner thigh, and buttock.  All things considered I think I handled it well, but there was no way I’d be able to take thirty-two!  No matter how good it felt, I swore there was no way I’d let him make me cum again, and I came within a hair of succeeding.

I only failed because the feel of his cumming inside me caught me off-guard, and his pulsing, shooting cock pushed me over the edge in such an intense explosion of ecstasy, I damn near passed out.  It was one of my best orgasms ever, but was it worth thirty-two strokes from the cane?

Surprisingly, the answer was yes.  Either Master Taupe pulled his blows, or my post-coital bliss countered the pain amazingly well.  Either way, the hardest part of my ordeal was over, and while I still expected a good ass fucking at some point, that point was in the future.

“Well that’s two out of three holes sampled, but I must admit to being disappointed at your disobedience.  I’m afraid it means your rest won’t be quite as comfortable as mine, but maybe it’ll help teach you a lesson.”

I felt something hard and round slide into my pussy, followed by a second and then a third.  I think it was my set of ben-wa balls, but without the ability to move they wouldn’t do much for me.  The labia clamps returned, and a second set as well, all of which were tied together to keep the balls in place.

While it wasn’t what I’d call fun, I knew I could deal with it.  Then he played a trump card.  The plug inside my ass began vibrating, and I was stuffed so fully that I could feel the balls begin to resonate along with it, most notably the third ball which was nestled against my G-spot.

“I’m monitoring your heart rate, blood pressure, and breathing, so don’t think you’ll be able to disobey my orders once I step away.  I’ll be back in an hour or so… don’t go anywhere.”

As far as jokes went, that ‘don’t go anywhere’ line was as worn out as a Tijuana hooker on two for one night, but he still used it all the time.  Even less funny was how well the vibrating butt plug and the ben-wa balls were working on me, and I wouldn’t be surprised if I came just as many times during my ‘break’ as I had while he fucked me.

Then when that ordeal was over, I had a good long buggering to look forward to, and I wouldn’t doubt he’d leave the ben-wa balls inside me while he pounded away, just so he could punish me for more unauthorized orgasms.  God, I wouldn’t be able to sit for a month by the time he was done!

To add insult to injury I was sure he’d enforce all the hours I’d earned for each orgasm, but to be fair, I was going to do the same to Layla for her infractions.  I hoped my hours didn’t exceed hers, but then my next orgasm struck and I knew it wasn’t bloody likely.

The more I thought about it, the more certain I was that tonight’s video shoot was secondary to the build-up of punishment hours for something even bigger.  Master Taupe didn’t need an excuse to tie us up, and we all enjoyed a good session of bondage and sex, but there were limits to what might happen during a regular romp.

In our regular BDSM scenes, if something was too hardcore, we could cry mercy and he’d back off a little.  In a worst case scenario, we could tap out with a safe word.  Under punishment rules there was no tapping out except in cases of genuine physical distress or injury, and aching muscles or a sore ass didn’t count.

I wasn’t sure if it was his plan all along, or if he got the idea once I started piling the hours on Layla, but either way I was in for the biggest challenge of my life.  That says a lot considering how my current predicament was by far the toughest scene I’d ever done, and I was only halfway through it at best!

I was already seven orgasms deep and fighting off my eighth, so how many more hours would I get before the night ended?  “Too many” was the only answer I could come up with.  I just hoped that given the opportunity to play with me for an extended period of time, and no limits in place, that Master Taupe wouldn’t get carried away and do something I just couldn’t handle.  Pushing my limits once in a while was fine, but I had a feeling they weren’t just going to be pushed, they were going to be shattered.


Twenty-Four Hours

When Master Taupe told me how long my punishment was to last, I thought he was joking.  I knew I had cum a lot, but twenty-four times?  Seriously?  I was going to watch the video later and count ‘em up myself, although by the time I got the chance it would all be over.  When our video shoot ended, he didn’t release me from my bondage, only changed the way I was restrained.

I thought he was being generous when he offered to delay my punishment by a week so I could recover.  What he neglected to mention was that I’d not only be wearing a Posey straitjacket the entire time, but I’d also have my toys locked inside me by the steel chastity belt, with the tease and deny program running all day long!

The ballet boots stayed on, usually with a short hobble chain between my ankles, and with how sore my ass was I couldn’t sit for long before having to get up again.  It was a compromise I’d readily agreed to in order to avoid the zillion cane strokes I’d earned during the shoot, but that didn’t mean I was getting off easy.

I had to work the floor twelve hours a day, and every moment of it was a blur thanks to my extreme sexual arousal and frustration, but I was apparently making tons of sales thanks to the sheer eroticism of my situation.  We had to order more straitjackets after the second day, chastity belts on the third, and John would be crafting ballet boots for a full month to catch up on the backorders!

If I got a break it was usually so he could put me in the pillory on display in the front window, or on my knees so I could blow him, neither of which was very restful.  I didn’t even get much sleep in bed, since he took to waking me up in the middle of the night with the tease program so I could give him a long, slow blowjob.  No matter how tired I felt, my arousal made it impossible to get back to sleep for ages after that, and the deprivation was taking its toll.

It felt like he was testing me, pushing to see if I’d reach my limit and say enough was enough.  I’ll admit I was tempted… several times a day to be honest, but there was no way in hell I was going to give him the satisfaction of breaking me.  This wasn’t a game I’d chosen to play, but I was damn well going to see it through to the end.

A long term bondage scenario was actually one of my bucket list fantasies, although when I imagined the scene, I pictured it with a spectacular daily fuck that had me cumming my brains out.  I could deal with not showering for a week, despite how embarrassing it was to deal with people stinking of sweat and the musk of my constant arousal.  Having all of my bathroom needs taken care of by my Master was even more humiliating, and I imagine it was no picnic from his end either, but all that would’ve been fine if I’d just been allowed to cum.

I had absolutely zero control over my own situation, but perhaps following the theory that misery loves company, he allowed me to dictate how Layla spent her week.  Needless to say, I had no inclination to go easy on her, so she suffered under the same tease and deny program as I did, and was bound twenty-four/seven as well, albeit in a wider variety of bondage positions.

If I was to be honest with myself, I’ll admit to being a teensy little bit harder on her than I should’ve, but she laughed at me that first day when Master Taupe announced how I’d be spending my week.  She stopped laughing the instant she found out she’d be in the same boat as me, because while she loved the week-long bondage aspect, she’d rather have her ass caned bloody than deal with the tease program.

For the most part I kept her bound on display in the window, modeling the stocks, pillory, or a modern, lightweight version of the St. Andrew’s cross.  She spent her breaks strapped into a restraint chair and her nights bound to the table I’d woken up on during our video shoot, but all that would’ve been too simple if I didn’t add in as many accessories as I could.

For starters, I kept her gagged all the time, rotating through every one we had whenever we changed her position.  Ballet boots and a corset were a constant, and a posture collar whenever possible, plus arm restraints that put her fabled flexibility to the test.  Well, the box tie pouch wasn’t too bad, nor the simple upper arm cuffs, but she spent most of her time in either that ultra-tight armbinder, or a reverse prayer harness.

Even in Vegas we couldn’t have her bare tits on display in the window, but before we covered them up, I liked to add a little breast bondage to the mix.  Strong little elastics around her nipples made them protrude so sexily, and bigger elastics or a strap around the base of her breasts helped keep them in shape no matter how tight her outfit.

For the rest of her accessories, Janice and I sort of made a game out of it.  Whenever we had a customer who wasn’t too shy about asking for help or advice, we used Layla to demonstrate the products he or she was interested in, and then ‘accidentally’ left them in place afterwards.

Combined with Master Taupe’s creative rigging ability, it made for some interesting positions.  My favorite was when she had her hands and neck in a pillory, and the position was too awkward for the five foot spreader bar we wanted to demo, so he turned it into a sort of suspended spread hogtie.  As hard as her back was bent, we couldn’t keep her like that for long, but it was an awe-inspiring sight while it lasted.

The game was fun, but it backfired on me a few times.  When Layla was in a position that was too elaborate to let her out of for a demo, Master Taupe wasn’t shy about volunteering me for the task.  The toughest one was the treadmill with a restraint frame to keep the subject from falling or stepping off the belt, and he kept me on it for hours, shuffling endlessly on and on in my hobbled ballet boots.

As a side note, the straitjacket and chastity belt actually worked to my advantage for once, since the machine had a built in e-stim system to provide motivational shocks to a butt plug, nipple clamps, and other sensitive spots, but those went unused.  We actually sold the treadmill that day and my balance was much improved afterwards, so I guess it was worth it in the end.  Just don’t try telling that to my poor feet!

As the day of reckoning approached I should’ve been nervous, but instead I was A) excited to find out what his big plan entailed, and B) too horny to give a shit what it entailed, as long as involved his cock in my twat for a large part of my twenty-four hour ordeal.  I had a week’s worth of lost orgasms to catch up on and wanted to make up for each and every one of them.

My nerves began to kick in as the starting time grew near, since a few familiar faces arrived in the store, meaning it wasn’t going to be just the three of us in our private dungeon tonight.  Felicity and John were first, followed by one of our latex reps… can’t think of her name at the moment… and lastly a few people I didn’t know.  All seven went down to the dungeon, though, and they took a lot of boxes with them.

I didn’t get the chance to fret for long, since Master Taupe jumped the gun and put an inflatable gag in my mouth a full hour before I had thought we’d be starting.  I expected to feel the crushing embrace of the discipline hood when he put the hard breathing tube inserts in my nostrils and ear buds in my ears, but if anything, the latex thing he slid over my head felt a little loose.

Then I figured out what it was as I felt the pressure increase; it was an inflatable hood, and he was pumping it up hard!  It completely redefined the term ‘crushing embrace’ for me, making our regular discipline hood feel like a paper party mask in comparison, and he wasn’t even done yet!

I began to panic and struggle, but then through the pounding in my ears I heard the question ‘can you breathe okay?’ and nodded in acknowledgement.  The pressure was intense and I couldn’t get a lot of air through those narrow tubes, but he was still looking out for me, and knowing it helped calm me down.

Getting down the stairs to the dungeon was tricky, but he held tightly onto the back of my straitjacket to make sure I didn’t take a tumble, and we made it without incident.  I had the silly thought that he could’ve just let me fall, since I’d probably bounce down the stairs like a basketball!

He removed the straitjacket once we were down and off to the left somewhere, although with my hands still trapped in the bondage mittens, I wouldn’t exactly call myself free.  Each mitten was locked to something… a spreader bar I think, and then pulled above me until I was just a shade short of hanging by them.

When my boots came off, I could barely touch the ground with my big toes, and that little amount of contact was gone a minute later after the application of another spreader bar between my ankles.  Just as he was unlocking my chastity belt, I caught a whiff of soap or shampoo, and realized I was hanging in the shower stall.

While I was itching to get clean, it occurred to me I was about to be completely naked in a room full of strangers, soaped and scrubbed by God only knows who.  As if this wasn’t embarrassing enough already, as soon as the steel band between my legs was removed, the toy in my sopping wet pussy fell out, and my ear buds were turned on just long enough for me to hear their laughter.

Going from bad to worse seemed to be the theme of the night.  While I wasn’t surprised to feel my anal toy being pulled out next, it caught me off-guard when it was immediately replaced with what could only be an enema tube.  This was going to be a full cleaning inside and out!

Sure enough, I felt the double bladder inflate to seal the deal, so to speak, followed by a flow of warm water that began to slowly fill me up.  A blast of not so warm water hit me in the chest a moment later, changing my focus in an instant, and drawing a loud shriek out of me that most likely went unheard considering how well the gag and hood combo muffled all sound.

He wet me down from neck to toe, spun me around to do the same on my back side, and just as the water reached a comfortable temperature, he changed the spray from a blast to more of a mist.  I felt my feet touch the ground at the same time a soapy sponge began making circles between my shoulder blades and I began to relax a little.

I’d imagined a dozen hands all scrubbing me down at the same time as a prelude to a big bondage gangbang with the whole lot of ‘em, but so far it was just Master Taupe.   At least I assume it was him since this wasn’t the first time he’d bathed me in bondage, and it sorta felt the same, but I wouldn’t know for sure until I could watch the video.

He massaged as well as washed, loosening muscles grown tight over the past week, and relaxing me enough that I could almost forget this was all being done in front of everyone.  Almost, but not quite; I couldn’t feel their hands on me, but I swear I could feel their eyes.

I could also feel the pressure from the enema growing increasingly uncomfortable and was cramping up something fierce by the time he released it.  My relief was short lived, however, since I’d barely finished expelling the first enema when he began filling me with a second.  I hoped the double enema didn’t mean this was going to be a night of pure anal, since he was now rubbing my pussy with the soapy sponge, rapidly driving my faded arousal back towards the redline.

Naturally he moved on before I actually crossed the line.  It would’ve been nice, but I didn’t expect to get off that easy after being teased so hard all damn week.  By my reckoning there was supposed to be a couple hours left before we began, and I imagined this was more in the line of preliminary preparations… it wasn’t the main event, but more like the kind of stuff that winds up as bonus footage on a DVD.

Once I was squeaky clean inside and out, he strapped me into the exam chair and deflated both the hood and the gag.  While part of me wanted to give him a piece of my mind, and another part wanted to ask about a hundred questions, I knew better than to provoke him going into a marathon bondage session with no limits.  I knew the rules and didn’t want to make things worse for myself.

Once the hood was off and my eyes got used to the light, I was surprised to see the smiling face of Madam Maxine standing above me.  I ventured a weak smile, hoping she wasn’t mad at me after the outcome of our bondage casino game, otherwise I was more screwed than I thought.

She didn’t seem
 to be holding a grudge, although if she had any payback in mind it probably wouldn’t materialize until later.  Instead of torments, she washed my hair and did my makeup!  Mind you, when she was done, she jammed an absolutely massive white ball gag in my mouth, and buckled the strap as tight as she could get it, so I couldn’t say she was sympathetic to my situation either.

Left alone for now, I got my first chance to get a look around at the crowded dungeon.  John, Felicity, Lady Latex, and Maxine all had a table each of their wares laid out and ready to go, those four strangers looked like they were cameramen, and Layla was being led to the shower wearing the inflatable hood I’d worn earlier.

I felt a little better knowing everyone here had a purpose, but it was still more people than I was comfortable with.  It was a silly attitude since this was going to wind up on the internet where thousands of people would watch and most likely jerk off over me, but that wasn’t the same as having live eyes in the room.

I was left in the chair for maybe thirty minutes or so, and only Felicity paid me any attention.  She made a mold of my pussy for a ‘special surprise’ she promised I’d like, but didn’t give up any details, and then Madame Maxine took over for my first shoot.

She specialized in prison restraints, but I seriously doubt these particular items were ever used in a real prison.  The first was a set of handcuffs with a regular cuff that went around my wrists, and a larger end that went around the base of each breast.  She actually cuffed my hands to my tits, and the breast cuffs were tight enough there was no way I could ever pull them off!

Elbow cuffs were next, and the connecting chain was short enough that it added a fair amount of pressure to the breast bondage, and she was just getting warmed up.  The heavy collar with plenty of D-rings wasn’t too bad on its own, but she used two of the rings for thumb cuffs, as if I wasn’t already helpless enough.

With my upper body immobilized to her satisfaction, she finished releasing me from the chair and moved me out of the way so Layla could take a seat.  A chain from the ceiling was locked to the collar, thankfully with enough slack that it didn’t feel like it was choking me, and it might even have been so I didn’t fall over while she applied the next two restraints.

It was a matching set of steel hooks, each with a large chrome ball at the end.  The first went up my ass none too gently and was connected to the elbow cuff chain with absolutely no slack.  The second one connected my pussy to the front of my collar to stop me from arching backwards to relieve the pressure of the ass hook, but she didn’t seem satisfied with the result.

Then she smiled as inspiration struck and stepped away to fetch four clover clamps and a length of thin chain.  One went on my nipple and one on my labia, and after measuring the distance between them, she cut and attached a chain to connect the pair, then repeated the process for the other side.  She finished the job with cuffs around my thighs, knees, and ankles, and had a cameraman take plenty of close-ups while she explained each piece in detail, including a final set of surprises.

“Some prisoners are recalcitrant and need strong motivation before they behave,” she explained, stepping behind me.  “While others are cooperative and should be rewarded for their obedience.  This combination of restraints allows for both.”

Without warning, I felt the hook in my ass light up with a powerful burst of electricity, causing me to thrash in my bonds uncontrollably until it stopped around ten seconds later.  Just that one jolt was enough to convince me I’d be a good, obedient girl for her, but she hit me again anyway so the cameraman could take a close-up of my face while I was being zapped.

“That’s the ‘stick’ part of our carrot and stick control system, and it’s been proven to be highly effective.  The ‘carrot’ part is equally effective in its own way, as you’ll soon see.”

The so-called carrot was an orange tube about a foot long, with a clamp on each end that attached it to the pussy hook.  Like I’d expected, it was a vibrator, but what I hadn’t counted on was how powerful it was.  I could feel the ball in my pussy vibrating like mad against my G-spot, and suspected it was actually a ben-wa ball, and the way the bar was mashed against my clit meant the vibrations were hitting it with full intensity.

After a week of being mercilessly teased and denied, it took no time at all before my orgasm hit me like a runaway freight train and pulsed through my body every bit as strong as the electricity had a minute ago.  It was so intense it was almost painful, but I was in a place beyond pain at the moment… even the pull on my nipples and labia didn’t hurt while in the throes of my full body orgasm.

When my incredible orgasm finally started to fade, she turned the vibrator off and quickly grabbed me around the waist, since my legs didn’t want to support me anymore.  With help from John I was lowered to the floor on my back, but not released; Madam Maxine had one more demonstration to film before her turn was over.

“Sometimes an apparent model prisoner is just biding her time and waiting for a chance to escape.  To mitigate the risk, I suggest using the carrot to make her docile before removing or changing her restraints.  Twenty minutes is all it usually takes, but just to be safe, let’s shoot for thirty.”

Without further ado she turned the carrot back on, blew me a kiss, and went to attend to Layla.  As my next orgasm began to build, I had the thought that I’d be closer to comatose than docile after thirty minutes of this, and this was just the first of the many scenarios I’d be put in over the next twenty-four hours.  Then my next orgasm hit and I pretty much stopped thinking from that point on.

***

I was docile alright.  By the time my brain was once again capable of complicated, higher thought… like remembering my name… I was already re-bound in one of John’s complicated harnesses.  My arms were locked behind me in a reverse prayer, my legs in a frog tie, and a body harness was holding me up off the ground.

A posture collar prevented me from looking around, and a ring gag from speaking, but overall, my bondage was reasonably comfortable.  Comparatively speaking, that is.  There was nothing up my ass, no clamps on my nipples, and John hadn’t even put me in ballet boots like usual.  It was minimalistic for him, yet still completely inescapable.  It also left me fully exposed and vulnerable.

Master Taupe adjusted the harness slightly, tilting me back until my head was level with his crotch and plunging his half hard cock straight in.  As his erection grew, I realized the posture collar was holding my head at the perfect angle for taking his cock straight into my throat and had to quickly adjust my breathing to allow for the intrusion.

The suspension harness acted like a sex swing, so rather than bucking his hips against my face, he simply pushed me away slightly and let the return swing do the work for him.  If he did nothing, the default position was balls deep in my mouth, making it quite the challenge for me, but after a few minutes he took a step back and let me catch my breath.

He readjusted the harness until I was sitting more upright and walked around between my legs.  I didn’t mind blowing him, but I was of the opinion a hard cock was a terrible thing to waste and would’ve spread my legs wider for him if I could.  Not that I needed to… this rig held ‘em plenty wide already.

He slid inside me with almost no resistance, and this time he used his hips to plunge hard and make me swing away, only to return a moment later so each thrust was like two.  Hard then easy, hard then easy… it was a pretty sweet technique, and I hoped this harness became a permanent fixture in our dungeon, because this was awesome.

As good as it felt, Madame Maxine and her atomic carrot had taken so much out of me I didn’t think I’d cum, but Master Taupe had his own thoughts on the matter.  As he got close to finishing he began rubbing my clit, and that extra stimulation was all it took; I came just as he began filling me with his seed, and as powerful as my earlier orgasms were, nothing beats a shared one.

He adjusted the harness once again so I was more forward than upright and could see the room better.  That was the main drawback to wearing a posture collar: our ceiling wasn’t very interesting to look at, and there was a lot going on I’d been missing.

Madame Maxine hadn’t been idle after finishing with me, and had put Layla into some sort of transport chair and was pushing her around the room.  Solid steel bands encircled her limbs, neck, torso, and even forehead, immobilizing her so completely that I didn’t realize I was watching her mid-orgasm until she was turned so I could see the carrot from hell jutting out at an angle between her legs.

She seemed pretty docile to me already, but Madame Maxine kept doing laps around the room for what seemed like ages, getting lots of footage and making extra sure.  It sure hadn’t felt like it at the time, but apparently I’d gotten off easy with her, and with John as well.

While I got to quite literally hang around and rest in his cool sex swing harness, Layla was being outfitted with ponygirl tack!  I doubt the girl even knew which way was up right now, and they were going to make her prance around in hooves every bit as severe as ballet boots?  I felt a twinge of sympathy for her, while at the same time thought better her than me.

Hoof boots, body harness, armbinder, bridle, bit, bells clamped on her nipples, butt plug tail… she got the whole kit, and a little extra as well.  Knowing she was unlikely to be able to stand on her own yet, they gave her an assist with ropes from above to her harness, and with a dildo stand bolted to the floor between her legs.  She’d be able to walk in place, but that was it.

With Layla taken care of, their attention turned back towards me.  My break was over, and this time it was Loni… that was her name… who approached with an armful of latex gear.  Freeing only one leg from the harness, she kept it folded back with a heavy, tight latex pouch. Once it was secured, she did the other.

I was lowered to my knees, and once my arms were freed from the reverse prayer, each was put into a similar pouch.  The posture collar and gag were removed but talking wasn’t going to be an option since she immediately locked a sound activated shock collar around my neck.  A heavy rubber dog head hood was next, followed by a tight corset that covered me from neck to hips, but with holes for my breasts to jut out. Finally, a fat butt plug tail.  To state the obvious, it was a pet girl suit.

After lowering me onto my elbows, she clipped a leash to my collar and began leading me around the room.  It was an awkward way to travel, but there was plenty of padding on my elbows and knees, so it was just a matter of learning the moves, and I was getting plenty of motivation via a rubber whip she wielded with relish.

She mostly struck my ass, but occasionally aimed for my tits or between my legs, and the first time that happened I forgot myself and swore, activating the collar so I got a double whammy.  I vowed she wasn’t going to get me like that again, but it wasn’t easy.

Once I mastered walking, she took off the leash and played fetch using a big rubber dildo that I could barely pick up with just my mouth, and if I took too long to return it to her I got another taste of the whip.  When I managed to make it back in time, she’d fuck me with it a few times as a reward before tossing it across the room again.  Being wet and slippery with my own juices didn’t make it any easier to pick up and carry, but I learned fast.

I also had to learn the other typical dog tricks and commands, like sit, stay, come, lie down, roll over, and beg.  She had the most fun with beg, since she held a magic wand on my pussy, and what I had to beg for was an orgasm.  After that she made me eat and drink out of dog bowls, but while it was messy and undignified, at least she didn’t feed me dog food.  (It was a delicious shrimp Alfredo and I ate the whole thing.)

My final task was to walk in circles around Layla, making it a dog and pony show for their amusement, and once they got bored of that I was gagged with a bit gag shaped like a rubber dog bone, and locked in a small cage for a bit of a break.  Layla was finally given a break as well, although once again it seems she drew the short straw.

“Inflatable” was the theme of her latex display, starting with the gag and hood from earlier, followed by inflatable dildos for her pussy and ass, which were then held in place by the crotch strap of an inflatable straitjacket.  I thought the inflatable sleep sack would’ve finished the job, but then they put her in a vac bed.  Talk about overkill!

They left a camera on each of us, although I’m sure the footage was boring and wasted since neither of could really do anything.  They stayed busy by modeling the more prosaic items like non-restraint clothing, and simple accessories like shoes and gloves.  I was actually getting bored and almost fell asleep by the time they let me out of my cage for my next scene.  I was quite eager for a change.

Loni put the leash back on my collar and led me over to the shower stall, where she expected me to empty my bladder in full view of everyone, including one of the cameramen who followed for a close-up.  My bladder had been a growing concern, and I had a feeling it was now or never, so I eventually let loose with a trickle, then a stream that went on and on.  Talk about humiliating!

After a perfunctory cleaning she took me back to the middle of the room and fed my leash through a ring embedded in the floor, pulling on it until my head was held tight to the floor and I was forced to look sideways.  Hands grabbed me by the hips and lifted me up enough to put a low stool or something under my knees, leaving me face down and ass up at the perfect height for… yup.

Just as my tail plug was pulled out, I felt a dollop of lube hit my ass crack.  Two fingers smeared it around and in my ass.  I knew this had been coming from the moment I was given such a big enema, I just found it ironic he was gonna do me like this while I was dressed in the dog suit.  Doggy style for real!

As I felt the tip of a cock press against my rosebud, I wondered if it was Master Taupe back there, or if he was letting one of the others have a go with me.  This could easily turn into a big bondage gangbang considering the number of cocks in the room, and it was
 a no limit session.

When the head popped past my sphincter and began filling me up, I was pretty sure it was Master Taupe based on the size, feel, and the way he paused to slap my right ass cheek twice before getting down to business.  While I was glad this wasn’t an anal free for all… probably… it still meant I was in for a good long ass fucking in a rather awkward position.

A few minutes in Loni lay down beside me with a pair of small suction cups, placed one on my right nipple and slowly pumped out the air until it felt like she’d sucked half my tit into the thing.  She did the same to my left nipple as soon as she was done with the first, gave each a couple of tugs to make sure they wouldn’t fall off, and then called for a cameraman to film my face and tits.

I swear I could feel my heartbeat throbbing through my engorged nipples, and the slight shaking of the tubes as I was being pounded from behind wasn’t helping matters.  It was quite the distraction, yet despite it all I found myself getting turned on something fierce.  I really hoped I could cum when he did like last time, although that wasn’t likely to happen unless he switched to my pussy, or at least started playing with it a bit.

I needn’t have worried; Master Taupe never made my life easy, but he did
 take care of me, and sometimes it seemed he knew my body even better than I did.  He pulled out, spread my lips, and slid all the way to the hilt inside my pussy.  Then he also slid back inside my ass and I was momentarily confused.

My thought of ‘what the…’ was interrupted by the cock in my pussy coming to life with powerful vibrations, and as it was pushed in a little deeper, I felt equally powerful vibes centered directly on my clit.  Now I knew why Felicity had made that mold earlier… it was so she could build me a new toy custom designed for the exact shape of my pussy!

I thought my old buzzing buddy was good, but this new one was absolutely perfect.  I started cumming in no time at all, and barely stopped for a good five minutes!  When Master Taupe shot his load deep in my ass and pulled out, he held the toy inside me for one final big one, then shut it off and took it away.  Holy shit, that was intense!  He had to hold me up by the hips for a minute or two until I could support myself again, and then came alongside and squatted by my head.

“You look a little tired,” he said, sounding sympathetic, and freeing my leash from the floor.  “Would you like to spend an hour or two in a chair?”

If I was a little more with it I might’ve recognized his question for the trap it was, but as it was I gratefully nodded yes.  He picked me up from behind and carried me over to a tall chair, but actually letting me sit in it wasn’t his intention.  With help from Loni and Felicity, my frog tied legs were lowered into two pouches at the front, my neck guided into a cutout at the front of the seat, and then a second piece of the seat went behind my neck and clamped in place.

It was basically a chair shaped pillory, and quite a clever design.  When they removed each pouch from my arms, I found out the hard way there were holes at the back of the chair to hold my wrists, and unfortunately, I also found out why they’d used those suction cups on my nipples.

As engorged as they were, it was easy for them to tie a string to each one and pull them taut, fastening the other end to the chair somewhere.  It’s a good thing I still had the rubber bone gag in my mouth, because I really had to bite down hard to keep from screaming my head off.  It took a minute before the pain settled to a tolerable level, and while they still throbbed something fierce, I could handle it as long as I held still.

I wasn’t stupid, and while I’d never seen this chair before, there was only one reason I’d be locked into it with my head facing the seat.  The only unknown was who’d be sitting down in front of me, and that was answered a moment later when Loni climbed aboard and removed my gag.

She scooted her bare pussy forward until it was pressed against my mouth, and even though I immediately stuck my tongue out, she used that rubber whip of hers to provide some additional motivation.  Serious motivation, as it turned out, since after a pair of simple blows to each buttock, the next went between my legs and struck me right where I lived.

To be fair, it wasn’t an exceptionally hard blow, but it still hurt and caught me off-guard, causing me to jump and pull on my nipples, which actually hurt more.  It was predicament bondage at its finest, and I would’ve been impressed at how clever it was if it was Layla in my place and me sitting in the chair.  I vowed to not let her make me jump again, but that was easier said than done.

Every time I thought she’d fallen into a pattern like left, right, middle, she’d change it up and hit my pussy two or three times in a row, or occasionally hit harder to guarantee a jump.  She also wasn’t in a hurry to get off, and several times she slid out of range of my tongue to cool down a tad.

During those times I tried to figure out what was going on behind me with Layla, but other than hearing what sounded like a good old fashioned flogging, the specifics would have to wait until I could watch the video later on.  Eventually Loni got tired of riding the edge and mashed her pussy hard against my mouth so I could finish her off, almost smothering me in the process.

I thought this scene was done when she climbed out with an assist from John, and they freed my nipples, but then I felt lube being applied to my ass and knew we were just getting started.  The toy shoved up my ass was larger than my usual one, and in fact I found out it was a molded replica of Master Taupe’s cock, just like the one that filled my pussy a moment later.

A crotch rope was used to hold them in place, and while that was being snugged up, Felicity took a seat in front of me.  She asked for her phone, and a moment later I felt both toys begin to vibrate gently, causing me to moan in delight.  This was much better than Loni’s method of motivation.

The sweet smell of her arousal was evident even before she scooted up close, and as soon as she did, I went at it with gusto as a way of saying thanks.  I concentrated on her clit, licking, sucking, and even nibbling on it, bringing her to an explosive climax in record time.  I kept going until I sensed her coming down, and then tilted my head back the fraction I could and smiled up at her.  A second later it felt like I was stung by a swarm of bees inside my pussy, on my clit, and in my ass.

“That was divine, dear, but who told you to stop,” she asked when the shocks ended.  “As you just found out, your new ‘best friends’ have a few features your old ones didn’t, and that was just a friendly warning.  Stop again without permission, and I’ll lock in a punishment program for the remainder of your time in the worship chair.  In fact, I think I’ll give you a sample of what you can expect to make sure you toe the line from here on out.”

She tapped on her phone a few times, and I braced myself for even more powerful shocks, but instead I felt the strength of the vibrations increase.  She must’ve hit the wrong button or something, because instead of shocking the hell out of me, this setting was going to make me cum my brains out!

Nope.  Just before I reached the peak the vibrations stopped and the shocks began, ending my impending orgasm before it began, killing my ardor like I’d been doused with a bucket of cold water.

“This is the advanced version of ‘tease and deny’, and I can tell you from personal experience it makes version one-point-oh seem like a walk in the park.  Now, shall we try this again?”

I attacked her clit like my life depended on it.  Even when she began squirting like a broken water main I didn’t slow down in the least.  It filled my mouth, went up my nose, and some spray even went up and got me in the eyes, which stung like a bitch, let me tell you.  I felt half drowned, but I didn’t stop.

Her next orgasm was even bigger, and she clamped her legs down on my head like a vice while she came, so I was being smothered and drowned at the same time.  I had no choice but to stop so she could come down out of orbit and remember I needed to breathe once in a while, and was a hair away from biting her clit for real when she relaxed her legs and I was finally able to draw a ragged breath.

“Oops, my bad,” she giggled.  “It’s a shame to have to do this to you after such a wonderful time, and I’ll admit it was partially my fault, but rules are rules.”

She reactivated the vibrators and let Madame Maxine take her place in the chair but didn’t slide into range of my tongue until my bondage was rearranged to her satisfaction.  My arms were released and pulled behind me, then encircled with wide steel bands at wrist, below the elbow, and just above them.

I could hear clicking that corresponded to increased pressure forcing my arms together, so it seemed it was some sort of steel armbinder that used something like handcuffs instead of straps.  It didn’t pull my arms as close together as some of the other armbinders I was used to but being one solid piece made it feel every bit as severe.

She slid forward just as the shocks activated to deny me my next orgasm, muffling my shriek from the pain and the frustration at not being allowed to cum when I’d been right
 there.  This was so totally unfair, and I knew the only way I could make it end was to satisfy Madame Maxine, so that’s just what I set out to do.

Unfortunately, she wasn’t content to let me do my own thing, and gave very specific instructions on what I was allowed to do, enforced by an unknown party behind me with a riding crop who struck at the twitch of her finger.  Not having the capability of telling time right now, I could only measure its passage by the number of failed orgasms I had.

For three of them, all I was allowed to do was lick up her slit and give the clit a flick with the tip of my tongue at the end, exactly one time per second.  No more, no less, or I felt the bite of the crop on my ass.  For three more I was required to slowly circle her clit with my tongue, again at only one rotation per second, which didn’t seem to bring her any closer to orgasm, although her moans of pleasure were definitely getting louder as I went along.

Next, I had to lick her clit up, down, left, right at the same measured pace for another couple, and figured she had to be getting close by now.  I hoped so at least, since all this exact, deliberate motion was wearing out my tongue.  If she didn’t cum soon, I might not be physically able to finish her off.  Considering what happened when I paused for only a few moments with Felicity, a full stop would be a disaster of epic proportions.

She had me go back to the vertical lick and flick for another couple, but then ordered me to make her cum.  I sucked her clit hard into my mouth and licked as fast as I could, wanting to end this now so I could get those cursed toys shut off and have a real break.  I got my wish.  Only seconds after I started my concentrated assault on her clit, she came with a scream loud enough to wake the dead.

She came for an impressively long time, since I kept licking as fast as humanly possible, not wanting to give her an excuse to keep the punishment program running now that I’d finished running the gauntlet.  Or had I?  She could easily make me start over for a second round, but nope; she called for help to get out of the chair, and I breathed a sigh of relief.  Before she could release me, however, Master Taupe intervened.

“Hey Janice, I need to talk to you a moment.”

“What’s up, Sir?”

“I hate to disappoint you, but I was running the numbers earlier, and with all the extra expenditures we’ve had this month, I can’t afford to pay you a bonus like we were planning to do.  To help make up for it, I can offer some alternative compensation if you like.”

No… he wasn’t going to do what I thought he was, was he?

“I understand and want to make this place succeed just as much as you do.  Plus, all this action had me seriously considering slipping away to rub a quick one out in the bathroom, so right now some alternate compensation sounds perfect.”

“Take as much of a ‘bonus’ as you like,” he chuckled, giving her a hand up.  “We’re about to finish the night with an epic two hour long bondage gangbang with Layla, so no need to rush.  Here… take this as well for a little extra fun.”

“Thank you, Sir.  I aim to last the entire two hours if at all possible, and this’ll help keep ‘er in line,” she said, wiggling forward.  “Now as for you, I want you to stick your tongue in deep, and simply lick up all the way up and down, making sure you hit my clit.  I’ll set the tempo with this and use it to let you know if I want you to go faster or slower.”

Master Taupe had given her Loni’s rubber whip, and while my most sensitive target was protected by my toys, they were still operating on the shocking tease and deny program, and adding a two hour long ass whipping to the mix was gonna majorly suck.  It seemed an impossible challenge, but regardless, as soon as I felt the first sting of the whip, I stuck my tongue into her pussy and began.

“So how come we’re ending early, Sir?  You didn’t do any of your cool rigging demos, half the furniture went unused, and we only got to try out a fraction of the merchandise we sell.”

“Well, when Larry wanted to reschedule for next week, and Frank the week after that, I decided to split things up.  Candice and Layla owe us one full day of no limit bondage, but I never said it had to be twenty-four straight hours.  Since breaks don’t count towards the total, I estimate they’ve only served six hours so far, and if the average holds steady, we’ll be filming every weekend for the next three weeks.”

“Ah, that explains why you had me leave to clean the straitjacket and stuff.”

“Exactly.  As soon as we’re done here you can help put Candice back in her straitjacket, chastity belt, and ballet boots until next week’s shoot.  She always said she wanted to do a long-term bondage scene, and if you think about it, one week isn’t really all that long.  I thought a month would fit the bill much better, and I have a few other bucket list checkmarks in store for her as well.  For example…”

I missed hearing the example as yet another denied orgasm overwhelmed me, and then Janice clamped her thighs around my head which made it too hard to hear.  It was probably for the best, since knowing what was coming would just make me fret.  Besides… anticipation and surprise would only make it better in the end.

I’d only told him the tamest of my bucket list bondage dreams, so unless he happened to find my secret diary, there wasn’t anything he could do that I couldn’t handle.  Mind you, living with this new tease and deny program six days a week was going to be anything but easy, but Master Taupe always made my suffering worth it in the end.  He believed in balance, and so did I.

I’d have to find out what was on Layla’s bondage bucket list, and if possible, Janice’s too.  She wasn’t nearly as kinky or hardcore as we were, but her participation tonight meant she was ready to play, and the scales needed to be kept in balance.  I had no idea what the following weeks and months would hold, but one thing was certain.

It wouldn’t be boring.
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The Bondage Medical Group Series

Volume 1: The Dentist’s Oral Exam

Volume 2: The Brat’s Kinky Exam (with L.L. Chance)

Volume 3: The Doctor’s Dungeon

Volume 4: The Nurse’s BDSM Retreat

Volume 5: Institutionalized By the Master

The Bondage University Series

Volume 1: The Submissive Sorority Girl

Volume 2: The Kinky Frat Party

Volume 3: The Taboo Teacher

Volume 4: Cheers and Cuffs

Volume 5: College Brats in Bondage

Valentine Special: My Chained Valentine (with L.L. Chance)

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 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

Volume 31: The Laste Chance Bondage Inc. Halloween Extravaganza

Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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