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My Unusual Bucket List

When most people write out a list of things they want to do before they die, it usually entails things like travelling to exotic places or exciting adventures like swimming with dolphins. My list was just a little bit different.

Travel didn’t interest me and I never learned how to swim, but that was okay because for most things on my list, any kind of movement at all wasn’t much of an option.  I was a serious bondage enthusiast, and as far as I was concerned, the less I could move the better. It was the kind of list that ninety-nine out of a hundred would have definitely gone unfulfilled if I hadn’t met a Master I could trust.

We met at a fetish convention here in Las Vegas, and after hitting it off in a big way, decided to go open a specialty BDSM store together. Considering that we lived in the rooms above the store, and thus had access to all the kinky items we sold, plus had a fully stocked dungeon in the basement, it was safe to say bondage was our life.

It was a win-win situation for us.  He got to experiment with new ties and toys on someone who could handle extreme positions, and I got all the bondage I could ever want.  Since we became partners six months ago, I hadn’t spent a single night without being restrained in one way or another, although usually nothing so extreme we couldn’t still make love.  Usually.

Master Taupe liked to push my limits, and since I liked a challenge… especially when it involved bondage… I had yet to say no to, or use my safe word for anything he came up with.  The only time I ever seriously wanted to tap out was during a month long scenario where I spent six days a week locked in a chastity belt, ballet boots, and a straitjacket, but at the start of that one we’d agreed my safe word could only be used in case of absolute emergency.

Now you might be thinking a month stuck in a straitjacket is a long time, but nothing overly extreme, and you’d be right if it wasn’t for one important little detail.  The chastity belt he locked me in was used to keep a pair of powerful, high-tech vibrators inside me, and they were programmed to stimulate me to the brink of orgasm, yet never let me cross the finish line.  To add insult to injury, since my pussy and ass were on lockdown, he had me blow him two or three times a day!

For at least eighteen hours a day, six days a week, I was kept so aroused I thought my head would explode, and only the thought of the seventh day kept me from going completely insane.  The last day of the week is when I was released from the straitjacket so we could get down to some serious bondage, and since he believed in balance, he made me cum my brains out all night to make up for all the orgasms I missed during the week.

Being controlled in an extended bondage scene was one of my bucket list items checked off now, but it had been a case of getting precisely what I’d asked for in his
 way, not mine.  Have you ever heard the phrase ‘Be careful what you ask for because you might get it’?  I’m pretty sure I knew the meaning of it better than anyone else on the planet after that scenario.

It was tough but I made it through the entire month, and now I looked back at my ordeal with a sense of pride, and no small amount of arousal whenever I watched the highlight video he’d put together.  It left me wanting more, and that’s how we came up with the bucket list game we were about to try for the first time.

The rules were simple.  Every bondage scenario I wanted to try was written down on a small piece of paper and put it in an old bucket.  He’d draw one without looking to add a random element to the game, and then it was on as soon as he could put the scene together.  (Some of them could take a while to arrange.)

From the moment it began I had to obey him explicitly, my safe word could only be used in case of dire emergency, and he was allowed to add any refinement his wonderfully twisted mind could come up with.  To make sure I couldn’t back out I’d be bound and gagged before he drew, although to be honest, that was just because I liked being bound and gagged.

No… the real
 motivation to keep going once we began was the penalty I’d have to face if I quit, and trust me; nothing on the bucket list could be worse than even the smallest punishment on my ‘punk out’ list.  A certain amount of pain was okay once I got in the zone, and some discomfort was expected considering how tight I liked to be tied, but some of the things on the punk out list were enough to make even a hardcore pain slut cringe.

The refinement rule made me quite nervous, since that straitjacket scene I mentioned was originally only supposed to last a week, but at the same time it got me wetter than an otter’s pocket.  The unknown was a powerful aphrodisiac, so my sense of adventure easily overruled my nerves, and besides… I trusted he’d do right by me.  If the scene took a while to set up, he could either choose to tell me what he’d drew, or he could keep me in the dark to let the suspense build and my imagination run wild.

Would the scene be long or short?  Would we do it immediately or a week from now?  Would it be bondage so severe I couldn’t do more than blink my eyes, or would it be lighter so I could move around in public?  Would I be denied orgasms, or forced to cum over and over and over?  My imagination was already working double time and we hadn’t even started yet!

I began to have second thoughts about playing the bucket game tonight, thinking a good old fashioned night of bondage and sex might be a better idea.  Master Taupe was an amazing lover, and sex while I was tied up never failed to disappoint.  It was tempting, but I knew I’d regret it if I chickened out now, and besides: sex was involved in at least half the scenarios I’d printed out, so why not kill two birds with one stone?

Either way, I’d need to get out of the latex catsuit and hood I’d worn all day and take a shower, so I delayed my decision while I took care of business.  My love of skin-tight latex was so strong it was damn near an addiction, but it sure made me sweat!  I didn’t bother to get dressed afterwards, since he’d either choose my outfit for me, or I wouldn’t need one at all.  I was gonna do it.

“Bucket time!” I blurted out the moment I passed the threshold into our bedroom, committing myself before I could change my mind again.

From the nightstand I grabbed a panel ball gag and a set of handcuffs, stuffing the first in my mouth and locking my hands behind me with the second, thus sealing the deal.  He saved the spreadsheet he’d been working on and gave me a long, hard look before rising and going to the corner where the bucket hung, reached up, and drew the folded piece of paper that would decide my fate.

“Back when you wrote this particular fantasy out, I remember thinking it was a little boring,” he said, gesturing for me to come over.  “But it’s not my fantasy, so whatever gets your motor running is fine by me.  We can do this one in the dungeon right now.”

He put a collar around my neck, used his belt to secure my upper arms behind me, and tightened up the ball gag strap before taking me downstairs.  My heart was racing from the thought I was mere minutes away from doing something I’d previously only fantasized about, and my nipples had grown so hard they ached.

The fact he thought this particular scene was boring meant it was likely to be one of the tamer ones which wouldn’t last too long, and that was fine by me as a first pick.  Mind you, nothing on my bucket list was actually easy
 or we would’ve done it by now, so I knew my limits would be pushed into unexplored territory.

He had me wait at the bottom of the stairs so he could tell Janice, who was running the store tonight, that I’d be unavailable for the rest of the day.  It was technically our day off, but as owners we were often called to the sales floor when she needed help, so it was a necessary courtesy.

He returned a few minutes later and unlocked the door leading down to the dungeon.  I had to wait at the bottom of the stairs again, this time kneeling, blindfolded, and with ear buds playing music so I couldn’t figure out what he was doing until he was ready.  I naturally tried to pick out any sound I could to see if I could guess which scene he was setting up, but other than the rattle of a chain once, I had no luck.

As hard as I was listening, I didn’t even know he was standing in front of me until he grabbed me by my nipples and told me to stand up.  He didn’t ask if I was ready to begin or if I changed my mind about doing this, since by the rules of the game I was already past the point of no return.  Game on.


The Wooden Pony Predicament

He used my nipples to pull me to a spot about twenty steps into the room, turned off the music, and had me stand at attention with my legs spread shoulder width apart.  I could tell by feel that leather cuffs were locked around my ankles, and I think
 they were tethered to the floor as well, although I didn’t try to move and see if I was right.  I’d find out soon enough.

He replaced the handcuffs with another pair of leather cuffs, and after removing the elbow bind, locked them to the ends of a spreader bar.  He slowly raised it until I was bent over in a variation on the classic strappado, and yes… my ankle cuffs were definitely tied down with maybe a foot of slack.

I thought I knew where this was going, since one of the things on my list was sex in a super tight suspended strappado, but if this was that scene, why were my feet tied to the floor?  I heard a thump below me, followed by the rattle of a chain, and then the sound of an electric winch.  Something hard pressed against my crotch, and I was forced to stand on the balls of my feet to relieve the pressure.  If I didn’t know better, I’d swear I was riding the wooden pony, but that wasn’t on my list!

A wooden pony is a board with a narrow, slightly rounded top that one sat on, or in this case stood over, in a predicament that started off uncomfortable and quickly went downhill from there.  It wasn’t too bad while I stood on my toes, but as soon as my legs gave out my entire hundred and twenty pound body would all rest on my pussy!

What was he thinking?  Did one of Layla’s bucket list positions somehow wind up mixed in with mine?  (Layla was our junior partner, and a submissive even kinkier and more daring than I was, so this seemed like something right up her alley.)  I tried asking him to wait, but gagged as I was, and under the rules of the game, he ignored my garbled pleas and continued making things worse.

My nipples were still rock hard, so he didn’t have to play with them to ensure the nipple clamps had plenty to bite down on, thus catching me completely by surprise.  I winced as I felt them being pulled out in front of me and got my next surprise as I took a step forward to relieve the pressure.  The wooden pony was hanging at an upward angle, so taking that step ahead meant I was now on the very tips of my toes!

I knew I couldn’t last long like this, so I reluctantly took a step back and found that while the pressure on the nipple clamps increased, it didn’t pull quite
 as much as expected.  He must’ve used elastics or bungee cords to tie the clamps off, which was only a small favor in my book, but one I’d gladly take at this point.

He spent the next few minutes adjusting the angle of the wooden pony, the tautness of my strappado, and the tension on the nipple clamps, and then pulled off my blindfold.  It took a minute for my eyes to adjust to the light, but once they did, I found I’d been right about almost everything.  I’d only missed one small but important detail; a wand vibrator on top of the board a little ahead of where I stood.

“As you’ve probably guessed by now, this is your orgasm bar scene, but with a few of my own changes to make it less boring,” he chuckled.  “You said you wanted a predicament where you had to really work at it in order to cum, and if this doesn’t fit the bill, I’ll hang up my ropes and go flip burgers for a living.

“In this scenario you’re not only allowed
 to have as many orgasms as you want, you won’t be released until you hit the number I drew out of my hat a few minutes ago.  Knowing how much you love surprises I won’t bother you with what that number is, suffice it to say I suspect you’re in for a rather long night.

“I want to hear you cum to make sure I have an accurate count, but don’t even think
 about faking it or I’ll not only make you start over, I’ll draw something from your punishment list to help keep you honest in the future.  Now… just a few final details and you can have some fun.”

He arranged some cameras on tripods to film me, but that was the last thing I saw since he put a discipline hood over my head and it only had openings at my nose.  A well lubed finger warned me a butt plug was about to make an appearance in my immediate future, but thankfully it wasn’t a huge one.  I guess he figured my position was tough enough already without a football lodged up my ass, but I could’ve done without it at all.

Then I felt a faint vibration coming from the board between my legs, so I knew he’d turned the wand on and it was time to begin.  He started to say something, but barely got the first syllable out before I heard his phone ring.

“Hello?  What?  Are you freaking kidding me?  Shit!  Okay, I’ll be right there.”  He hung up and swore a few times before addressing me.  “That was Janice, and apparently we just got a whole fucking busload walk through the door.  She needs help ASAP, but according to the rules you
 set, I can’t stop the scene until you meet the release goal.”

He paused, as if thinking about something, and then continued in a hurry.

“I could be stuck up there for hours, and I don’t like leaving you unattended in bondage, plus it doesn’t count if I don’t actually see you cum.  However, I’ve got an idea to still make this work.  All I need to do is patch the camera into one of the screens upstairs and ask for some volunteers to keep an eye on you for me.  Yeah, that’ll work.  I’ll be back as soon as I can!”

I heard him run away and then the door open and close, but I was so numb with shock at what he’d said I didn’t even think about calling out until it was too late.  Now I was alone in one of the toughest bondage predicaments imaginable, with an impossible choice ahead of me.  Did I wait for him to return?  That could take hours, and the board underneath my pussy was already making it throb, not to mention the strain on my shoulders, the pull on my nipples, and the burn in my legs.

The alternative was to continue as planned and try for an orgasm, but that would mean embarrassing myself in front of the countless strangers watching the screen upstairs.  It was bad enough he was already displaying my naked body for all to see, but to make me actively participate in my own humiliation was just too much.  The only saving grace was my face was covered by the hood, so at least I was semi-anonymous.

After a minute or two of indecision, I realized I had no choice but to continue as planned and started inching my way closer to the wand.  The vibrations it transferred to the board not only kept my pussy from going numb, but it was starting to make me horny.  It wasn’t strong enough to get me off in a million years, but I couldn’t ignore it either.

Moving forward eased the pull on my nipples a little, but it put more pressure on my throbbing cunt, made my legs quiver trying to keep a little weight on them, and added a lot of strain to my shoulders.  I began to have doubts I could even reach the vibrator, but then I was there and the only question was if I was able to hold this position long enough to cum, or if I’d be forced to retreat for what limited relief I could get where the board was lower.

I could tell the wand was running on high speed, and while that was a good thing if I wanted to get off, it also woke up a few nerves that had gone to sleep from the pressure of the board.  It was a similar sensation to when tight nipple clamps were removed and the blood flow resumed, which I hadn’t expected at all.  I swore loudly and retreated.

This wasn’t going to work.  Master Taupe had raised the wooden pony too high, at too steep of an angle, with the vibrator too far away.  Each error on its own was miniscule, but combined they turned a difficult predicament into an impossible task.  Then again, I could still feel the tingle in my clit, and if I wasn’t mistaken, the board felt a little slippery now.  I needed to try again.

When I hit the vibrator again, I bit down hard on the ball gag and forced myself to stay locked in place while I fought through the discomfort, until the pleasure was greater than the pain.  I still had to retreat before I was even close to cumming, but I began to believe I could do this if I persevered.

I advanced and retreated three more times, my arousal climbing a little each time, but not fast enough to counter the strain of my predicament.  My shoulders and nipples ached almost (but not quite) as much as my pussy but believe it or not the worst was actually my legs and feet.  You try standing on your big toes for any length of time and see how well you do!

After another three times I was horny as fuck, but just couldn’t hold the position long enough to win the flag.  Even worse was the realization that even if I did achieve orgasm, it was only one out of who knows how many times I needed to do it before he’d release me.  It was a daunting task, but first things first; cum once and worry about the rest later.

I was doing great on my next attempt and was damn close to success when I developed a cramp in my right leg.  It forced me to retreat in a hurry so I could shake it out, and I was grateful that the board was both sanded smooth and varnished, because a splinter at this point would not
 be fun.  I’d often thought about getting a piercing down there, but not that way!

By the time the cramp was gone I’d lost a lot of the headway I’d fought so hard for, but I wasn’t about to give up now.  It was a matter of pride at this point and proving to myself I could do it.  With grim determination I wiggled my way forward once again, and when I hit the vibe, I added a forward hop step so I could press against it extra hard.

It worked even better than I’d hoped.  My toes were barely touching the ground, but the wand was hitting the good spot perfectly, and I knew this was it; if I could hold this position I could cum in no time flat.  I ignored my aches and pains to concentrate solely on the pleasure I felt in my clit, felt how it was building at an almost exponential rate, and felt it radiate outward until the wonderful feelings overrode the ache from the board.

I passed the redline, and rather than giving in to immediate release, let it build a little higher.  For how hard I’d worked to reach this point I wanted this orgasm to be truly spectacular, and then a few moments later, when I could no longer contain the pressure, it was.

It’s a bit of a cliché, but I quite literally saw stars when I started cumming.  Wave after wonderful wave of absolute pleasure pulsed through my body from head to toe, not only washing away the ache in my crotch and the throb of my nipples, but seemingly increasing in strength as the pain was replaced by pleasure.

It was probably the longest single orgasm I’d ever had, since most of the time I chain together a few in a row with at least a slight pause to separate them.  I thought it was going to go on forever, but the moment the thought crossed my mind I came crashing down to Earth, and half stepped, half slid back down the board.

Not that it helped much, since my quivering legs held all the strength of overcooked spaghetti right now.  With my full weight pressing down on my pussy, and my nipples stretched to the max, my afterglow didn’t last as long as usual, and it came to me I had a serious problem.  If I couldn’t even stand on the balls of my feet, how was I ever going to get back up on my toes to reach the vibrator?  I was stuck!

I tried to advance numerous times over the next ten or fifteen minutes, but the best I could do was support some of my weight on my exhausted legs when I was all the way back.  Knowing I had zero chance of completing the scene was frustrating beyond belief, especially since Master Taupe wasn’t likely to release me unless I did.

He might take mercy on me when it became obvious I was physically unable to complete my task, but in a best case scenario that wouldn’t be for hours and hours.  The alternative was to punk out, but that meant something even worse than riding the pony all night, so I was screwed either way.  Just as I hit my lowest point, I felt a hand caress my buttocks, causing me to jump in surprise.

“Having some difficulties, are we?” he said.  “Too bad, since everyone in the store loved how hard you came earlier and were looking forward to seeing more.”

Oh my God, I’d been concentrating so hard on my predicament, I totally forgot my ordeal was on display upstairs!

“I imagine there’s not much you wouldn’t do right now to cum again, am I right?  Of course I am, but I’m unsure what to do.  Do I leave you here all night to see if you can do it on your own, or do I bend the rules slightly and give you an assist?”

I didn’t even have to think about it, and instantly mumbled a garbled ‘assist please’ around my gag.

“I thought so,” he chuckled.

I assumed he was going to lower the board, but instead I felt him grasp the butt plug and slowly pull it out.  I felt cold lube being poured down my crack and rubbed into my ass, and then a moment later the bulbous head of his cock was pressing for entry.  Holy shit!  He was going to ride me from behind while I was riding the wooden pony!

I didn’t mind anal sex once in a while, but not like this; every thrust was going to pound my aching cunt into the board, and he could go at it for longer than any man I knew.  FYI, my vagina wasn’t a little tender and my perineum wasn’t a tad sore; my cunt ached plain and simple, and I knew it was about to get a whole lot worse.

He held me by my hips as he pushed his cock deep inside me and continued to push even after he was all the way in, forcing me to take a step forward up the board.  I winced from a new type of pain, that of a stubbed toe, and it took me a few heartbeats to realize it meant he’d put down something for me to stand on.

The platform was only a few inches high, but those were very important inches right now, and the relief was instantaneous.  He might be a devious, twisted bastard, but at least he wasn’t a mean
 twisted bastard.

I was at exactly the right height and just a hair away from the wand when he stopped me from moving forward more and began to slowly pump in and out.  I knew this for a fact because every forward thrust pushed me against it quite firmly, and I could feel the powerful vibrations centered perfectly on and around my clit.

He was going at a pace that held me mashed against the wand for a second, followed by maybe two off it, which was doing the job quite admirably.  My arousal grew at a rate where I knew it wouldn’t take me long to cum, yet I wasn’t being overstimulated by the powerful vibrator like I would’ve if he simply held me in place on it.

I suspect fucking me like this was what he was really meant when he talked about making my scene less boring, and I couldn’t help wonder if this position was something from his own private bucket list.  I hadn’t thought about it before, since he could pretty much tie me and take me any way he wanted on a regular basis, but maybe there was something special he’d always wanted to try but was reluctant to go through with in case it sounded too weird.

It might make a good birthday present for him, and to be honest, it wasn’t fair how he was working so hard to fulfill all my
 fantasies, yet I never even once asked him about his
.  I made a mental note to talk to him about it later, but then the thought was pushed from my mind by my imminent orgasm.

I was actually at the point where I could cum right then but was holding it in just a little longer to make sure it was a good one.  I figured I deserved it after all I’d been through tonight, plus once I came the first time I knew it’d be impossible stop it from becoming an almost non-stop string of orgasms that would only end when he
 decided I was done.

When I couldn’t contain it any longer, every muscle in my body tensed up with a strength I didn’t think I had left in me, and I howled so loud they might’ve heard me upstairs.  He paused and held me firmly against the wand while I came, making it so much better, stronger and longer than I imagined was possible.

Unlike my last orgasm, this was definitely a chain of two or three, but there was such a short time between one ending and the next beginning, even I couldn’t say for sure the exact number.  All I knew was pure pleasure, and anything more than that was just a detail.

When I came down from the peak, he resumed fucking me like before, slow and steady like a machine.  In my post orgasmic haze, I briefly wondered if it actually was
 a machine, and he’d gone back upstairs to help service that bus load of customers.  Was he was going to leave me like this all night, getting fucked in the ass by a tireless machine, while the vibrator forced me to cum over and over until my brains turned into tapioca?

Just the thought of being so absolutely helpless to alter my fate was enough to send me over the edge again, and just like before, I was held against the wand for a string of orgasms that left me barely able to think.  I say barely able because there was one thought that crossed my mind; it had to really be him instead of a mindless machine, since I could feel his hands on me, and a machine wouldn’t know to hold me in place while I came.

He changed tactics when he started fucking me again, using shorter and faster thrusts that barely let my pussy get off the wand, and this new technique had me at the peak in almost no time at all.  He didn’t stop and mash me against it this time when I started cumming, but then again, he didn’t need to.

Each new orgasm he tore out of me was separate and distinct, but they came one after another like clockwork, and I was powerless to stop even one of them.  I hoped he was keeping track, because right now I couldn’t count past one if my life depended on it.

I was so caught up in my own little world of pleasure I didn’t even realize he was ready to cum until I heard him let loose a primal shout and felt his hot seed shoot inside me.  After filling me with what felt like a gallon of cum, he relaxed and leaned into me while he recovered, which incidentally pressed me against the wand harder than ever.

He also reached around and removed the nipple clamps just as I started cumming, which had the same effect of throwing gasoline on a fire.  I have no idea if it was one extra-long orgasm or several shorter ones chained directly together.  All I know is I came my ever-loving brains out for what seemed like forever, and when it was over, I was completely and utterly spent.

I was so wiped out he had a hard time getting me off the wooden pony, and once I was off all I could do was lie in a boneless heap on the floor while he took care of me.  He was always good with aftercare to help me recover from a tough bondage scene, and this one had been pretty fucking intense.

After a rudimentary cleaning with some wet towels, he rubbed a cool, soothing cream into my pussy, and massaged some life back into my shoulders.  After a while I managed to walk over to the toilet with his assistance, but the two flights of stairs to get to our bedroom was too daunting for me right now, so he expedited matters by throwing me over his shoulder and carrying me upstairs.

I heard Janice break out laughing when we reached the main floor and felt a new flush of embarrassment wash over me.  I was glad I still wore the hood so she couldn’t see how red my face was, although blushing at this point was a minor detail after what else she’d seen.  There was no doubt about it, I’d put on one hell of a show!

“Well, there’s no need to ask how it went.  I’ve seen livelier looking corpses in my day,” she said, still laughing.  “Luckily you have a good friend and employee, who is incidentally up for a raise soon.  Since it was so slow tonight, I went ahead and drew a bath for her, figuring it might be needed when you told me you were doing a bucket list scene.  You might have to add a bit more hot water to top it up, since I had no idea how long you’d be, and it’s been sitting a while now.”

I should’ve known.  There’d never been a busload of customers, the video hadn’t been on display in the store, and I doubt he ever left the room.  He’d straight up messed with my mind, and I’d fallen for it hook, line, and sinker.  It rankled to be played a fool, but I suppose it was better than if it had real.  Layla was the exhibitionist, not me.

Soaking in the hot water felt wonderful on my tired legs, but less so on my abused pussy.  I was going to be feeling the ache there for days, but when all was said and done, it was a small price to pay for the memory of a lifetime.  If it had been a regular play session I’m sure I would’ve used my safe word to end the scene early, and for the rest of my life I’d wonder if I had it in me to beat the challenge.

Speaking of which, I knew I came like a million times or so, but he never actually said if I hit the target or not.  I didn’t get a chance to ask until I was tied to the bed for the night, and he finally removed the hood and gag.

“So, did I cum enough times to meet your mystery goal?”

“Oh, sure.  You only had to cum once.”

“ONCE!?!” I shrieked in disbelief.  Now I knew why he didn’t let me speak until I was well trussed up.  “Then why did you ask if I wanted help to meet my goal?”

“Actually, all I asked is if you wanted an assist to get another orgasm, and you said yes so fast I figured you wanted to have some real
 fun.”

I grumbled a bit, and a small part of me wanted to punch him in the nose, but I couldn’t deny that the grand finale had been worth it.  As soon as my pussy recovered, I was going to watch the video of my ordeal, and I bet I was gonna cum as many times watching it as I had experiencing it.  Check one off the bucket list.


The Rubber Mummy

It was a full month before I mustered up the courage to play the bucket game again, but it hadn’t been an idle month on the bondage front.  We had a good romp in the bedroom or dungeon every night, and I made him play the video of my wooden pony scene each and every time.  He seemed amused by my obsession, but he only knew the half of it.

I kept a copy on my phone and would watch the best parts during idle moments when I was working, usually resulting in a quick trip to the bathroom for a discreet meeting with my fingers or my buzzing buddy.  It was good, but I wanted more.

Unfortunately, whatever he drew from the bucket wasn’t something he could start immediately, and I spent an entire week torn between extreme regret and ultimate arousal.  A scene that took a week to arrange was sure to be harder than my last one, and I wasn’t sure I could handle anything worse than the wooden pony.  To say I had second thoughts was an understatement.

That was my regret, but it paled in comparison to my arousal.  Once again, he locked my buzzing buddies inside me with the steel chastity belt, with the program running in tease and deny mode.  Going from several orgasms per day to none would’ve been a major shock to the system on its own but combined with the constant stimulation it nearly drove me mad.

I came within a hair of tapping out by the time Friday rolled around, but before I could steel myself to accept the inevitable punishment for quitting, it was too late.  Loni, the lady who supplied us with all things latex, showed up with several boxes that Master Taupe had us haul straight down to the dungeon, and as soon we finished my scene began.

With Loni here, I knew it wasn’t a coincidence Master Taupe had had me dress in a latex catsuit this morning, complete with gloves and hood.  To this he added the inflatable panel gag and rubber cuffs for my wrists and ankles, which wasn’t entirely unexpected, but then things took a bit of an odd turn.

After he restrained me upright with my hands pulled above and feet loosely tethered to the floor, Loni connected a large water bag to the gag feeder tube and told me finish it all, so I’d stay hydrated.  I didn’t have much of a choice since she hung it up near my wrists and gravity was making the cherry flavored fluid flow into my mouth almost faster than I could swallow.

While I dealt with that, they worked together to fit an odd rubber corset on me.  Covering my torso in a crushing grasp from neck to hips, it was made of heavy duty rubber with a very narrow waist, but the odd part was what covered my chest.  It was built out so it looked like I had somewhere around forty-eight inch, triple-D tits, with nipples as big as the last joint of my thumb!

Thanks to my new massive bust I couldn’t see how small they got my waist, but I swear it was down by at least six inches by the time they finished. Taking more than a shallow breath was simply impossible.  Thank God the drink bag was empty because it felt like my stomach was wrapped around my backbone. There was no way I had room for even a single drop more.

I could see even less when they wrapped the posture collar around my neck, but Loni was babbling almost non-stop as they worked, so it wasn’t hard to figure things out, even if I didn’t know exactly where this was going.  I mean why oil me down and cover me with plastic wrap?  That question was answered a moment later, at least in part.

“Okay, Andrew, we’ll need to work fast,” she said.  “This liquid rubber will set fast, so as soon as I paint a section, you need to immediately wrap it as tight as you can.  Just overlap the latex strips by a quarter inch or so, and once we get some bulk built up, we’ll adjust her position for the next stage.”

It took them an hour just to do my legs from my ankles to the corset, and I lost track of how many layers they used, but the compression was incredible, as was the heat.  There must’ve been some kind of chemical reaction happening with the liquid rubber to account for how hot it felt, and I bet that’s why it set so fast.

For some reason they didn’t cover my groin but considering the fact that both my holes were stuffed and locked away by the chastity belt, it wasn’t for sex.  Maybe it was so I could go to the bathroom, a thought which was starting to press on my mind as well as my bladder.

My arms were killing me by this point, so I breathed a sigh of relief when she said it was time to move onto the next stage and he lowered the winch.  Bondage mittens were slid over my hands, and since they were the kind with a bar inside for me to grab onto, I knew there’d be more suspension in my future.

I breathed another sigh of relief when Loni asked if I needed to pee and helped me over to the toilet.  The rubber covering my legs was so thick I found it easier to swing from the hips rather than bending my knees, and I had to sit in an embarrassing splayed legs position to take care of business.  Peeing around the toy and through the chastity belt was always messy, but she thankfully washed and dried me without a word, although she neglected to close the crotch zipper afterwards.

I was strapped to a Y-shaped table, and they used the rings at the end of the mittens to hold my arms down at my sides at a forty-five degree angle away from my body.  My arms got at least as many layers as my legs, and maybe even more before Loni was satisfied.  At this rate, I’d wind up looking like the Michelin man by the time they were done!

Based on what they’d done so far, when she coated my foot with grease, I assumed they were going to wrap it like my legs and arms, but Loni had a different plan.  She called them foot gloves, and even with all the lube they used, it took both of them working together to get the heavy rubber on my foot and past the heel.  Then things took a surprising turn.

Some sort of clamp pressed down and held my foot straight out in the same way ballet boots forced me into the en pointe position, only worse.  They quickly repeated the process with my other foot but had barely begun when I felt the first foot getting hot.  Holy shit!  They didn’t use grease to get the foot glove on me, they used liquid rubber, essentially gluing it in place!

I tried to raise an objection at this point, causing Master Taupe to give the bladder in my mouth three more hard pumps to shut me up.  It was his way of saying the scene would continue until the bitter end, as per the rules of the game.  I couldn’t fault him for that, but I felt Loni was getting kind of extreme at this point and might take things too far.

My concern was amplified when she began stage three, and pumped liquid rubber into my mittens, essentially turning them into a pair of giant rubber balls.  While she did that, Master Taupe worked between my legs.  I didn’t have to see to know he’d connected a pair of tubes to handle waste removal.  How long was he planning on keeping me like this that I needed tubes for enemas and to pee?

They sealed my crotch with plenty of liquid rubber and latex strips, presumably leaving the tubes accessible for future use, and then took a beer break of all things!  I could’ve used one myself with how hot I was, but then again, neither my compressed stomach nor my bladder would welcome the intake of more liquid right now.

By the time they were done my fists were solidly encased in hardened rubber, and when they removed the foot clamps, I found they weren’t much better off.  I could still move them a little, but if I relaxed they immediately went back to the en pointe they’d been set at.  I’d long figured out this was the ultimate latex scene I’d always dreamed about, but just like last time Master Taupe had brought my fantasy to a whole new level.

They propped me up to wrap my torso, although I think that was just to complete the look, since I couldn’t feel anything through the corset and jumbo falsies.  I was covered in so much thick rubber by this point they didn’t even bother to restrain me, since there was absolutely nothing I could do to alter my fate at this point.  I might be able to slowly shamble around the room if I was careful, but there was no way I could manage stairs like this, not even if I crawled!

Now it was time for the part I was really dreading.  Four chains were connected to the posture collar to hold my head steady, tubes were connected to my mouth and nose so I could breathe and be fed, and then they wrapped my head.  It was at least a dozen layers thick and the room grew completely silent after only the third.  They did, however, leave a narrow slit open in front of my eyes so I could still see a tiny bit.  It was a small comfort, but I’d take it.

Some tugging and pulling indicated they added a few more layers here and there, but I was so well wrapped I couldn’t feel a thing.  After a few minutes of no activity I could detect I figured my rubber prison was complete, but that didn’t mean they were done surprising me.

I was carried upstairs and placed on a crotch stand in the front window, held upright with chains connected to my feet, hands, collar, and possibly at my waist as well since I was utterly immobile.  They’d turned me into a giant rubber mummy and put me on display for the whole world to see!

I didn’t have long to wonder why I’d been put in the window, since a phone was held in front of my eyes with a picture that said it all.  It was a picture of me taken from outside, and the sign next to me explained everything.

Our new plus size line of fetish wear and restraints are twice the fun!

Everything fifty percent off until Monday!

I thought I looked more like a plus sized Barbie doll than anything else, but I grudgingly had to admit it was an eye catching display, and we’d probably sell a lot.  Then it dawned on me that I was likely to remain like this for the entire duration of the sale, without even a potty break thanks to the plumbing he’d installed!

Three days trapped in heavy rubber, three days without being able to move a millimeter, and three days with my toys teasing me to the point of madness.  This wasn’t a fantasy it was a nightmare!  Then I saw the phone appear in front of me again, this time displaying the app that controlled my toys.

It said, ‘Hour long edge with big bang boom’, which meant my time as a rubber mummy might not be as boring as I’d feared.  I wasn’t sure if it was a good thing or not, though, since the auto-repeat box was checked!  It was the last thing I saw, other than a strip of latex before it covered my eyes and cut off my last link to the outside world.

All that remained was me, a shitload of rubber, and a vibrator programmed to make me cum once every hour for potentially days on end.  This sucked.  Not the bondage, which was perfect, or the orgasms, which should be amazing after a long build-up, just the video of my scene.  I was so well immobilized it would be hard to tell the difference between a video or a still shot!

On the other hand, this was about as close as I’d ever get get to complete sensory deprivation, so there was nothing to distract me from the experience, and my memory should be crystal clear.  It was easy to imagine that for the next three days, nothing existed except for the two phalluses gently vibrating between my legs, idling like a racecar on the starting line waiting for the green light.  Unlike a drag racer, I already knew I was going to win once every hour, and I mentally drew another checkmark in a box on my bucket list.


Master Taupe’s Birthday Fantasy

Getting me out of my rubber prison was almost as time consuming as getting me in it had been, and I felt as weak as a newborn chick for a full day afterwards, but it had been worth it.  The final orgasm count was lower than I’d thought, since the program was paused for four hours twice a day but achieving orgasm ‘only’ fifty times was still an impressive feat.

Layla was jealous as hell, and moped around for a week, but I didn’t care.  If she wanted to get in on the fun, all she had to do was write out her own bucket list and we’d be happy to oblige.  To be honest I was extremely curious about what bondage fantasies she dreamed of, since we had similar tastes, and I wasn’t above stealing some of her ideas and making them my own.

A bucket list wasn’t static.  It evolved over time, changing as experiences shed light on new possibilities, and new opportunities presented themselves.  For example, after fifty orgasms in a row as a rubber mummy, I wanted to be forced to have an even hundred as the condition of being released from my bondage de jour.

I kept that one to myself and only wrote it down in my secret journal, since Master Taupe had a way of taking a simple idea and running away with it, and a hundred orgasm challenge was no joke.  (Yes, I had a second level list of fantasies I didn’t dare share with anyone, consisting of some things that might be fun to wank over, but were way too scary or extreme to even dream of doing for real.)

It took some doing, but I finally got Master Taupe to reveal one of his own fantasies in time for his birthday, and while it was definitely different, it was totally doable.  I swore I’d surprise him by becoming the best sex doll ever, and after doing a bit of research on the subject, thought it might be kind of fun as well.

This fantasy went all the way back to when he was a teenager and discovered that girls had some interesting bits about them, and like most boys his age, he wanted to know more.  Unfortunately, he was a scrawny, clumsy, geeky kid with no social graces, and had as much chance of getting a girl in bed as he did of getting to the moon by flapping his arms.

He thought a blow-up doll might be a reasonable facsimile but hadn’t been able to acquire one for a variety of reasons.  Later on he’d discovered fetish stories on the internet about girls who were transformed into living sex dolls through a variety of highly improbable methods, and while he knew those stories were impossible in the real world, it had resonated with his earlier wish for a doll.  With a little help from Loni, I was going to become that doll for him!

The first and biggest step was the doll suit itself.  Custom built to my exact measurements out of flesh toned latex, she was able to make it all one piece with the entry point in the back, which would then be sealed for the entirety of my stint as a doll.  (She’d put a zipper in afterwards so the suit could be reused, but for this we didn’t want anything to spoil the look.)

Brilliant blue lenses would cover my eyes so I wouldn’t spoil the role-play effect by visibly blinking, eyelashes, makeup, and nails were painted on, a long blonde wig was glued to my head.  A built-in ring gag would hold my mouth in the classic O-shape of a sex doll.  We talked about insertable sheaths for my pussy and ass so I’d be completely encased but couldn’t figure out an easy way to take care of my inevitable human needs, so we wound up leaving the crotch fully exposed.

I used some long lasting makeup to paint my labia in exaggerated pinks and reds to make it appear more doll-like, and when I slid inside the suit for a trial run, the overall effect was damn near perfect.  I looked so much like a rubber doll that when Loni’s boyfriend Clarence unexpectedly walked in on us, it took him a minute to realize I was human!

While it was embarrassing as hell to be discovered this way by him, it turned out to be fortuitous since he was quite a skilled carpenter, and offered to make a display case for me, just like you’d see around a toy on the shelf of a store.  Well, I wasn’t going to be the kind of doll you’d see on a Wal-Mart shelf, but you get the picture.

When I was young, half the fun of playing with dollies was dressing them up, so I decided this doll needed to ship with a few accessories, although frilly dresses weren’t among them.  Fishnet stockings, knee-high ballet boots, an under bust corset, leather cuffs, and a tall collar were more our speed, plus the restraints would help secure me in the box.

Speaking of the box, it was a masterpiece, plain and simple.  All pink and white on the outside, with the name ‘Bondage Candy’ painted in fancy gold letters, a clear plastic front, form fitting interior, and plenty of discreet holes for ventilation.  I much preferred Candice over Candy, but for this it seemed to fit.

Mindful that I might have to spend long, boring hours in my box, I decided this dolly needed to ship with a pair of buzzing buddies inside.  I programmed them to come on and off at random times and power levels, but nothing too extreme.  It was just enough to let me have the occasional orgasm or two to help the time go by, but not so much that I’d be exhausted when he took me out to play.

Everything was in place, and now it was time to make it happen.  I went to Loni’s early in the day so I could get ready, washing, shaving, and giving myself multiple enemas so I was squeaky clean inside and out.  I felt some trepidation when she sealed me in the doll suit, but we’d all put way too much effort into this venture to give up now.

She had to dress me, since the thick rubber coating on my fingers took away most of my manual dexterity, but it helped get me in the dolly frame of mind, so was probably for the best.  I wasn’t quite so thrilled about letting her insert the toys between my legs but considering some of the predicaments she’d seen me in, and even participated in, I suppose this was small potatoes.  She used a pair of latex panties with snaps for easy removal to hold them in place, and then guided me backwards into the box.

It was propped up at a thirty degree angle and I sort of fell into it when my feet hit the bottom, but once I was in the padded cutouts I found it extremely comfortable.  At least until she strapped me down for shipment.

The tall heels of my boots were slid into holes to hold them properly in place, and carabineer clips were connected to the rings on my cuffs, corset and collar, but she didn’t stop there.  At least a dozen wide straps that I hadn’t noticed went around my limbs and torso, forcing me deep into the padding, and since she was worried about me drooling all over my pristine new outfit, she used a plug gag to immobilize my head.

The extra restraints alarmed me slightly, but then I thought that a doll in a box is usually held in place with shipping straps, so I couldn’t fault her too much.  Besides… tight bondage was what I lived for, and even though the program for my toys hadn’t kicked in yet, I could feel my arousal build.

She called for Clarence once the lid was in place, posed next to me for a picture, and then had him wheel me out on a handcart.  I was slid into the bed of his pickup truck and secured with a couple of cargo straps, but he neglected to cover me with a tarp or anything.  If someone looked inside, they’d see me on display in all my kinky glory!

This was the point when my toys finally started vibrating, and the pleasure they gave helped distract me quite nicely.  At least until they shut off a minute later, and I realized he was already turning onto the street.  For better or worse, there was no stopping it now; I was a rubber sex doll about to be delivered to my new owner.

It was hard to tell from my limited perspective, but I’m pretty sure he took the scenic route to the store.  My toys went on and off a few times during the trip, and despite the moderate settings I’d used, my totally unique bondage helped get me over the edge just as he pulled up to the back door.  I felt a little guilty about cumming before Master Taupe had a chance to even see me, let alone play with me, but I’d been powerless to resist.

After he pulled me out of the truck Loni added a big red ribbon, bow, and the birthday card I’d gotten for him, polished a few fingerprints off the Lexan cover, and rang the doorbell.  Sound was muffled inside my box, but I think it was Janice who answered, and told him to bring me inside.

I was supposed to be placed in our bedroom so I’d be the first thing he saw when he got back from the gym, but instead she laughingly told them to put me on the display floor to see if we could get a few bucks for me.  The scrutiny was humiliating, although I had to admit some of the prices being offered were quite flattering.  I thought for a minute Janice was going to accept when one guy offered ten grand cash for me, but I’ll never know for sure because Master Taupe walked through the door.

“What do we have here?” he asked.

“It’s a present for you, Sir.  Happy birthday!”

“You got me a life-sized Candice doll for my birthday?  How sweet of you, thanks!”

“Umm… you’re welcome.  It took a long time to get everything right, so I hope you enjoy it.”

He had his nose almost pressed to the glass as he inspected me closely, so he missed seeing Janice take his birthday card and toss it behind her.  What the hell?

“The timing couldn’t be better either, Sir, since Candice had to fly out to see her folks, and she’s not sure how long she’ll be gone for.  Some sort of family emergency.  So, what do ya think of it?”

“It lacks a lot of detail so you can tell it’s obviously just a doll, but it’s a fairly close representation of her.  How lifelike is it?”

“More than you could possibly imagine, Sir.  It’s anatomically correct in every detail, and fully posable in case you want to dress it up in something like that new super strict armbinder.  It even has some robotic servos inside to simulate limited movement like breathing, and a heater to keep it at body temperature.  The only thing she lacks is a brain.  It’s supposed to be the best, Sir, but you deserve nothing less.”

“I love it,” he said, giving her a hug and kiss.  “Give me a hand to haul it downstairs.  I’ll check it out when I get some free time, but right now I’ve got a butt load of work to do.”

“No problem, and with Candice out of town, when you’re ready I can give you a more personal present, and you can save the doll for another day,” she said in a sultry tone of voice, one of her hands dropping down to rub his crotch.

This wasn’t how the plan was supposed to go!  Janice was fucking up everything!  I tried to get his attention as they carried me down to the dungeon, but I was too well gagged and restrained to attract any notice.  They left me leaning against the wall by the door, turned off the lights, and left me alone in the dark.

This dolly fantasy was a lot less fun now with the prospect of being left alone for hours, or potentially even days if Janice took care of his carnal needs like she implied.  The moment I was free, I was gonna kill Janice and use this box to bury her in the desert!  On a slightly
 brighter note, at least I still had my buzzing buddies to keep me company.

In fact, thanks to my feeling of absolute helplessness they were working me over double-time.  I came three times over the next few hours or so… although the passage of time was merely a rough guess at this point.  However long it really was, when the lights came on, I was more than ready to get out of the fucking box and call it quits.  This had been a terrible idea.

“How ya holdin’ up, Sweetie?  Need to go to the bathroom or anything?” Janice asked, pressing her ear against the lid so she could hear me better.  “I’ll take ‘uck oo’ as a no, but I don’t know why you’re mad at me.  My quick thinking filled in the holes in your half-assed plan to become his plastic fuck toy, and he really thinks you’re some sort of high-tech doll!  You’re welcome!”

Say what?

“He’s going to fuck your non-existent brains out over and over while ‘Candice’ is out of town, he’s going to do it as a trial run of one of your
 bucket list scenes, and if you play your cards right he might not find out it’s really you until after it’s all over.  You’ll both win.  I also offered to clean his dolly up for him afterwards and then put you back in the box to ‘recharge your systems’, so that’s when I’ll take care of your human needs.  It’s perfect.”

“I even explained away why your holes are stuffed with your favorite toys by saying it was to help set the newly cast rubber to the exact size of his cock, so you’re welcome.  Your toys will charge, and the program should run whenever you’re left alone in the box, although that’ll change in a fucking hurry if you tell me to fuck off again!”

Pissed at how ungrateful I was, she stormed off and left me alone again, giving me time to think.  On the one hand, I was super relieved she hadn’t really betrayed me and screwed me over, but on the other, it meant I might be stuck playing Bondage Candy for a lot longer than anticipated.  There was also the trial run of my bucket list scene to consider.

A lot of my fantasies required planning in advance to make them happen, but only a few of the most extreme ones might possibly require a practice run to get right.  Even more worrisome was the fact that if he thought I was just a doll, he might put me in some truly excruciating positions, and not bother to release me in a timely fashion.

I could only hope Janice would stick close to keep things from getting too far out of hand, but I wasn’t about to count on her intervening unless things became life threatening.  My time as a mere thing for his amusement was going to be more of a challenge than I ever imagined, and for the first time ever I was certain I’d bitten off more than I could chew.


Suspension

With my imagination working at quantum level speeds I should’ve came at least a hundred times before Master Taupe finally came downstairs to unwrap his new toy, but the random program hadn’t been working in my favor.  It left me extremely frustrated, but anyone who lives in Vegas knows the odds are never in your favor when you need them to be, and my luck had never been all that great at the best of times.

The first thing he did when he opened the box was give my tits a squeeze, checking out the merchandise, so to speak.  I tried my best not to react and break character, but it felt so good to be touched after being left in the box for so long, it wasn’t easy.  This dolly was more than ready to be put to its intended use!

He came to the same conclusion and removed my shipping straps, which felt even better than having my tits played with.  They hadn’t been so severe that they cut off circulation to my arms and legs but being restrained by them for so long sure had taken its toll.  Weak limbs were okay, though, since it wasn’t like he’d expect me to move around or anything.

When he popped the snaps to remove my panties and the smell of my arousal wafted out, he laughed and muttered under his breath about how they sure thought of everything to make the doll seem realistic.  I almost broke out laughing at his tone of amazement, and just barely managed to suppress my moan of delight when he pulled out my vibrator and felt around inside me with his fingers.  Staying in character was going to be much more difficult than I’d anticipated.

I grunted when he pulled me out of the box and over his shoulder, but I don’t think he noticed because he grunted too as he took up my weight.  As he carried me over to a table in the middle of the dungeon, he mumbled something about me being damn near as heavy as the real thing.  Geez, dude, I’d lost three pounds this past week, thank you very much.

He laid me face down so he could loosen my corset, and then flipped me over onto my back to unclip the front busks.  As he moved me, I saw I’d drooled on the table, something I had no control over while wearing a ring gag, but hey; that was just another realistic feature, right?

While it was nice to be able to breathe freely again, I stuck with shallow breaths so I’d look more doll like.  He was tying ropes to my ankle and wrist cuffs and pulling my limbs outwards, so it seemed this was going to be a simple spread eagle.  That was fine by me, although he was pulling them damn tight.

I understood why a few minutes later when he pushed the table out from under me, leaving me in a suspended
 spread eagle!  I loved suspension bondage, and my widely splayed legs would give him unparalleled access to my pussy, but this was going to be a tough position if he kept me like this for long.

To make matters worse, his phone rang just as I felt his hand on my thigh, and he was called upstairs to help Layla with something.  As soon as he left the room Janice rushed in.

“Layla will only be able to keep him busy for a few minutes at most, so I need to be brief,” she said hurriedly.  “I was talking to my sister, who’s a doctor over at the university, about this latest game you’re playing.  Rather than being shocked, she said she had a way of making the whole dolly thing even more realistic, but I didn’t think it would be needed until I saw you move and heard you making noise.  Yes, I’m spying on you for your own good.  Deal with it.

“Anyway, she gave me some pills that’ll leave you completely paralyzed yet won’t actually knock you out.  She swears it’s completely safe and you’ll be able to feel everything, and remember everything, but you’ll be completely and utterly helpless until it wears off.  So, my question is simple: do you want to give it a try?  Decide now.”

It sounded like a terrible idea, but it also sounded like it was my best chance to pull this whole dolly fantasy off properly.  One of the stories I’d read had involved something similar, and I wanted his present to be perfect, but I’d almost blown it several times already.  I didn’t have time to debate the pros and cons, so despite my reservations, I nodded yes and swallowed the bitter pills she quickly popped in my mouth.

“Good luck.  I’ll try and find a way to slip you a couple more later on to make sure the stuff doesn’t wear off until he’s done playing with you, maybe by… shit, he’s coming!”

“What are you doing down here?” he asked.

“Umm, I thought that since this is a trial run for one of her special fantasies, you might want a female’s opinion on what she might like best, Sir.  I can also help if you’re planning on doing more suspensions, although I’ll leave if you’d rather be alone.”

It sounded like a pretty lame excuse to me, since Master Taupe knew me better than Janice ever would, and he was an absolutely amazing rigger, so he wouldn’t need any help no matter how complicated the bondage was.  He was, however, fairly well distracted at this point, and just said she could help out by filming some close-ups so he could review the bondage later.

I wasn’t exactly thrilled about having her closely watch me getting used as a sex doll, but it was a good thing from a safety point of view.  Whatever those pills were, they were already starting to work, and it was probably only a matter of minutes before I was as helpless as she promised.

It started by relaxing my stiff muscles, followed by a tingling in my fingers that went away as it took further hold.  My racing heart slowed, and I felt a little light-headed and distanced from my body, but not any more than if I’d taken a couple shots of tequila.  I most definitely felt it when he slathered some lube on my pussy, so Janice hadn’t lied when she said I’d still be able to enjoy being his dolly.

When I felt him enter me, I tried to test the effect of the pills by wiggling my fingers and then my toes but failed at both.  For better or worse, I had no longer had any more free will than a real sex doll!  His need must’ve been great, because he took me hard and fast, shooting his load in what, for him, was record time.

He finished so fast I’d gotten close, but hadn’t had time to cum myself, and I realized that was a definite drawback to being used as a dolly; I was here for his pleasure, not mine.  I was mostly
 okay with that since this scene was his birthday present, but this promised to be a long, frustrating night if I wasn’t able to have a few orgasms of my own!  It also gave me a new appreciation of what an attentive lover he normally was, since that was the first time we’d ever had sex and I hadn’t cum.

“Damn!” he said, pulling out.  “It’s a good thing I never had a doll like this when I was young or I never would’ve left my dorm room.  This is the best birthday present ever!”

“Glad ya like it, Sir,” Janice replied, barely suppressing a laugh.  “I hope you get plenty of use out of it.”

“Oh, you can count on it,” he chuckled.  “With Candice out of town, this is the best chance I’ll have to see how many kinds of suspension positions I can put her in and still have sex with her.  There’s at least a dozen I want to try, although it might take me a couple of days to get through them all, and she never answered her phone when I called to ask how long she’d be gone for.”

“Us girls definitely have the advantage over guys when it comes to cumming multiple times in a night,” Janice said.

“Hey, how serious were you when you said you wanted to help?”

“I’ll do whatever you need, Sir.”

“Since I really want to get through all these suspensions tonight, how do you feel about stepping in as a pinch hitter, and taking my place with a strap-on while my batteries recharge?”

“Umm… I’m not really sure that’s a good…”

“You’d be doing me a huge
 favor if you feel up for it,” he said, cutting off her objections.

“Well… okay. I guess it won’t hurt, and how can I say no on your birthday?”

“I appreciate it, and you can have some fun of your own if you’re inclined.  Felicity makes a strap-on that curves down and then back up inside you, and that end is a motion activated vibrator.  The faster you fuck with it, the faster it’ll buzz away.”

“Sounds like fun, Sir.  Where is it?”

“We don’t have one down here so I’ll have to grab one off the shelf.  I’ll be right back.”

“Sorry about this, but I couldn’t come up with a good reason to say no,” said, squatting down by my head.  “I’ll do my best to make it as good for you as I can, because while it was impossible to tell for sure now that the pills have done their job, I’m willing to bet you didn’t cum before he did.

“Speaking of which, it sounds like this is going to be a much longer night than I thought, so I better give you a few more while I have the chance.  Her text said they last a couple of hours each, so three more should do the trick. I’ll sneak back down after he goes to bed to check in on you and help you out of your box if you want to walk around, stretch, or whatever.”

I felt the pills hit the back of my mouth, and she was able to get me to swallow them by rubbing my throat.  I cursed at the unexpected extension to my time as a dolly, but it was too late to complain even if I was capable of raising any objections.  I was in for the long haul now.

When Master Taupe returned, he gave the toy to Janice, and changed my position from a face up spread eagle to a face down one.  Hanging like this from my wrists and ankles was simple on the surface, but the way it arched my back made it feel more like a really tight hogtie than anything else, and I hoped Janice wasn’t going to take much longer getting ready.

As if I’d summoned her, I felt a hand on my hip and the tip of a dildo at my pussy.  As she applied pressure and it began to fill me, I realized it was much bigger than the ones I used on a regular basis, and I’d be groaning and gasping if I was able to make a sound.  At least it felt like she’d lubed it up well, and the knobby head felt pretty damn good going past my G-spot.

Once Janice started bucking her hips, I knew it wouldn’t take me long to cum, and based on the delighted sounds and comments she was making, she’d most likely be joining me pretty fast herself.  Then I jinxed myself by thinking this wasn’t so bad, and Master Taupe changed the game.

“One moment please, Janice,” he said.  “You’re in the wrong hole for this position, so if you don’t mind…”

“Umm… yes Sir.”

It felt twice as big going in the back door as it did in the front, but I was fairly sure it was the same toy; I’d just never had anything that big in there before.  It hurt a little, but not as much as missing out on yet another orgasm when I’d been mere moments away.  To add insult to injury, I heard Janice cum quite noisily, and based on the way her vibrator worked it meant she literally pounded the shit out of me until she was finished.

He lowered me to the ground after that, but I barely had a minute’s rest before he approached with an armful of ropes and dumped them beside me.  He flipped me over onto my butt and raised my arms again so he could tie a harness around my chest and waist, then lowered my arms and lifted my feet so he could wrap ropes around each knee and thigh.

All this up and down stuff was different than his usual style, but I guess he figured he didn’t need to rush or work any harder than he had to if he was only tying up a doll, and it wasn’t like I could do anything to make the rigging easier for him.  After a few more adjustments I was ready for my next suspension, with my feet tied together behind my head and my arms above me.

He only raised me up a few inches so he could check that the various support ropes were taking up my weight equally, and since it put my mouth right at the perfect height, he wasted no time shoving his already hard cock straight down my throat.  Oddly enough I found my gag reflex wasn’t a problem, but I was disappointed he went through all this trouble just for a blowjob.

He hadn’t.  After a couple minutes he raised me higher and sank his glorious cock right where I needed it most.  Now this was more like it!  He fucked me hard, but without the earlier urgency, and I was able to cum twice before he finished.  I needed that!

He left me hanging while he took a short break, and then put me in a vertical hogtie to let Janice have another turn.  She wasn’t hesitant at all this time and went at it with such reckless abandon we both came twice, and I was well on my way to a third when she finally needed to rest.  I wouldn’t have minded a bit of a break myself, but the benefit to being an inanimate object was I didn’t have to expend nearly as much energy as I would have if I’d been an active participant.  That was a good thing, because Master Taupe hadn’t been joking when he said he had at least a dozen different suspensions he wanted to try.

I was screwed folded over like a lawn chair and in a ball tie, wrapped in two complicated Japanese Shibari positions, and one that practically had me doing the splits in midair.  I endured a tough horizontal frog tie with arms pulled down to the floor in a strappado, a vertical one with my arms in a reverse prayer, and even an upside down one for a long, drawn out blowjob.

It was a grueling night from a bondage point of view, but other than the occasional oversized dildo up the ass, I loved every minute of it.  It was definitely a bucket list-worthy night for both of us, and the last two suspensions he planned were the most memorable of all.

The first was a straitjacket built entirely out of ropes, and while extremely tight, it provided just as much support as a real straitjacket.  Hanging upright and with my legs simply dangling below me, it was the kind of suspension I could handle almost indefinitely, but life in the dungeon was never that simple.

He had Janice put on a pair of heels so they’d be about the same height, and then had her take me from behind while he went at it from the front.  I’d never felt so stretched and stuffed before.  Being used like this by both of them at once made me feel more than ever like the sex doll I was pretending to be.

I was just a thing to be used for their amusement and pleasure, although to be honest, I was getting plenty of my own while they rocked me back and forth between them.  I came hard three times before Janice gave up in exhaustion after her second.  I might have even had a fourth if Master Taupe hadn’t unexpectedly stopped when she did.

I believe he figured he only had one more left in him, and wanted to save it for the last suspension, the one my bucket list fantasy was actually about; the suspended strappado.  Due to the way he’d tied the rope straitjacket, he was able to release my arms from the hugging grip the jacket was famous for and reposition them together behind me.  Crushingly tight, I might add.

It was easier than I’d expected, with most of my weight being carried by the rope jacket, particularly in the chest area.  It actually felt like some pretty good breast bondage once my feet left the floor and were taken up so high my torso was parallel to the floor, but then he raised my hands until I was in a true strappado, and I realized why so few people could handle being suspended like this.

It got even tighter when he realized he didn’t have enough room to get between my legs properly and added ropes to my knees so he could spread them wide.  The tension everywhere was so intense it was a good thing those pills hadn’t worn off yet, or I might be tempted to use my safe word before he could fuck me like this, and that was the whole point as far as I was concerned.

He was ready to go since he hadn’t cum during the last position, and slipped extra slowly inside me, as if to savor the moment.  I knew I was, but as much as I’d wanted to do this, part of me hoped he didn’t last too long since this really was a difficult position, and every time he thrust it was going to push me back and forth and increase the strain on my aching shoulders.

It was both as bad as I’d feared and as good as I’d hoped.  He fucked me slowly over the next ten minutes or so, and while my body was at its utter limit, the pleasure was incredible and I came right as he did in an explosion that would’ve left me as limp as a rag doll if I wasn’t already one.

He released me completely right afterwards, and asked Janice to clean up the mess and put me back in my box so he could grab a beer and order some pizza.  He declared he was going to eat an entire pie, drink a six pack, sleep until late tomorrow afternoon, and then fuck his dolly one final time before getting ready for his birthday party.

God, I sure wish I could have a beer and a slice, followed by a half day of rest in a bed instead of a box.  I was going to be an exhausted bag of bones for his big party tomorrow, but I’d managed to pull it off.  I’d been a perfect dolly tonight, and as tired as I was, I might even be able to get enough rest to be more lively than a zombie tomorrow.  Or not…

Janice had taken his instructions literally, and packed me away just as I was when I arrived, complete with both buzzing buddies running on the random program, and all the shipping straps pulled as tight as she could get them.  I wasn’t too worried since she’d promised to let me out in the middle of the night after the pills had worn off, but unknown to me at the time, Lady Luck hadn’t finished screwing with me yet.  In fact, she was just getting started.


The Bondage Birthday Bash

My night in the box was a somewhat surreal mix of frustration or pleasure, depending on what the random program dealt me.  There were no lights, clocks, or windows in the dungeon, and combined with numerous brief naps, it meant I had no idea what time it was, or more importantly, how much longer I’d have to wait for Janice to let me out.

It felt like ages since I’d been put away and left alone, but it couldn’t have been near as long as it seemed since the pills hadn’t even worn off yet.  For quite some time I remained certain that any minute now she’d return, but my optimism faded a bit with each new random cycle, and after a while I knew she wasn’t coming.

She probably fell asleep waiting for Master Taupe to go to bed.  When she finally
 showed up, her hair was a mess and she was wearing the same clothes as yesterday, so I’d been right and her first words confirmed my guess.

“Sorry, Candice,” she yawned, fumbling with the first strap.  “I fell asleep on the office couch, but it’s still pretty early in the morning.  There’s plenty of time before Master Taupe wakes up and wants to play again, and I’ll take care of everything for the party myself in case you want to rest after the big reveal.”

Early morning?  If it was early morning then why couldn’t I move yet?  Janice asked the same question herself once she’d released me, and found I was still completely unresponsive and well, as limp as a rag doll.  She swore and said she needed to call her sister, rushed off, and returned a minute later with the phone to her ear.

“Yes, she seems fine other than not being able to move… all last night and this morning… I gave her five… don’t yell at me… your text said they only lasted two hours… oh shit, are you serious… that was one hell of a thing to make a typo on… shit, shit, shit… okay, I’ll see you in a bit.”

She hung up and turned to me with an expression that said as clear as day that I wasn’t going to like what I was about to hear.

“Umm… don’t be mad, but we may have a teensy
 little problem on our hands,” she began.  “The good news is you’re gonna be perfectly fine once the pills wear off, but the bad news is that my fumble fingered sister made a typo when she typed how long each one lasts.  She meant to type ‘12’ but the idiot missed hitting the number one!”

Her words made my mind go blank for a moment, but not so much that I couldn’t do simple math.  Five pills at twelve hours each meant a total of sixty hours, and assuming I’d already been like this for around ten or twelve of them, that meant I still had two entire days left before I could move again!

“Jodi’s rushing right over and will be here in twenty minutes or less, but I don’t think there’s anything she can do other than check your vitals and take care of your basic needs.  I’m afraid your sex doll fantasy is going to last a little longer than anticipated, but it isn’t my fault; I was only trying to help but was given bad information!”

While nothing showed on the surface, in my mind I raged at how badly this had gone wrong, screamed in frustration, cursed up a storm, and finally broke out laughing at the sheer absurdity of the situation.  Why do these things keep happening to me?  If it wasn’t for bad luck, I’d have none at all.

Jodi may have been a lousy texter, but as a nurse she knew her business well; she didn’t bother with introductions or small talk and went straight to work checking my vitals and getting some fluids inside my body.  Once I was hydrated, she had a hurried conversation with Janice I couldn’t quite hear, and then the two of them took me out of the box and carried me to the shower stall for some reason.  Were they going to cut me out of my suit?

Since I couldn’t stand on my own, they connected my wrist cuffs to the hooks installed in the ceiling and literally left me hanging, while they left to do whatever the hell it was they’d decided to do.  Jodi returned first, and I thought she might be a kinky doll fetishist herself when she knelt down in front of me and spread my labia, but no… it was so she could drain my bladder with a catheter.  The shower stall made sense now, since she wouldn’t have to worry about making a mess, and the enema equipment was in here as well.

It was embarrassing as hell to have those needs attended to by a complete stranger, but as a nurse I guess she’d seen and done a lot worse.  Janice returned just as she was finishing up, carrying a bowl and a funnel with a hose taped to the end.  Jodi stuck the tube down my throat and poured the goop in the bowl straight into my stomach, which was more than a little degrading, but probably easier than getting me to swallow the stuff normally.

“So that’s all we can do for her?” Janice asked once they were finished.

“Pretty much,” Jodi shrugged.  “There’s no antidote, although in theory hard physical labor or exercise would help burn it out of her system faster.  That’s a bit of a non-starter, though, since she can’t even muster up the muscle control to flip us off, let alone work out as hard as she’d need to.  I’m afraid she’s stuck as a sex doll for her Master for the next two days, but at least she’s enjoying herself.”

“Huh?”

“If her nipples were any harder they’d cut through her rubber suit like a hot knife through butter, her vaginal secretions closely resemble a leaky faucet, and her clitoris is so engorged with blood I bet you could make her achieve climax in ten seconds or less from just a little rubbing.  There’s a thought; make her cum hard often enough and you could probably shave off a little time.”

“Really?  How many times do you think?”

“I was just making a little joke.  Best case scenario is a climax would counter maybe ten minutes worth of the drug, so she’d have to reach orgasm dozens of times, maybe even a hundred or more to make any kind of significant difference.  I don’t know about you or her, but three in a row is all I can personally handle, so forget it.  I say we just put her back in the box and call it a day.”

“Fine,” Janice grumbled, as they manhandled me out of the shower.  “Wait… let’s sit her in the bondage swing… it should be a lot more comfortable than the box.”

That was the first good idea I’d heard all day.  The swing could be used to restrain me in practically any position, but the default was something like a Zero-G chair and was pretty damn comfortable.  Janice used minimal restraints to hold me in place since it was obvious I wasn’t going anywhere, and then Jodi packed up her bag and left, promising to return later to help with my upkeep.  Once she was gone, Janice turned to me with a naughty smile on her face.

“My sister severely underestimated your capacity for multiple orgasms, and I’m willing to bet we can shorten your dolly time by several hours at a minimum, and maybe a whole lot more.  I need to work out a few details still, but I think I got a plan that’ll work.  In the meantime, let’s see if she was right about the ten second orgasm!”

She spit on her hand, and that was all the warning I got before she rubbed her fingers over my clit as fast as she could, sending me from a slow idle to past the red line almost as fast as Jodi had predicted.  I think it was closer to fifteen before my eyes rolled up in my head and an explosion of pleasure overwhelmed me.

My buzzing buddies were great for unlimited and irresistible orgasms but getting pleasured by a real person was a different beast altogether.  Janice didn’t stop at just the one either.  Sge brought me off numerous times with both fingers and tongue until I was cum drunk and delirious.  I don’t know if it really had an effect on how long I’d be stuck as a dolly or not, but this was one helluva lot better than being left alone in my damn box for hours on end.

Janice had even gotten into the spirit of things herself.  I don’t know if she used a toy or just her free hand, but she screamed in pleasure twice while eating me out, and I suspected having some one-on-one time with me was something she wanted more for reasons of her own than to help me end my predicament early.

Taking that thought a step further, maybe she’d known full well how long those pills would last and had deliberately set me up so she could get some playtime in with me!  No, that was just me being paranoid; there were plenty of times when I’d been left bound and helpless in the dungeon, and she could’ve taken advantage of me to her heart’s content.  Master Taupe would’ve found it amusing and might even have cheered her on or offered to help.

“Well, never let it be said I wasn’t willing to go the extra mile to help you out,” she said coquettishly.  “I’d keep going, but it’s getting close to the time when someone else will be coming to play with you, and he can pick up where I left off.  It’s a shame you’ll be back in the box for the party, but to help the time go by faster I’ve reprogrammed your toys to make you cum every fifteen minutes until the pills wear off.

“I figured out that’s you wanted all along, albeit not quite this way, otherwise you wouldn’t have had the wireless charging station built in to your dolly box, or left your extra kinky bucket list open on the office computer.  It was quite an interesting read, and I admit I had to rub out a quickie halfway through it.

“Personally, I don’t think I could do the hundred orgasm challenge myself, but if anyone can it’s you.  To be honest, I’m a little jealous.  Anyway, it’s time for me to say goodbye for now, but I’ll be back before the party starts to make sure you’re safely put away in your box, and again afterwards to check in on you and also help you along again.”

Oh shit!  Had I really been stupid enough to leave my secret bucket list where anyone could find it?  Obviously I had, but I sure hadn’t expected to ever experience anything on that list, and I definitely didn’t ask Loni or Clarence to build a charging station into the box.  It explained why my buddies were still able to buzz away after so many hours of use, but not who put it there.

Janice gave me a deep tongue kiss before leaving, but she must’ve passed Master Taupe on the stairs because the door hadn’t even closed before he walked in.  He wore a light robe that showed an obvious tent at groin level, which I found most impressive considering how many times he’d cum last night.  The guy was a friggen machine!

He shrugged out of his robe as he approached, but rather than plunging straight in like I expected, he took the time to fondle and caress me.  I don’t know why he bothered doing foreplay with a sex doll, but I wasn’t about to question my luck; I was in heaven.

Then he entered me slowly, and barely got the bulbous head inside me before withdrawing and going back in marginally further.  He stuck to that method with every thrust, working his way deeper a mere fraction of an inch at a time, driving me so wild I couldn’t help myself, and came before even half the length of his shaft was inside me.

Just as being stimulated by Janice’s fingers and tongue was more satisfying than an orgasm from my buzzing buddies, cumming on his cock was even better.  It was a deeper, richer kind of orgasm, and the waves of pleasure that radiated through me seemed to start from further within.

Best of all was how long a climax like this lasted… it was almost like each pulse was its own mini peak, and I felt like I could stay up on this mountaintop forever.  I couldn’t, obviously, but the whole time he fucked me I never descended far, so I wound up back on the peak more times than I could count.

It was without a doubt the most satisfying sex we’d ever had, and that’s saying a lot.  When he finally picked up the speed and strength of his thrusts, he also began rubbing his thumb over my clit, so the final couple of minutes were the best of all.  What I can remember of them, anyway.  Such extreme and extended pleasure short-circuited something in my brain, and the next thing I knew he was carrying me over to the box.

Before placing me inside he dressed me just as I’d been when I was first delivered, with corset, ballet boots, and both of my buzzing buddies held in place with those tight latex panties.  It was no surprise that he used the too-convenient shipping straps to hold me in place, as well as the plug gag to immobilize my head, but what did surprise me was when he started talking to me.

“I can’t begin to say how appreciative I am at the lengths you went to in order to make my silly old fantasy come true,” he said in a surprisingly tender voice.

It figures he knew it was me all along, after all he wasn’t stupid.

“I’m especially impressed that you even went so far as to let Janice give you those pills, although I’m not very happy she gave you so many you’ll miss my party tonight.  It was only supposed to be one, so I’ll be having words with her about that, and with her sister too.  To be blunt, I almost shit a brick when Jodi called and said you took five!

“Unfortunately, there’s nothing to be done about it now.  You’re stuck as the Bondage Candy Doll for the entire party, but at least you won’t be too bored.  The random program for your buddies should still be active, and I gave Clarence a charging station to build into the box to ensure dead batteries wouldn’t ruin your fun last night.  You can probably cum a few times during the party without anyone knowing, and I know how much those public, yet secret orgasms wind you up.  Now that I think about it, I just may have to use my phone to override the program and give you a few extras!

“Try not to have too
 much fun, though, since I’m already planning on taking you out for a marathon session after everyone goes home, and see if I can’t set a new record for how long I make love to you.  Heck, as extra special thanks, if I stop and switch to my tongue when I get too close to blowing my load, I might even be able to keep you in constant orgasmic bliss for hours on end!  Wouldn’t that be something?!”

That would be something alright.  Between the modified program for my buzzing buddies, Master Taupe’s extra overrides, a marathon fuck-fest with him, and Janice’s promised late night fun, I was going to hit my ludicrous hundred orgasm challenge with ease.  He was right about one thing though; my remaining time as the Bondage Candy Doll was definitely not going to be boring!
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