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Club 738 - Club Slave



The private bar opened onto a seductively lit pool. Club 738 was a refuge from civilization and reason, a pleasure palace where anything was permitted for wealthy clients to regain their sanity. For some it was too much, pushing them over the edge.

Jane looked around and not for the first time that evening, wondered why her new boyfriend Paul had brought her here. She was the only full-dressed woman, in her skintight black cocktail dress and sexy “fuck me” heels.

Boss watched her from the bar inside. She was a beautiful young woman, slightly over dressed, sitting alone at one of the best tables by the stage. As he approached, she looked up, eager for a man’s attention.  

He sat down opposite her. For a moment, he studied her beautiful face bathed in candle light. Her long dark hair fell to her shoulders with the slightest of waves. Her eyes were large with bright blue pupils that followed his every expression.

Her unblemished skin radiated over her classical features. Her dress teased with a glimpse of cleavage that shifted with her every move. She took in his dark curly hair and chiseled features.

His lips were full and red and looked good enough to bite into. She shifted nervously in her chair, embarrassed by hardening nipples under the thin fabric of her dress. The warm feeling continued to spread through her body. She started to feel aroused as she wondered where Paul was.

Again, she met his dark dangerous eyes, and quickly turned away. A tiny smirk played at the corners of his mouth, as if he knew the effect he was having on her. He got up, and moved around the table and stood behind her.

Jane felt his heat closing in on her. He was now too close to be an accident and his scent was heavy, masculine, and intoxicating. She tried to move to the side but was stopped by his hand on her shoulder. His touch was almost electric, spreading throughout her entire body.

Now she felt his breath right next to her ear. His voice was low and smooth and the hair on the back of her neck rose. Her heart increased pace again as she felt the palm of his hand move around the nape of her neck and the heat lingered on her skin, almost burning.

“I’ve taken a liking to you. No disrespect or anything but it’s not because you’re the most beautiful girl to grace the club, but you do have a...”

Boss found himself searching for the right word. “...a certain manner, a presence that I want as a Club 738 party girl. I think you’re an intelligent woman, right? That’s right, just nod your head. Now, I’m going to give you a chance to use that pretty little head of yours to save yourself a lot of discomfort.”

Jane sat there as pearls of sweat gathered at the nape of her neck and she bit her lower lip to keep quiet. Her nipples were hard and ached to be released from the confines of her tight dress. The wetness pooled between her legs. 

There was something about his demanding tone that made her feel slightly afraid, but also ashamed and aroused. “I’m here with my boyfriend,” she managed to squeak out.

“Now Jane. That’s your name, right? Paul isn’t coming back for you. Let’s stop pretending you’re a good girl. What I’m going to do, Jane, is give you your freedom. In return, you’ll be a plaything. I won’t be telling you what to do all the time. You’ll have to be creative.”

She felt his hand tighten around her nape and pull her closer into his chest.

“Have you ever been bound and gagged, Jane?  I mean stripped naked, tied up, and spread open then fucked. Then shared with other men so they can have a piece of you?”

Her cheeks glowed and she exhaled a short puff of air over her nose and forehead to cool down. It didn’t help, the heat wave spread throughout her body, centering on a tight knot in her stomach. She tried to cross her legs in a vain attempt to stop what was happening.
“Of course you haven’t. It will be my pleasure to take you, Jane and cum on that lovely face of yours. You’re so vulnerable and there are so many things that can be done to you. Especially in a place like this.”

Boss massaged Jane’s left breast through her dress. Her nipple hardened between his skilled fingers as her chest flushed bright red in embarrassment.

“I bet your cunt smells like vanilla.”

He folded her arms behind her back so that her hands touched her elbows. This had the effect of pushing her breasts forward causing them to become even more prominent.  Her erect nipples stood out like organ stops.

Holding her arms in place with one hand, he removed his tie with the other. He then wrapped the tie around her forearms, fastening her hands behind her back and she suddenly felt very aware of her vulnerability.

“Stand up. I want to look at you.”

As Jane obediently stood up and turned for his inspection. Her pearl necklace glowed in the light, fiery streaks exploded from the diamonds on her wrist. Boss gently applauded and stomped his heavy shoes on the floor.

Taking hold of her hands, he stood looking down at her body. “Paul was right. I do like you.”

Slowly Boss put his arms around her, keeping hold of her hands as he did so. He pushed her up against the table and took her breasts in his hands running his thumbs over her hard peaked nipples. 

She thrust her hips forwards against the huge bulge of his hard cock outlined through his suit trousers. 

“I’m going to fuck you, Jane,” he said, as he turned her around and guided her through the crowd. 

As she walked in front of him, his right hand cupped her ass cheeks, squeezing the soft flesh as she walked in front of him. He pushed his hand between her legs to cup her pussy from behind and she stumbled slightly at the unexpected rush of arousal that flooded her body. 

As she walked, she scanned the crowd for Paul. “If things get out of hand, I can always just leave,” she thought to herself as she looked around, and saw female slaves giving men backrubs, or serving as ornamental slaves, shown off on leashes.

Boss pulled her into a private room where draped over a table, on a white linen tablecloth were two beautiful young girls positioned side by side with a head at each end of the table. They were naked apart from the food that covered their bodies.

Sauces and juices pooled around their bodies. Their legs were spread wide to reveal a pussy stuffed with cherries on one, caviar in the other, both presented on sterling silver mirrored trays. Each girl’s limb was tied to the serving board with the restraints more decorative than functional.

Tiny posts in the serving board gave the girls something to grip in their hands. They needed that to help their straining stomach muscles that were sucked in to form a bowl for the dressing. Their mouths held custom fitted containers of dip.

Laughing and joking, men reached over to eat pussy stuffing.  Another man guided a slave’s head to the honey coated leg of the beautiful young dish. Boss picked up a spoon and inserted into the young girl’s pussy. After scooping out some caviar, he filled his mouth.

Putting down the spoon, he stared at her. “So, what do you think, Jane? Are you a slut? Were you born to serve?”

Boss pushed her up against the table, twisting her head back so he could kiss her, grinding his hard cock into her buttocks as he did so, pushing her pussy against the hard edge of the table.  After a little while, his right hand left her breast to slip between their bodies and through her legs from behind to again cup her pussy.

He buried his fingers into her hard.  She could hear the sloshing sound of his fingers going in and out of her now very wet pussy. Just as she was ready to go over the edge, he stepped back from her.

“Please, no sex.”

Boss didn’t bother to respond. He knew that very soon she’d be begging him to fuck her, just like they all did. He met her eyes and she saw his unspoken cue to follow him. She followed him, as if in a trance. 

Jane didn’t know what was going to happen but she knew that she needed to find out. The heels on her shoes felt thin and unsteady as she tried to keep up with him. As she followed him deeper into the large room, she saw that all the female slaves wore neck collars, armbands, wristbands, thigh bands and ankle bands made of leather. 

A few of the slaves wore very short black leather skirts and white, see through blouses. Some wore panties, but most didn’t. The few that did wore red latex panties with cutouts exposing their pussies. 

When they bent over the tables to deliver drinks, they made a point of keeping their legs straight and bent forward from the waist. This movement ensured their short skirts rode up above the round cheeks of their buttocks to clearly show every one near enough if they were wearing panties. 

Only a few of them wore bras and those that did were shiny black latex with holes displaying their protruding nipples. Most of the slaves had pierced nipples including all the girls who wore the rubber bra. 

Some wore studs through them but there were several who sported gold rings with linking chains. There were even two with padlocks hanging from their nipple rings.

In the centre of the room, hanging above the dance floor were two gilded cages. Inside each were two naked female slaves gyrating to the music. They had nipple rings, belly button rings, and rings through their labia.

The slaves were connected by light chains running between them, attached to the opposite ring on their partner.  Jane could tell they had to be careful not to pull too hard on the chains or they would do themselves some serious damage.

As Jane looked around, she found that all this sexual display was making her even more aroused.  As she walked, she saw one of the slaves bend over a table and saw a man put his hand in between her legs.

She stared as the man’s fingers disappeared into the slave’s body and she made no effort to stop him.  The two other men sitting at the table each cupped one of her breasts through the fabric of her blouse and the man sitting on the far side of the table leaned forward to kiss the slave.

“I have a private room for you,” Boss said over his shoulder, without looking at her.

When they reached the room, it was quite large with a huge bed in the middle and a table in the corner. Guiding her to the table, he barked, “Stand there and don’t move,” as he walked over to a large wooden chest.

When he returned, he held a skipping rope and a sharp knife. Jane watched as he cut off the wooden handles from the ends of the skipping rope then cut several pieces off the rope. He came and knelt behind her and grabbed hold of her left ankle and pulled her towards the nearest table leg.

Boss used one of the pieces of rope to tie her ankle to the table leg. He then took hold of her right ankle and pulled that to the opposite table leg and tied her right ankle to it. Jane was now standing with her pussy pressed against the table edge with her legs spread wide apart and her hands tied behind her back.

He stood back to admire his work and a slow sexy smile spread across his face, obviously very pleased with what he had done.

“My darling. You know that your body is no longer yours alone. I don’t expect you to understand that right away but I have lessons to teach you. You’ll come to understand and except my ownership of your body,” he said. “You’re now a Club 738 Party Slave.”

Jane was still half-dazed from the sexual high that she had been on from his hand masturbation that she had been enjoying moments before. Boss moved to just behind her, and grasping the side of her panties, brought the knife down and cut them off her body.

She moaned as he continued her unveiling by cutting her dress from the top, all the way down the back, exposing her back and exquisite ass completely, ripping it off her body with a finality and stepping back to enjoy the fruits of his labor.

“Look at yourself, slave. You’re delicious. No man will look the other way in your presence?” he said to her. “It’s a great privilege you know, to be fucked by my clients. These are some of the most powerful men in the world. And they want you. They want to fuck you. I want to fuck you.”

Jane was still twisted slightly as she looked at Boss over her shoulder. Glancing down at herself, she saw that in this position with her legs spread, her ass cheeks were spread apart also. Boss stepped forward and lightly slapped her ass.

“You’re making me hard, Jane.”

Pushing her ass out as much as her position would allow, she invited him to take her. He ignored her invitation and continued lightly slapping her buttocks. Each slap jolted her pubic bone against the hard edge of the table, causing her clit to rub against the wood.

She found herself getting aroused again. Boss continued slapping her until she found herself rising towards a climax from the rubbing of her clit against the hard wood.

Boss realized what was happening and started to talk to her. “Fuck the table, slut. Show me what you’re capable of. Prove I haven’t wasted my time on you.”

Jane responded by wriggling against the wood to increase the massaging of her clit. To encourage her further, his slaps grew harder.

“You are a little slut aren’t you! There are many men here tonight who want to fuck you. They are watching you right now and their cocks are hard. Look over there,” he said as he pointed to the two-way mirror.

“My clients are watching you right now. Their cocks are aching to fuck you. Does that turn you on?”

The thought of being watched as she massaged her clit against the table was too much for her. She suddenly started to come, screaming with the exquisite sensation. When she came down from the high of her climax, Boss left the room leaving her tied to the table.

She screamed at him to come back and fuck her. A few minutes later, Boss returned and came back to the table. He bent down, and picked up the two discarded skipping rope handles and shoved one into her pussy, rubbing it backwards and forwards until it was nice and wet, then slid it up through her ass crack until he reached her asshole.

Boss pushed the now wet wooden handle into her asshole as far as it would go until the flange on the end nestled against her. He then pushed the second handle into her pussy.

“That should keep you aroused for a little while,” he told her as he turned away and walked out of the room again. “We’ll be watching you, Jane. Watching you try to fuck yourself,” he said as he pointed towards the two-way mirror. “I want a good show for my clients.”

Now here she was wet, willing, and ready to go but unable to do anything but await the return of him and she couldn’t even play with herself.  Behind her on the wall was the two-way mirror and she stared at the image of herself. 

The mirror he pointed to was just far enough away and hung at just the right angle that her ass was the centre of the reflection. Spread as she was she could see the head of the two handles sticking out from her, small pieces of rope attached to each of them hanging down between her legs.

Jane could also see her pussy dripping from her climax, creating a small wet pool on the floor between her legs. She wanted him to come back quickly and fuck her now. She wanted his cock inside her, not the uncomfortable but smooth pieces of wood.

Boss returned a few minutes later and this time he was only wearing an open black silk robe.  His huge, thickly veined cock jutted out hard from his trimmed pubic hair. She noticed a metal ring at the base of his cock.

A leather strap ran across his scrotum, separating it into two hard round pouches, to a second metal ring that ran around his cock from behind his scrotum. He moved in behind her and pushed her down so she was now lying across the tabletop.

He slapped her ass a few more times to warm her up again. After about half a dozen slaps he pulled the handle out of her pussy leaned over her and held it against her mouth.

“Open up, slut,” he ordered, “You can suck this while I fuck your cunt.”

Jane opened her mouth and allowed him to insert the sopping wet wood. She closed her teeth on it to hold it into place.

“You’re a real hot piece of ass, you know. My hot piece of ass. I knew you would take to this like the true slut that you are. Bent over like this you’re all ass in fact.”

He tugged at the rope hanging from the handle up her ass, pulling it out slightly. Then he pushed it back into her. “Yes all ass... and a tight one at that. Very soon I’m going to fuck this tight, little, virgin ass in front of everyone. But first I’m going to fuck your cunt!”

Without removing the handle from her ass, Boss rubbed his pulsating cock head against her wet pussy. “Soon, I’ll hear your voice in my ear, begging me to go deeper, harder. You’ll be begging for my teeth on your lips.”

Jane screamed as his thick cock drove into her. “Oh Fuck,” she gasped. “OH FUCK!!!” She cried out again as he pulled her further onto his rock hard cock.

“AAAAAAAHHHHH,” she moaned. “It hurts. You’re going to hurt me,” she screamed.

But deeper he thrust, as she squirmed on his thick hard cock, shuddering as her overstuffed pussy stretched to accommodate the invader. A small shudder of an orgasm rippled outwards from her clit, causing her to arch her back, allowing him to inch a fraction deeper.

The grating of his cock head along her walls intensified her shudder and she responded by driving herself further onto him, her hips bucking against him. He had driven himself as deep as any other man had ever gone with his first few thrusts.

As Boss thrust his cock into her pussy, he began to do what he had promised.  He moved the wooden phallus in her ass in rhythm with the movements of his cock in her pussy. She could feel the hard rod inserted in her ass rubbing against his thick cock through the thin membrane that separated her two orifices.

Jane felt she was being well and truly fucked in both holes. His talk about fucking her in the ass had somehow focused her concentration on that area and made her super sensitive to the rod buried deep. 

Still deeper he drove his cock and again she responded by driving herself further onto him, her hips bucking against him. They fucked like this until he had driven himself all the way to his thick root. She came twice before he’d fully buried himself.

She could feel her anal ring first trying to expel the invader, then, trying to hold on to it as both rod and cock moved out of her body in unison.  As she clenched her vaginal muscles to hold his cock in her as he withdraw, her ass clenched in sympathy on hard wooden handle. It was an exquisite sensation.

Words were lost to her as she pushed back furiously against his huge cock, willing it to go deeper into her. She felt as if he would tear open and split her lengthwise but the pain was exquisite.

Deeper and deeper she felt him go, stretching her, driving her over the edge of climax again and again. Sweat dripped from her body and juice poured from her pussy and she screamed, moaned, gasped, cried out, tried to beg him to stop, tried to beg him not to.

She wondered what it would feel like to be fucked by two men at the same time, one in her pussy, and one up her ass. His other hand was squeezing her breast, his thumb, and forefinger pinching her hard nipple.

Boss seemed to pump in and out of her for a long time. She understood the reason for the restraint on his cock. It was to keep him hard for longer and prolong the pleasure he received from his invasion of her body.

Jane was sure that it was increasing his sensitivity because he was moaning with pleasure with each thrust. The hard edge of the table was rubbing against her clit again with each forward thrust of his cock into her pussy and she was right up in the clouds with the exquisite pain of her arousal.

She seemed to be in a constant state of climax from his almost brutal assault on her helplessly restrained body. She was really loving it and again found herself rising up to her climax as she  started to come again.

When she started to come, he couldn’t hold himself back any longer and his cock rammed into her to the root as his come exploded into her waiting womb. He almost lifted her off her feet as he rammed himself up even deeper into her body.

His hot sticky cum exploded deep into her already soaking pussy. When she came down from her climax, she opened her eyes to the sight of his huge cock bobbing in front of her face.  He grabbed a handful of her long black hair and lifted her head so she could take him into her mouth.

Boss was still hard, even though he had exploded so hard into pussy. And he was wet from their mingled juices.

“Clean and worship my cock. Prove to me you’re mine.”

Jane ran the tip of her tongue over his cock head and he gasped. His balls were hanging still heavy. His cock was throbbing, the veins swollen purple, with the force of the blood pounding in it. 

She licked his sensitive underside, enjoying the little spasms this caused, as he seemed to get even harder. The bulbous head of his cock was swollen so much that the slit at the end gapped open. 

Little trickles of cum continued to ejaculate gently from him as she flicked her tongue over this sensitive area. Boss let her continue like this for several minutes before he pushed himself past her tongue and deep into her mouth. 

Boss began to thrust himself backwards and forwards, never once letting go of her hair. She could feel the slight pain as with each inward thrust he jerked her head by pulling at the handful of her hair that he was gripping so tightly.

He seemed to be enjoying the pain that he was inflicting.  His thrusts became harder, almost brutal, as he slammed himself into her face, his balls banging against her chin as he got to the end of each stroke.

Jane tightened her lips around him, sucking against him as he pulled himself out, trying to make him cum. She found she was getting aroused again as her clit was continuing to rub against the hard ridge of the table edge.

She could feel the tension building up in him again as his excitement continued to build, knowing he was only seconds from his climax.  She was right and he started to cum, swallowing hard as his cock rammed hard into her throat as his hot sticky cum exploded out of his body.

He jerked himself from her and spurted most of his cum into her face as he held her firmly in position by her hair. He left her tied to the table and disappeared, returning with a Polaroid camera, and began to take photographs of her.

“This is for your portfolio. I want you looking at your best,” he said with a smirk.

Boss took several of her face covered with large globules of his cum. However, it was obvious from the number he took from behind, that he really loved the way her ass stuck out, especially with the wooden handles sticking obscenely out of her pussy and asshole.

Eventually he released her after removing the handles. “You’re not just anyone Jane, you’re now a Club 738 Party Slave,” Boss stated simply. “A woman’s body can only take so much sexual stimulation before it’s aroused, beyond the control of your mind.  I know these things.”

Reaching into a bag, he pulled out a latex facemask.  “The clients want to see your vulnerability, Jane.”

He unzipped the back of the hood and pulled it over her head. There was a short, girthy rubber dildo sticking out from inside it, which he shoved into her mouth and then re-zipped it. The mask was shaped to fit her head and could have been made just for her, it fit so well.

It had soft foam inside it, which pressed onto her eyes, and it had holes under her nostrils to allow her to breath, which was a good job, as her mouth was well stuffed. The earpieces were also padded. 

Jane was now blind, deaf, and dumb and totally dependent on Boss. He took her hand and led her towards through a doorway. He led her into a small room covered with mirrors. In the center of the room was a squat toilet.

He positioned her over the squat toilet and removed one of her ear buds. She felt his breath right next to her ear and his voice was low and smooth. “Empty your bladder and bowels before we go any further. You won’t get another chance for awhile.”

She felt his body lightly touch hers as he leaned in closer. His hot breath lingered on her skin.

“I’m going to test your limits. Some clients like to make slaves go as long as they can with a full bladder, then they’ll do everything they can to make you piss. Part of your training will be control and you’ll be punished if you lose control.”

He inserted the earpiece back in and Jane squatted over the toilet and began to relieve herself. It was a new experience to perform her ablutions in bondage and blindfolded.  Boss fondled with her breasts as she urinated, tweaking her nipples to make them stand out.

Jane reached out to steady herself and found that he was standing right in front of her. She could feel the soft silky fabric of his robe under her hands. Running her hand across his stomach, then down to his crotch, she felt his bulge.

She finished pissing and Boss tore of some soft toilet tissue and wiped her dry. She had never had anyone do that for her before. As he dried her, he made a point of tweaking her clit, to keep her aroused.

Boss led her from the toilet back into the private room where he sat her down on the edge of the bed.  He then tied a piece of rope around the base of her breasts wrapping it around the base of each two or three times pulling each loop tight forcing her breasts into hard cones.

He then took a loop around the juncture of the tie between her breasts that pulled them towards each other. From this tie point, he took a loop around the back of her neck and back down where he had started.

Continuing down to her waist, he wrapped it around her for three turns, again pulling it tight enough so she could feel the restriction.  Having completed this he ran a length of what was obviously a long rope, down across her stomach.

He urged her to stand so he could run the loop between her legs and back up to the waist tie at the back. He pulled this loop tight so that it buried itself deep into the cleft of her pussy and buttocks.

Then he began to tie her wrists together with the loop, pulling her hands into the cleft of her buttocks.  Again, he ran the loop back between her legs and to the waist tie at the front, and then back again, so now she had three loops dividing her pussy.

This time he took the rope up to her upper arms and tied these together pulling her shoulders hard back in doing so. Then he stood her up, turned her around, and then pushed her face down onto the bed.

Boss then took the last bit of rope, wrapped it around the centre of the spreader bar, and pulled it tight so that her legs were bent into her body. He now had her in a tight hog-tie lying on the bed face down.

The fact that he had run the linking rope from the centre of the ankle spreader bar to the upper arm tie meant that her body arched backwards slightly, lifting her knees and shoulders up from the bed.

Her nipples were extra sensitive because of the rope around the base of her breasts. In this position, they lightly touched the soft satin of the bed sheet. She discovered if she moved slightly the silk rubbed against her nipples and sent a tingling sensation through her body.

She also found that if she wriggled her wrists, the rope between her legs rubbed against her clit. With the loss of external senses of sight and sound, she was unable to keep track of time, but time was irrelevant.

The cock gag was the only thing that detracted from her enjoyment. She had never been gagged before and was no longer in control.  The rubber filled her mouth, keeping it open around its hardness.

Jane discovered she had to consciously swallow the saliva formed, and this wasn’t the easiest thing in the world to do with her mouth open. The natural tendency when swallowing was to close the mouth.

Swallowing with her mouth forced open reminded her a little of the dentist and so much of her conscious thought was taken up with this new sensation. Together the different sensations combined to give her a newly awakened awareness of her body.

Jane was so lost in these sensations that she had forgotten Boss. However, he hadn’t forgotten her. She knew he was enjoying her spread, split pussy, divided by the rope, which she could feel buried deep into her slit.

She felt his tongue on the upper surface of her left breast. The hot, wet sensation of his tongue gave her a momentary shock.  His hand cupped the base of her breast over the rope binding and squeezed gently as his tongue glided down the surface of her breast.

Because of the rope binding the surface skin of her breast was stretched tight and was now very sensitive. She could sense his tongue with every fiber of her body. His tongue slid along the surface of her breast until it reached her hardened nipple.

He flicked his tongue over her nipple and she felt the shock right through her body. The ropes tightened as she shuddered against their restraint. She spasmed with a sudden, unexpected climax and her whole body arched even tighter as she climaxed.

With her legs held apart, she couldn’t hold the juices in her body and she felt the soft liquid oozing around the ropes that blocked the entrance to her pussy. As Boss sucked her nipple into the hot, warm depth of his mouth, pleasuring her still further, his hand found her wet pussy.

Her entrance was partly blocked by the rope that was now pulled tight between her pussy lips. He slid a finger in past the rope and into the wet, clingy softness, whilst his thumb tickled against the point of her clit, which he had so carefully positioned between the ropes so that it stood out awaiting his attention.

Jane spasmed again at his very intimate touch.  She was beginning to realize how much more arousal was available to her now than she could ever have dreamed of. The bondage had somehow centered her physical and emotional needs together into a super sensitive whole.

Boss sucked at her breasts for a little while, alternating between the two, all the while continuing to massage her clit and pussy with his fingers.  She seemed to be in constant state of climax. Then his lips left her breasts and his hand moved away from between her legs.

Jane was unable to express her desire for him to continue because of the facemask and gag.  However, she strained against her bonds, trying to show him that she wanted him to continue. His hand was again on her breast, pulling at her nipple to elongate it.

Suddenly an exquisite pain lanced through her body, centered on her nipple. Something was gripping it very tightly. She realized that he had clamped her nipple with something. She tried to scream, involuntarily when he had applied the device, but all that passed the gag was a heavy grunt.

Boss attacked her other breast in the same way and Jane felt like her whole being was centered on those two points of exquisite pain. In compensation for the pain, Boss touched her clit with the hard point of a vibrator.

The unexpectedness of this again had her responding in a way much greater than would have been the case if she’d received warning through sight. However, blinded as she was by the head mask she had received no warning of either assault on her body, neither the painful nor the pleasurable.  These two feelings warred against each other to get her attention.

Slowly, the pleasurable won over the painful, turning the pain into an extension of the pleasure.  Again, she found her body was spasming from yet another climax that racked her abused body from head to toe.

Jane wondered if it would never end, she hoped not. It was torture because she had no control over it. It was exquisite because it had her pleasure centre throbbing with ecstasy.  She could feel her cum and pussy juices trickling down her thigh onto the bed.

No sooner was she aware of this then his tongue started to lap at it, his tongue tickled as it moved over her skin moving inexorably towards the top of her thighs, towards the soft, wet centre of what was now her total existence.

His tongue joined the tip of the vibrator and lapped at her engorged clit. The additional assault on this by now super sensitive organ caused her to explode into a cum spurting orgasm.  She could feel it trickling from between her legs.

His actions stopped abruptly.  She felt the bed move as he backed away off the bed.  Jane was left alone to come down from the clouds where her earth shattering orgasm had thrown her.  Her orgasmic throws gentled until she was lying exhausted on the bed.

Jane could feel her nipples now as a dull throb of sensation. She wondered where Boss had gone. Gagged as she still was, she couldn’t even ask him to speak to her. She hoped he was still in the room, keeping an eye on her to make sure she was OK.

She lay there for a while, waiting for something to happen. She had never been very patient.  Now she was forced into it.  She wriggled from time to time, trying to keep comfortable, or as comfortable as the restrictions of the bondage would allow.

Jane wished he would remove the gag. Everything else was OK, even the nipple clamps, but the gag frightened her. “What if I choked on my saliva?” she wondered.

As she considered this possibility, she became more and more restless, hoping her movements would attract his attention if he were still in the room. Just as she became frighteningly aware of the gag, his hands were on her head unfastening the mask and removing it.

Boss decided that it was time now to get her ready for her whipping so he removed all the ropes releasing her from the ankle spreader and removed the nipple clamps.

“Go ahead and shake your arms out,” he said. While she hesitantly did so, he continued, “It will take time, but you’ll enjoy yourself here, Jane. You’ll come to understand your own sexuality and needs while serving me and my clients.”

Jane lay exhausted on the bed, cum dribbling out her slit and down her thigh.

“Stand up, beautiful,” Boss said. “Don’t be ashamed with yourself for becoming sexually aroused. Go with the flow and try to enjoy yourself. Two VIP clients will be here in a minute and both of your holes are about to be fucked... just like you imagined.”

Boss smiled at her as he helped her up of the bed. Her insides trembled constantly now as she flexed trying to quiet them, succeeded momentarily, only to lose complete control when his lips found hers.

Jane felt the length and width of his deflating cock crush into her belly. As he pulled her closer, he squeezed her firm breasts together with his elbows, squashing his flared cock head between them. 

He moaned against her lips and they savored their final moment of soft contact, of gentle lips, breasts, and hands.

“I’ll be watching you, Jane. Don’t let me down.”

Then the moment ended and he was gone.

THE END
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