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Overstretched at the Gym

“Yes, of course it fucking hurts, what do you think?” I said, pain and anger overcoming good manners.

“I think anyone stupid enough to try and do a triple flip on the trampoline and land in the splits deserves what she gets,” Linda said, laughing at me with her eyes.

“Cut the crap and help me already.  I’m fucking bleeding and need to see a doctor.”

“I’ve heard of this before and know exactly what happened.  You simply landed hard enough and split your legs wide enough that you split your hymen when you landed.  In other words, you just popped your cherry on a trampoline!  So tell me… was it good for you too?”

“You think this is funny?”

“Damn right I do,” I heard her snicker.

I felt like decking her, but knew she was right.  My competitive nature had gotten the best of me, and I couldn’t resist trying something spectacular for the finale of my routine.  I’m sure it looked spectacular, but wow, did it ever fucking hurt.  I’d consider myself lucky if I wasn’t walking bow-legged for a month after that landing.

After teasing me for what seemed like forever, she finally relented and drove me to the clinic.  There wasn’t much they could do for me, other than setting me up for an OBGYN appointment with a specialist for later in the evening.

I popped the two Tylenol they gave me and made Linda drive me to their office early, just so I wouldn’t have to let anyone else know about my embarrassing little accident.  After spending twenty minutes making sure she’d keep it a secret, I sent her on her way, telling her I’d take a cab home when I was done.

I had a tough time sitting still in the waiting room with my strained muscles throbbing and twitching almost non-stop, but there was nothing I could do about it.  The bastards also made me wait forever, which did nothing to improve my already rotten mood.

I was fully ready to start climbing the walls when the fat cow of a receptionist finally called my name and directed me to the examination room.  The room felt ice cold and I considered complaining once more, but said screw it; I needed to get this over with and didn’t want to give them an excuse to delay things even more.

I got out of my clothes and into the crappy exam gown, being extra careful about not stretching my abused muscles any more than they already were, and gingerly sat on the edge of the cold chair.  I was shivering in the frigid room and my nipples were rock hard from the cold; I wished the doc would hurry up already so I could go home and soak in a nice hot bath.

“Can we move this along already?” I said, the second he walked in the room.

“Good evening to you too,” he replied.

A bit of self-preservation intruded on my consciousness; never piss off the doc who still had to examine you.

“Sorry,” I said.  “I’m just grumpy and want to get this over with.”

“That’s fine, Miss Compton.  I’m Dr. Fenwick, and if it makes you feel any better, I don’t want to be here this late either.  I had plans that I had to delay in order to fit you in tonight.”

“Call me Kate.”

“Ok then, Kate… lay back in the chair and put your legs in the stirrups.  If you hurry it up then maybe we can both get out of here at a reasonable time.”

That was easier said than done.  My legs had stiffened up by now and I had a hard time getting them up and over.  With the way I was floundering around, you’d never suspect I was an accomplished gymnast, but luckily he was looking at the paperwork and didn’t see my spastic maneuvers.

What might have normally been a reasonably comfortable position sucked tonight, and my legs were twitching involuntarily from muscles spasms.  The quack should’ve put them into an easier position to start with, but I’d be damned if I’d ask him for any favors now.

He sat down in front of me with his clipboard and began asking questions, starting with exactly how I did this to myself.  We’d barely gotten started when I tried to shift a leg to get more comfortable and it slid free, whacking him upside the head.  I couldn’t keep myself from laughing.

“You think that’s funny, do you?” he growled, putting my leg back up.

“Sorry,” I said, still giggling.  “It was an accident.”

“An accident, huh?” he said, sounding doubtful.  “Then for my own safety I think I’ll strap them down so we don’t have a repeat performance.”

I felt a little embarrassed, so I didn’t complain when he wrapped a pair of Velcro straps around my ankles, holding them firmly in place.  He lifted the gown up and took a quick look when I got to the part about bleeding from my mishap, and took more notes.

I had to clench the armrests fairly hard in order to keep still, since his poking and prodding was either painful or tickling.  I felt like leaning forward and socking him a good one, but restrained myself… barely. 

Despite the fact that we both wanted to hurry, he proceeded to give me the whole nine yards worth of examination.  He checked my heart rate, blood pressure, and breathing.  He checked my breasts for lumps and felt my abdomen, and I couldn’t help but think it was all a big waste of time.

When he finally
 got back to the problem area, I did punch him, since he’d just touched my sensitive lips with an ice cold speculum.  He gave me a dirty look and I gave him a defiant one back until he relented and warmed it up with his hands.

It was kind of sad that my first penetration was with a shitty piece of steel in a doctor’s office, and it felt fairly unpleasant as well.  It was a good thing my legs were strapped down or I might’ve kicked him again, and this time on purpose.

I tried to ignore it as much as I could, thinking of anything else except what he was doing down there.  The feel of the speculum in my pussy also reminded me that I could now use the vibrator that my roommate had given me as a gag gift without feeling any guilt.  Thinking about it was a welcome distraction.

“Ok, I think we’re done,” he said, breaking me out of my reverie.

“Great, so what can you do for me?”

“Not really a lot.  You strained your muscles pretty badly, and it’ll take time to heal.  I suggest you keep any physical exertion to a minimum, and be patient while things get better.”

“Are you fucking kidding me?  I sat here all bloody night so I could get checked out and get some relief from the spasms and pain.  There’s gotta be something you can do.”

“The only possible thing would be a series of local injections that would deaden the muscles, but I don’t think your case warrants something so extreme.”

“It sounds like a great idea to me, so let’s get it done already.”

“It’s not so simple,” he said, shaking his head.  “The shots would deaden your muscles for between five to seven days, yet leave the nerve endings untouched, and often even more sensitive.  That leads to some undesirable side effects, especially around the groin.”

“Screw the side effects,” I snapped.  “If it gives me relief from the pain, then I’ll put up with anything.  In fact, I can guarantee you that I’m not going anywhere until you do it.”

“You’re a real pain in the ass, do you know that?”

“Actually, I’m a master at it.  So are we gonna do this or what?”

“Fine,” he sighed.  “We’ll try a test injection and see if you have any hyper-sensitivity issues.”

He unlocked his drug cabinet and loaded a tray with his supplies.  He wiped me down with an alcohol soaked cloth, causing me to squirm around almost uncontrollably, despite his repeated commands for me to hold still.  It was tough, but I finally held still long enough for him to inject his test shot.

“Ok, let’s give that a few minutes to take effect.  Once it does, I need you to be completely honest with me about how it feels.  I especially need to know how much relief it gives you as your muscles start numbing, and how much increased sensitivity you experience, if any.”

As it slowly took effect, I found the sensations to be a little weird.  The muscles in the test area did
 seem to go numb, yet I could easily feel every touch of his probing fingers.  Despite his warning about being honest, I decided to play it down a little so he wouldn’t skimp on the rest of the treatment.

He seemed relieved when I told him I only felt a moderate amount of muscle deadening and no sensitivity issues, so he agreed to give me the full treatment.  It meant he had to hold my legs and hips down super tight with more of his straps to prevent me from moving at the wrong time, but I didn’t care.

His treatment plan called for a lot of small-dose shots all around my groin and upper thighs, and by the time he was only halfway done I noticed a ton of relief.  I still played it down to make sure he didn’t think what he’d already done was good enough, and I think he added a bit more when he thought I was somewhat resistant to his drug.  It was tough to keep the smile off my face at how easily I’d tricked him.

It only took about fifteen minutes before he’d finished and released me, which was a bit of a shame since now that I got what I’d wanted, I noticed he was actually quite a hunk.  I wished I hadn’t been quite so bitchy with him now, but maybe I could make it up to him when I came back for my follow-up appointment next week.

After asking me three times if I was sure I was ok, he said we were done and I could get dressed.  I was quite pleased at how easily I could move again, and felt almost no pain in my thighs and crotch anymore.  I was feeling so good, I even made sure I bent over and gave him a good view of my bare ass before I pulled my panties up.

He gave me a jar of the same compound he’d injected me with for use as a remedy in case there were any sore spots the injections missed, but warned me it wouldn’t be as effective on the muscles when used topically.  I thanked him profusely and tried to hit on him while waiting for my cab.

He pretty much ignored my advances but seemed to thaw a little now that I was being pleasant.  I thought about him all the way home, and even had a little daydream in which he made some advances on me while I was strapped helpless in his chair.

I found myself getting wet at the thought, and was glad I got home before I embarrassed myself in front of the cabbie.  I took that long, hot bath I’d promised myself earlier, staying in there a lot longer than normal since the hot water felt so good tonight.

My thoughts kept returning to Dr. Fenwick, and I felt increasingly hot and bothered as the night went on.  I went to bed early and slathered a large amount of the cream over my whole crotch area to make sure I wouldn’t wake up in the idle of the night when it wore off.  It felt so good, I even rubbed a little extra around and inside my pussy to help counter the damage done there.

I fell asleep content.


Unexpected Side-effects

I woke up in a sweat, breathing heavily and feeling strange.  When I put a hand between my legs to prod at my strained muscles, I was shocked to find out how damp I was down there.  My pussy was practically dripping, and when my hand brushed over my clit, it felt like an electric current ran through me.

I rubbed my clit deliberately this time, and found it to be almost hyper-sensitive.  It took less than a minute before I exploded into orgasm and my screams of delight brought my roommate rushing to my door, asking if I was all right.

Despite having just cum, I still felt hornier than I’d ever been in my life, and was an inch away from telling her to come in and hop in the sack with me.  I suppressed the thought and told her I’d just woke up with a nasty cramp and that I was fine.

She bought the story and went back to her own room, but it was all a lie; I desperately needed another orgasmic release or I thought I might lose my mind.  I dug the vibrator out of the back of my dresser where I’d stashed it and found some batteries for it, fumbling with it in my haste to get it ready.

I didn’t want to risk waking Linda again, so I wadded up a stocking and shoved it in my mouth, using the second one to tie it in place and hopefully muffle any sounds I might make.  I was glad I did, because even though the large thing stretched me painfully, the sensations it gave me still felt amazing.

If I thought simply sliding it up my snatch felt good, it was nothing compared to when I turned it on; holy shit, that thing was powerful, and the little protrusion on the side of it that tickled my clit was unbelievable.  I could barely think as the vibrator did its work on me, and I approached my next climax faster than I imagined possible.

I bit down hard on my impromptu gag, when it brought me over the edge in what I thought was the most powerful orgasm ever experienced on the planet.  Wave after wave of pure pleasure coursed through me, sending me into a place that shouldn’t have existed.

It went on and on for what seemed like ages, leaving me breathless and totally spent.  I almost didn’t want it to end at all, but my pussy had gotten sore from the attention, and I reluctantly pulled the thing out and turned it off.

As I lay there recovering, I began to notice how sore I really was.  I grabbed more of the topical cream and rubbed in all over my pussy, and even use the toy to coat my insides with it.  Using the toy was probably a mistake since I started getting horny again, and I absently rubbed my sensitive nipples, not realizing I was smearing them liberally with the cream still coating my hands.

I decided to give myself one last orgasm since I’d worked myself up to a fever pitch already, but promised myself that would be it.  I managed to hold out for over two minutes this time, but that was all I could do.

I came so hard this time I could barely breathe, and I actually saw spots in front of my eyes by the time I came down.  Wow… why had I ever held onto my virginity?  This was absolutely amazing, and I made a mental note to go buy more batteries tomorrow, since these were almost dead.

I was still a little horny when I fell asleep again, but not enough to make me want to go another round.  Besides… there was always tomorrow.

***

I was both sore and horny when I woke up next, and reapplied a good amount of cream after taking my shower.  I’d figured out what I’d done to my nipples by now, and quite liked how it felt, so I coated them again and put on a sports bra to keep the big globs of goo where they belonged.

My morning jog was interesting to say the least, and I made a detour to buy a bulk pack of batteries, knowing I’d be burning through them at an impressive rate now that I knew the joy I could give myself with the long ignored toy.

Even before I stripped for another shower I replaced the batteries, but forced myself to wait until I’d cleaned up from my jogging.  After I dried off, I used a big scoop of the cream to coat my pussy, tits, and as much as I could get inside my snatch with just my fingers.  I left a veritable mountain of the stuff over my clit, and thought I might have to pay the doc an early visit to get more of his wonderful cream.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, I was shocked to see Linda sitting on my bed, absently tapping my vibrator on her knee.  I turned bright red out of embarrassment, but the look on her face wasn’t a teasing one like I expected, but more of a sensual one.

“I didn’t think that sounded much like a scream of pain last night,” she began.  “And now I know I was right.  You finally took the plunge last night with this lovely toy I gave you, didn’t you?”

“Y…yes,” I stammered.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” she soothed.  “It’s perfectly natural, and as you obviously found out, quite enjoyable.  In fact, now that the ice is broken, so to speak, I was hoping you’d take me up on my offer to teach you a few things.”

She opened her robe and let it slide from her shoulders, and I should’ve immediately said no.  I should’ve, but I didn’t.  The heat inside of me was demanding release in the worst way, so all I could do was nod my head, walk to the bed, and sit down beside her.

She took the initiative and pulled me down on top of her, her tongue probing my mouth as soon as it was in range.  I was a little tense at first, but as our kissing got deeper and hotter, I felt myself thoroughly enjoying it.  The only reservation I had was that I was even hornier than last night, and didn’t want to admit exactly how much.

If things went like they did for me last time, then I might scare her off with my uncontrollable lust, and ruin what had the potential to be a very beautiful thing.  I decided to put her completely in charge of the tryst, and knowing that she had a bit of a bondage kink, asked her to tie me up to make sure I didn’t get carried away.

To say she was surprised at my request was an understatement, but she wasn’t about to let the chance get away from her.  It took her all of sixty seconds for her to race to her room and return with her bondage goodie bag.

With a practiced hand, she quickly bound my wrists and ankles to the four bedposts, leaving me spread wide and vulnerable.  For some reason, the bondage didn’t feel uncomfortable, and actually seemed to make me even hotter.  I hoped she wasn’t much into foreplay, since all I wanted right now was to feel the buzzing intruder between my legs.

Unfortunately, she had other things in mind.  She began caressing my body from head to toe, spending an inordinate amount of time on my tits, but ignoring my hungry pussy completely.  When I complained, she told me to hush and shoved a big red ball gag in my mouth to silence my protests.

I began to think this was a huge mistake, since she was making me so horny I thought my mind might shut down.  All I wanted was to cum about a thousand times in a row, and I wanted it now!  She finally took pity on me and moved her talented fingers down to where I needed them most.

“What’s up with all of this gunk down here?” she asked, taking out my gag so I could answer.

I told her it was an analgesic I needed to help with my pulled muscles, and she wrinkled her nose at it.  Apparently she was reluctant to go down on me like she wanted, with how the stuff was everywhere down there.

She shrugged and said she’d save that for next time, but there was no reason I couldn’t give her a treat with my own tongue.  I’d never done it before, but was willing to try anything so she’d get busy doing something between my legs.  She crawled on top of me in the sixty-nine position and lowered her pussy down on my face.

I immediately started licking, finding the taste to be a lot more pleasant than I thought it’d be.  She used the tip of the toy to tease my labia and clit, driving me instantly wild, but not quite enough to make me cum yet.

She sensed how close I was and used that knowledge to her advantage, just barely brushing my sensitive spots with the vibrator and keeping me right at the precipice.  I began concentrating exclusively on her clit, hoping to drive her to orgasm as fast as possible, just so I could get mine.

I knew I was making good progress when she started moaning and grinding her pussy harder against my face, almost smothering me once she got wound up.  She actually did smother me briefly when she came, her full weight pressing her crotch tight against my face as she shuddered in exquisite release.

My thrashing from the lack of air was getting urgent when she came back to herself and realized what she was doing.  She apologized without a word by slowly sliding the toy into my eager pussy and turning the speed up to high.

I started cumming the second the finger touched my clit, and screamed so loud that she quickly dropped her crotch over my face again to help muffle the sounds of my passion.  The taste of her juices just drove me even crazier, and my orgasm practically doubled in strength.

She was relentless, and kept the powerful device in place, even after I came down.  She would briefly raise her snatch off my face every now and then to make sure I had enough air to sustain my exertions, but kept it tightly locked in place as much as possible.

I licked and sucked as hard as I could to try and get her distracted, but she was a lot more experienced than I was, and was in the superior position as well.  I had three more orgasms before I made her cum again, and she finally climbed off of me.

“That was lovely,” she purred, nibbling my ear.  “But I bet you could use a break after cumming so hard and so fast.”

“Please,” I begged.  “Not yet… make me cum again first.”

“Wow, it took you nineteen years to figure it out, and now you seem determined to make up for lost time.  Very well then… hold on and get ready for an overload of pleasure.  Grunt three times when you’ve had enough.”

She put the ball gag back in place and made herself comfortable between my legs, slowly fucking me with the vibrator still running on high speed.  She smiled at me after my first orgasm, smirked knowingly at my second, and started looking puzzled after the third.  When I hadn’t called for her to stop after the sixth, she shut it down anyway, looking disturbed.

“Something’s wrong,” she said.  “There’s no way someone who’s never experienced any kind of sex can cum that many times in a row.  Hell, I can’t even cum that many times without them becoming painful from the intensity.  Spill it, Kate… what really happened last night?”

“Nothing happened,” I gasped, still out of breath.  “I’m just enjoying myself, that’s all.”

“I see,” she said, obviously not believing me.  “In that case, I think I’ll enjoy myself as well.  Grunt three times when you’re ready to tell the truth, and if you try lying to me again, I promise I’ll keep you tied up and horny for an entire day without any chance of relief.”

She buckled the gag tighter than before and began teasing me with her fingers, keeping me a fraction of a second away from orgasm, but never letting me cross over the line.  The torment it caused was almost beyond belief, and I tried begging her to either stop, or let me finish.  She wasn’t buying it.

She ruthlessly kept me on the edge for a full hour, only then removing the gag and demanding an honest answer.  I was completely broken by that point, and told her everything.  I told her about Dr. Fenwick and the injections, I told her about how I lied when he tested me… hell, I even told her that I kept the pizza boy’s tip for extra pocket money last week.

She didn’t resume her assault on me once I’d finally wound down, but she didn’t release me either.  Instead, she went and found the doctors number and gave him a call.  When she returned, she didn’t look very happy at all.

“What the hell did you think you were doing?” she demanded.  “You never
 lie to your doctor, especially when it’s something you have no fucking clue about.  You have no idea how much shit you got yourself into, or what it’s gonna take to get you out of it.”

She opened my closet and started pulling things out of it, looking really
 pissed off.

“Here’s what we’re gonna do,” she said, leaning over me until we were eye to eye.  “You’re going do exactly what I tell you to do, and if you try to do anything else, I’m gonna tie you to that bed for a fucking month!  Do you understand?”

I nodded my head, unable to speak at the vehemence of her command.  She released my hands first, and intercepted my attempt to get them between my legs so I could rub out a quick one.  She not only tied them behind my back, she also added a rope above my elbows that pulled them cruelly together until they actually touched.

Only then did she release my legs and help me to stand.  She threw my full length leather coat over my shoulders and closed it tight around me, shoving the empty sleeves into the pockets so it wouldn’t look too odd, at least at a casual glance.

Other than a pair of sandals, that was the only clothing she allowed me, and it felt weird leaving the house wearing so little.  The car ride was hell, with every bump in the road seeming to send a shock of arousal straight from my clit to the primal part of my brain, and it was a real relief when we were finally inside the parking garage for his office.

With an arm around my shoulders to keep me under control, she hustled me into the elevator and then into his office.  The place was empty, so he must’ve cancelled the rest of his appointments, and I wondered what the big deal was.  So I was horny… so what?

The pair of them escorted me into the exam room, letting the coat fall to the floor as soon as we entered.  Only after helping me back into the chair and firmly strapping my legs into the stirrups did they release my arms.

They weren’t free for long, though.  Each of them took a limb and secured it to the armrests at both wrist and elbow, only then taking a brief respite.  They stepped away to confer out of my hearing, and came back with a plan that I somehow knew I wasn’t going to like.

I was welded to the chair with additional straps at my hips, below and above my breasts, my upper and lower thighs, and even one over my forehead!  They also used a huge
 ball gag that went all the way around the headrest, and I couldn’t do more than wiggle my fingers and toes by the time they were done.

“Ok, Kate,” Dr. Fenwick said once I was completely restrained.  “Let me explain this to you carefully.  I wasn’t fucking around when I told you that this was an extreme treatment and that I needed you to be completely honest about your reaction to the drug.  It’s now obvious that you not only lied, but lied in a big way.

“I’m sorry about what it means for you, but you brought this mess on yourself, so don’t blame me for what you’ll have to endure.”

He must have noticed the puzzled look on my face, because he immediately expanded his explanation.

“There’s no antidote for the treatment I gave you, however, there is a way to make it run its course faster.  I initially told you the treatment would last for five to seven days, however, based on your complete lack of reaction to the serum, I tripled the dosage.

“That means you’re going to be hornier than a nymphomaniac on Spanish fly for over a month, and the only way to decrease the time before you return to normal is to accelerate the process.  To do that, we need to let you achieve orgasm only in controlled bursts, while keeping you stimulated to just short of the brink for the rest of the time.

“If we all work hard, you’ll only have to endure it for ten or fourteen days, but that’s all we can do for you.  To put it simply, we need to burn it out of your system as fast as possible, and that means you can’t leave until I’m satisfied you’re safe to release.”

Did I hear him right?  Was I going to be strapped to this chair for almost two weeks?  My brain couldn’t comprehend that thought, especially since it’d been so long since my last orgasm, and getting some relief was the only thing on my mind right now.

One of his fingers slipped inside my dripping tunnel as he asked me if I understood.  It was hard to make any sort of intelligible sound through the massive gag, but I think he got the picture since he began finger fucking me, driving me to orgasm in mere seconds.  He waited until I recovered before continuing.

“Since I feel at least partially responsible for your condition, I’m going to sacrifice a lot to help you get through this.  The same topical gel you’ve been using works just as well on a penis, except it makes it harder for a guy to cum.

“That means I’ll be fucking you for between fifteen to twenty minutes at a time during your pleasure cycle, and I’ll be lucky if I have a pecker left by the time we’re done.  Your friend Linda will stop by each day to help out with keeping you sated, but it still means you’ll be left alone for three quarters of the day.”

Able to think a tiny bit clearer after getting an orgasm, I realized he meant I’d be left horny and alone for about eighteen hours a day.  Could my mind actually handle that kind of unrequited lust for so long, especially once he accelerated his process?  I was already craving a repeat performance, and he hadn’t even started the extra treatment.

I wished I hadn’t thought that, since he pulled out his speculum and stretched my pussy until I thought I might rip from the pressure.  Only then did he stop and fill a squirt bottle with a milky white fluid and fill my gaping hole with it, coating my whole lower body, and even shooting some up my butt!

He left it place for over two hours, and I began to realize exactly what he meant about accelerating the process.  Every nerve in my body was now a receptor for pleasure, and even a stray air current over my most sensitive spots was enough to drive me wild with indescribable lust.

When he flushed it away and asked permission to fuck me, I couldn’t grunt yes fast enough.  The two of them took turns bringing me to more multiple orgasms than I could count, and even when they stopped an hour later, I was still wanting more.

I almost cried when they finished and informed me I was starting my first denial cycle, and that it would be approximately fourteen hours until they rested and returned.  My mind had almost shut down by the time they came back, and the next cycle was even worse than the last.

I wasn’t a person anymore; I was a living orgasm that was either briefly fulfilled, or eternally denied.  The only thing that mattered anymore was my clit and cunt, and I didn’t care who took care of it, as long as one of them did.

Only after a few billion years of that did I wake up one morning to find I was no longer craving sex more than I was air to breathe.  They kept me under observation for another day before releasing me, and Linda took me home and helped me get cleaned up in the most luxurious bath I’d ever felt.

I think I slept for a full day after she put me to bed, and I woke up feeling refreshed and relaxed for the first time in ages.  My body felt almost human again, and I regretfully concluded I was back to normal.  It was a relief, but I also felt a little twinge of disappointment.

In two weeks I’d had more orgasms than most people experience in a lifetime, and while the waiting in between was horrible, when they were there taking care of me I wouldn’t have traded it for the world.

Linda poked her head around the corner of my doorway, and seeing that I was awake, came in with a tray of food for me.  I was ravenous and devoured the whole platter, not saying a word until the last crumb was gone. 

“Feeling better now?” she asked.

“Much,” I said, laying back with a contented sigh.

“It’s too bad you got it all out of your system in one big burst, or I’d invite you to share my king sized bed from now on.”

“Who says I’m done with sex?” I said, a wry grin on my face.  “As far as I’m concerned, I’ll share a bed with you anytime, and the doc as well, only this time it’ll be on my
 terms.”

“Since you feel that way about it, I guess I can let you know that I swiped a whole bucket of that cream from him, and while it won’t be as strong of an effect without those injections, it’ll still be enough that you’ll be able to get exquisite revenge on me for what I put you through.”

“You mean…”

“Yup,” she said, a coy look on her face.  “As soon as you feel up to the challenge, you can tie me up and slather that stuff all over me.  I’m curious to see if I can handle it any better than you did, and I’d be happy if you invited the doc along to join in as well.”

I smiled at the thought, and made a note to book us a dual appointment with him as soon as possible.  This wasn’t over yet, and the future looked to be filled with a lot of fun.
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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


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



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


Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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