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Bad Reviews


“Well isn’t that just perfect… two new reviews, and both of them one star,” I said to myself in disgust.  “Maybe I should’ve stuck to writing mysteries after all.”

It had all seemed so perfect at the time.  My series of murder mystery books had become so popular, I was able to quit my evil day job and become a full time writer.  I could write them so fast, I always had plenty of time to kill while waiting for my editors to finish with them, so I decided to branch out into a genre that’d always interested me; erotic bondage stories.

It was probably hubris to assume my first foray into the world of BDSM would have the same success as my mysteries, but I didn’t think the fans would tear me apart quite so badly.  Unrealistic and clueless were among the kinder things the readers had to say, and it was hard for me to stomach such harsh criticism after getting almost nothing but praise for my other books.

Never one to give up easily, I did my best to address the complaints of my first book, spent countless hours of research on the internet, and wrote a second one I was sure would get nothing but five star reviews.  It sank in the rankings faster than a guy wearing cement overshoes sinks to the ocean floor.

I knew the smart thing to do would be to just give it up, but since my stubbornness often overruled my intellect, I wasn’t about to pack it in just yet.  There had to be a way to make my stories more realistic without hiring a ghostwriter, which to me would’ve been the same thing as admitting defeat.

I eventually came to the conclusion the only way I’d ever get a touch of realism into my stories was to meet and interview some real life Doms and subs, so I set out to do just that.  I found what looked to be a popular BDSM club not too far away, packed a bag, and booked a room in the closest hotel.

When I visited the club on the first night, I didn’t do much more than observe and take a few notes.  To say it was an eye-opener was the understatement of the century.

Watching an internet video of a girl getting flogged was nothing at all like seeing one live on stage, and the occasional scream brought out by an especially hard blow made me distinctively uneasy.  I also couldn’t tear my eyes away from the shows, and wondered why the girls not only allowed such cruelty, but seemed to actually enjoy it.

I was willing to swear one of them even had an orgasm while being whipped!

Yes, Toto, I definitely
 wasn’t in Kansas anymore.  I had to find out what made these girls tick, but that wasn’t as easy as I thought it’d be.  In retrospect, dressing like a conservative professional might’ve been a mistake, since it made me stick out like a sore thumb and made everyone who counted give me a wide berth.

The only people who’d talk to me were those who were even more clueless than I was, and thought I might be easy to pick up for a quick lay.  I was nothing if not persistent, though, and stuck it out until the locals got used to my presence.

The first people to talk to me were the waitresses since I was polite, tipped well, and was usually the first person in the place.  I didn’t get much in the way of useful information out of them, but it was a start, and served to break the ice with some of the other staff.

The models and performers were able to tell me a little about what I was looking for, but a lot of their answers were too vague to be of any use.  It was almost like they were speaking in a foreign language, with no translators anywhere to be found.

I didn’t make any real headway until I’d made one of the owners curious, but that was a meeting that changed my life forever.

***

“Hello,” he said, startling me.  I’d been busy writing some notes and hadn’t noticed his approach.  “It’s Tess, isn’t it?”

“That’s me,” I nodded.

“I heard through the grapevine you’re a writer doing some research here, and I’ll admit to having my curiosity piqued.”

“Please join me, Mr. …”

“Laste.  Edward Laste, at your service,” he said, bowing slightly before taking the seat across the table from me.

I think he expected me to fire off questions like a machinegun, but I needed to take a moment to regroup and organize my thoughts.  He was well dressed and exquisitely polite, but was surrounded by an almost visible aura of power and confidence that made me feel insignificant next to him.

“How may I help you,” he prompted.

“Well, I’m mostly here to find out what BDSM is really all about,” I blurted.  “I’ve been told my stories lack a certain authenticity, and I’m hoping to rectify the problem.  Maybe you could explain things in a way a newbie like me could understand?”

“No problem… I’m sure we both have two minutes to spare for a detailed explanation.”

He said it in such a manner of fact tone of voice, the sarcasm went right over my head and I sat there like a dummy waiting for him to continue.

“Oh dear,” he sighed.  “I think I might need backup for this one.”

He pressed something on his watch before continuing.  “The BDSM lifestyle isn’t something that can be easily explained to someone looking at it as a research project.  It not only involves complex emotions, desires, and needs from both the Dom and the sub, but means something slightly different from one pair to the next.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, some people love impact play with their bondage, and others hate it.  Some want to include orgasm denial, while others want to experience forced orgasms.  It all depends on the needs of the sub and the desires of the Dom.”

“What do you mean, the needs of the sub?  The sub is someone who by definition doesn’t have a say in what’s going to happen to him or her.”

“That’s not exactly correct.  While it’s true I impose certain restrictions on my subs, they have far more control than you might think.  To start with, they all have a safe word which can end a scene instantly, in case of emergency or if I go too far.  Not to mention they can just pack up and leave if I piss them off too much.  This isn’t slavery, after all.”

“You make it sound like you’re there to cater to their wishes.”

“No,” he chuckled.  “I’m just saying it isn’t a one sided arrangement.  It should be mutually beneficial, with equal effort put in from those on both sides of the whip.  The sub has the right to get something after all they put up with.”

“Doesn’t the sub lose all their rights when they sign the slave contract?”

“A ‘slave contract’ isn’t worth the paper it’s printed on, since no court in the country recognizes it as valid.  There are a few specialized cases where contracts are used, but those are handled exclusively by a group of peers, not a court of law.”

“I’m getting confused again,” I admitted.

“Unless I’m giving instructions to someone who’s bound and gagged, I’m a terrible teacher,” he laughed.  “But here comes someone who might be able to do better.  Tess, meet Monica, and vice versa.”

“Sorry I took so long, Sir,” she said, before turning to me and holding out her hand.  “I’m pleased to meet you, Tess.”

“Likewise,” I replied, giving it a quick shake.

I guess he summoned her when he hit the button on his watch, and if that kind of power didn’t contradict everything he’d just said, I’d eat my bra for dinner and panties for dessert.

“I’ll leave you in Monica’s capable hands,” he said, rising.  “Since she’s a sub, she should be able to answer your questions much better than I ever could.”

“Thanks for your time,” I said, quickly rising to shake his hand before he left.

“So you’re a writer?” she asked.

“Yup.  I mainly do mysteries, but I’m trying to branch out into bondage stories as well.  I’ve written a couple of those so far, but without much success.  I’m hoping all y’all here can give me enough information to help me suck less.”

“I can try, but that’s the opposite of what I usually give advice on.”

“Huh?”

“Most girls come to me to find out how to suck better, not worse.”

It took me a moment to figure out what she meant, but then I blushed furiously while she laughed at my reaction.

“Sorry, I couldn’t help myself,” she said, containing her laughter with great difficulty.  “If you like, I can skim through your books and give you my honest opinion on what I think.”

I never travel anywhere without a USB drive containing my book files, and pulled it off my keychain so she could copy them to her tablet.  I also showed her a copy of all the review comments they’d received, hoping to give her a good place to start her critique.

It was a short book and she was a fast reader, so I didn’t have to wait too long before she put the tablet down and shook her head.

“If your story was real, I think you would’ve broken her wrists by hanging her from metal handcuffs, dislocated her shoulders from the strappado suspension, broken her jaw from the huge ball gag, whipped her to a bloody mess, and probably choked her to death at least three times.  I think the complaints about your lack of realism are well founded.”

I’d been hoping to hear the reviewers were just haters, and felt crushed to have confirmation from someone who’d actually been there.

“Follow me,” she said, heading towards the back room.

She led me into a combination change room and storage area that was filled to the brim with enough restraints to bind a small city.  There were also racks full of sexy outfits, dozens of different kind of gags, probably a hundred sex toys, and a whole wall full of impact play instruments.

She gave me a moment to take it in, then brought over a big red ball gag.

“This is about four sizes smaller than the one in your story.  If you can get it past your teeth without dislocating your jaw, I’ll give you free drinks for a month.”

It was my competitive nature that made me try, not her offer of free booze, but it was a sucker bet; I didn’t even get close to getting the thing in my mouth, and had to hand it back.  She wiped it down with a disinfectant before returning it to the shelf, and then picked out a few items from the impact play section.

“Here’s a flogger, crop, strap, paddle, and cane.  Give yourself a little tap on the thigh with each one so you can get an idea of their power.”

I stupidly picked the cane first, and gave myself what I thought
 was a fairly weak blow.  I yelped loud enough to wish I’d actually gotten the gag into my mouth, and saw an angry red line form almost immediately.

“Holy shit, that thing stings like a bitch!” I exclaimed.

“In your book, you had the sub being hit hard enough the Master broke three canes on her ass.  Care to try breaking one on your thigh?  Once again… free drinks for a month if you can do it.”

“Hell no,” I said, rubbing the sore spot.

I was much more careful when I tried the rest of the implements, (on my other thigh) but even they stung more than I thought they would.  Once they were all back on the wall, she handed me a key and a set of handcuffs.

“Put the cuff around your left wrist, make sure it’s double locked so it doesn’t over tighten, and then give it a yank with your other hand.”

When I did as she asked, I yowled once more at how much the thin steel band hurt when it cut into the flesh of my wrist.  Son of a bitch… I hadn’t even pulled that hard.  I unlocked the cuff and handed it back, feeling quite downcast by now.

“Care to try the strappado scene from your book next?” she asked, a twisted smile on her face.

“Umm… I think I’ll pass,” I sheepishly replied.

“Good call.  Some girls can handle a lot of strain, but the human body has limits, no matter how athletic or flexible she is.  Speaking of flexible, I’d like you to meet Sherri,” she said, gesturing towards a girl walking through the door.

We exchanged introductions before she turned back to Monica.

“I’m playing hostess upstairs tonight and could use a hand getting ready.”

“Ok, give me a few minutes to finish with Tess and I’ll be right up.”

“If she wants to see some real
 bondage, why don’t you bring her upstairs?  She can even help me into my outfit if she wants.”

“I’d love to help in any way I can,” I quickly said, jumping at the chance to get a firsthand look at some professional BDSM play.

This was exactly the chance I was looking for, and could hardly contain my excitement.



Sink or Swim


I followed her not to another change room, but to a large, well-appointed apartment.  Apparently she was one of the partners in the club, and got to enjoy some extra perks.

She led me into what I assumed was her own bedroom, where everything she needed was already laid out.  She excused herself to take a quick pit stop in the bathroom, emerging a few minutes later completely naked and apparently unashamed.

“Pass me the bottle of lube on the nightstand, would you dear?” she asked me.

Still without even the slightest sign of embarrassment, she greased up the twin inserts on the inside of a pair of latex panties, and rubbed the excess between her legs.  She wiggled her way into the rubber underwear with the help of some talcum powder on her thighs, making a bit of a show out of sliding the butt plug and dildo inside her.

She might’ve not been ashamed, but I was embarrassed enough for the both of us.

Next up was a long navy blue latex dress that looked several sizes too small.  I’d underestimated how much it could stretch, though, and with both of us helping her, managed to get it in place far easier than I’d thought possible.

It was what was known as a hobble dress, and forced her to keep her legs almost touching while we helped her into painful looking shoes with six inch heels.  I’d probably break something if I tried walking in her outfit, but she stood with practiced ease so we could help with her corset.

It was surprisingly light for such a stiff and formidable looking thing.  Covered in black latex, it ran from her hips to just under her breasts, where it flared out like a pair of shelves to both support and accentuate her amazing assets.

Lacing it properly tight seemed to take forever, and every time I thought we were done, Monica would have us tighten it up even more.  The end result looked amazing, but the thing had to be practically crushing the poor girl.

It was the shoulder length latex opera gloves that were the hardest to put on, even after practically dousing her with talc.  Wide leather cuffs went around her ankles, wrists, and elbows, and a matching collar around her neck.

With the addition of a power pack at the back of the corset… presumably for the toys inside her, she was almost ready for duty.  The only thing left was around a dozen small padlocks to keep everything securely in place.

“So what do you think?” she asked, while Monica began polishing the shiny latex.

“I think you’re gonna fall on your nose before making it back to the club,” I replied, shaking my head.

“Not a chance.  If you think this looks restrictive, you should see me in my ponygirl rig.”

I kept my mouth shut because I didn’t know what to say, and just nodded.  I really should’ve been asking questions like crazy, but was just too flummoxed by what I’d just seen and done.

I watched closely as Sherri shuffled back to the club, but couldn’t detect any wavering that might indicate she was losing her balance.  In fact, other than the need to take tiny steps, she seemed perfectly at ease.

She split off from us once we got back inside the club, since some of the people she’d be hosting had already arrived, and I guess it was a semi-private party.  Monica steered me over to a booth, and sat with me to answer the inevitable flood of questions she knew I had brewing.

A waitress seemed to appear out of nowhere – no mean trick considering she was wearing higher heeled shoes than Sherri, and leg irons as well!  Monica grabbed two glasses and a bottle of champagne off the tray locked to her wrists and elbows, before sending her on her way.

“Everything up here is complimentary, and nothing but the best.  Membership is exclusive and expensive, so enjoy yourself while you can.”

“Thanks,” I said, taking my first sip of the excellent, high end bubbly.

It was even better than I thought, and took a moment to savor the taste before getting back to business.

“Fill me in on exactly what happened with Sherri.  Why is she wearing that particular combination of items for hostess duty?”

“Mainly because she looks so friggen hot in that outfit,” she replied.  “Our customers appreciate the eye-candy, even if she’s off-limits and barely wearing any restraints.”

“That makes sense.  So… umm… why the accessories they can’t see?”

“Her Mistress likes to have a little fun with her once in a while, and enjoys teasing her while she’s working.  On occasion, if she’s been a good girl, she might earn control of the toys herself and use them to keep from getting bored during a long shift.”

“In front of everyone?” I asked, horrified at the thought.

“Don’t knock it ‘til you tried it,” Monica said with a naughty lilt.

Standing, she turned away and lifted the back of her blouse up, revealing a power pack identical to the one Sherri wore.  Monica had been wearing her own set of toys this entire time!

“In fact, if you actually do
 want to try it, we have spare sets in small, medium, large, and ‘are you fucking kidding me’.”

I hadn’t thought it was possible to turn any redder than I already was, but I did.

“I’ll take that as a no,” she laughed.  “But really… the only way to know what bondage or submission is actually like, is to experience it yourself.  I could spend weeks telling you what it’s like and how it makes me feel, but you’ll never really know unless you actually try it.”

“Sure,” I laughed.  “What was that phone number for dial-a-master?”

“Think about where you are.  I can think of a dozen good Masters and Mistresses who’d love to get their hands on you, even for just a few hours.”

“I’m sure you’re right, but not knowing who I could actually trust throws a wrench into the works.  I have no desire to wind up like the character you read about earlier.”

“I said good
 Masters and Mistresses.  That means those who know what they’re doing, and respect the limits the sub sets before submitting to them.  Have you ever heard the phrase ‘safe, sane, and consensual’?  It’s pretty much self-explanatory.”

I wasn’t sure I wanted to be tied up and used for God only knows what purpose, but she had a point.  Feeling ropes wrap around my limbs, making me more and more helpless with each passing moment would be far more effective than merely listening to Monica describe it.

Would I be able to go through with it though?  Even with a guarantee I’d be released at an agreed upon time, I’d be completely at the mercy of a total stranger for the duration.  He might decide to whip me, tie me in incredibly strenuous positions, or even have sex with me.  At the very least I’d probably be naked in front of him, and his hands could roam over my body at will.

I felt like a babe being tossed into a lake to either sink or swim.  Should I take her up on her offer to introduce me to someone, or should I bow out and stick to asking questions.  If I agreed, her idea had the potential to shave weeks off my research time, which was what made up my mind.

“So tell me,” I began, taking a deep breath.  “Which Master do you think might be good to me?”



The Handsome Master


After listening to her rattle off several names, along with the pros and cons of each one, I decided to ask a Master named William if he’d be willing to show me the ropes.  Monica told him about me and arranged the introduction, but left it up to me to talk to him about exactly what it was I wanted.

While I waited to find out if he’d even talk to me, it was hard to keep from guzzling the entire bottle of champagne sitting on the table.  However, if ever there was a time to keep a clear head, this was it, and so I limited myself to small and occasional sips.

“If you’re Tess, then I’m at your service, ma’am,” a man said, breaking my reverie.

“If you’re William, then I think it might be the other way around,” I quipped, with a forced chuckle to hide my nervousness.

“Tell me all about yourself and what it is you’re looking for,” he said, taking a seat.

“No problem… I’m sure we both have two minutes to spare for a detailed explanation,” I replied, taking a page from Mr. Laste’s book.

Unlike me, he got the joke immediately and laughed heartily at it.  He grabbed a glass from a passing waitress and helped himself to some of the champagne.

“You interest me more than I was expecting, from what little Monica said.”

“The feeling’s mutual,” I replied, clinking my glass against his.

It really was.  He was the kind of guy a girl always dreams of meeting and hooking up with, but was usually about as common as a pro bono whore.  We exchanged pleasant small talk for a while and got to know each other a little, but couldn’t put off business forever.

“I think I like you, Tess, and think we might be able to work together, if
 you can promise to follow the rules I set.”

“What rules?”

“If we’re going to do this, then I want to do it right for you.  That means you need to follow simple rules like speaking only when given permission, addressing me properly whenever allowed, and instantly obeying me no matter what I might ask.”

“Can you give me some examples?”

“Sir.”

“Huh?”

“Can you give me some examples, Sir?” he replied, sounding surprisingly stern all of a sudden.

It struck home that this wasn’t a mere game… this was the real deal, and if what I knew held true, any mistake on my part would come with consequences.

“Sorry, Sir, but can you give me some examples of what I might expect?”

“Much better,” he replied, leaning back and taking a sip from his glass.  “Now I’d like you to unbutton your blouse, stand up, and hold it open whenever someone walks by.”

My face turned beet red again, since I wasn’t wearing a bra.  Still, it wasn’t like anyone up here hadn’t seen a pair of tits before, so I reached with trembling fingers for the first button.

“Stop,” he ordered.  “You hesitated, and that’s something a submissive simply can’t do.  When given an order, you comply first and think second.  Obedience is paramount, and even hesitation can be construed as disobedience.”

I actually read about rules like that in my research, but never truly understood it until now.  Monica was right to suggest this course for me!

“Sorry, Sir, you’re absolutely right.”

“I surprised you with my order, and embarrassed you with something you weren’t ready for.  To be honest, I was surprised myself when you actually reached for your shirt.”

“I surprised myself as well, Sir.”

“You do realize that if we do this, sooner or later you will
 be naked in front of me, and no part of your body will be considered off-limits, right?”

“I suspected as much,” I gulped.

“After all, my time is valuable, and the only recompense I’d be willing to accept would be to have a beautiful woman like you in my dastardly clutches for a while.”

“Why do I suddenly feel like a damsel in distress trapped by a cartoon character with an oversized handlebar mustache?” I laughed.

“Because you’re perceptive, my dear,” he replied, giving an imaginary mustache a twirl.

“Then tell me… what will I be getting myself into?”

“You intrigue me, so here’s what I’d like to propose.  You will become my fulltime slave and serve me in any way I see fit, in exchange for me teaching you what you need to know in order to become a bestselling author in erotic BDSM.”

“That sounds like it might take more than a few hours or even a night.”

“If you agree, we’ll sign a contract to last no more than one year, with early termination allowed if you publish a book that hits number one in the BDSM category.”

“What if I never hit number one?”

“Monica said your writing was above average, other than being clueless about bondage and submission.  I’m confident you’ll be able to do it with the right tutelage, and am willing to hash out the contract details in front of witnesses.”

“What exactly does that mean?”

“It means if I fuck you over, or vice versa, consequences will be incurred.”

“Mr. Laste told me slave contracts weren’t worth the paper they were printed on.”

“Legally, they’re not.  In practicality, the net worth of the people in our little circle of friends is somewhere north of half a trillion dollars, so we get to make up a lot of our own rules.  Rest assured, if either one of us does something to break the contract, there will
 be extremely unpleasant consequences.”

“Does it have to be all or nothing?  I mean, can we try something easy for me to handle as a test run before I decide for real?”

“That’s not a bad idea, I suppose.  When would you be able to start?”

“Neither one of us appears to be busy at the moment, Sir.”

“So it appears,” he replied, raising his glass for another toast.

***

With a haste that made my head spin, he requested the presence of Monica and Mr. Laste, explained our intentions to ensure everything was out in the open, and asked to borrow a few things from the club supplies.  It took all of five minutes to change me from a fiction writer to a registered submissive, bound to serve a man I’d known for less than an hour.

Once the deal was done, so to speak, he gave me over into Monica’s hands, telling her to make me presentable.  I was a little offended by the way I was summarily dismissed from the equation, but assumed it was just his way of marking his territory, staking his claim, or some other such male nonsense.

Monica led me into the back room and ordered me to strip, changing my mind in an instant about being shunted into her hands.  Now that I thought about it, being stripped and put into submission by Monica was far preferable to having it done out in the club like he could’ve.

“You surprised me, girl,” she said once we were alone.  “I had you pegged for a stick in the mud, but I’m glad to find out I’m wrong.  Now let’s hurry up and make you ‘presentable’ for your new Master, so you don’t waste a single minute of what I think might be the best night of your life.”

After suggesting I go and pee while I still could, she began collecting items from around the room.  When I emerged after taking care of business, she had all the supplies we’d need laid out on a table behind her.

“I thought I told you to strip,” she snapped.

In an instant, she’d changed from ‘friendly girlfriend’ to ‘domineering bitch’, but my hands were obeying her order before my brain registered the fact.  I tried to pretend we were just two girls in the shower room at the gym, and stripped down to my panties as fast as I could.

“I think you forgot something that might make this difficult for you to put on,” she said, dangling something from her hand.

It was a pair of panties like Sherri had put on, but the size of the plugs made my jaw hit the floor.  The dildo looked to be at least eight inches by three, and the cone shaped butt plug was bigger than my fist!

“Oh my God… you should see the look on your face,” she guffawed, tossing the panties into the corner.  “I’m just fucking with you a little.  You can keep your panties on for now, but don’t get used to wearing them if you take this thing past tonight.”

I’m not sure why, but her little joke relaxed me enough to lose most of my inhibitions and I presented myself in front of her so she could take me to the point of no return.

“As pretty as those titties of yours are, let’s get them covered up so we don’t distract your new Master too much, shall we?”

Her flippant comment about my breasts made me feel self-conscious again, so I eagerly snatched the bra out of her hands, and began putting it on.  I should’ve expected it to be made of latex, and a size or two small to boot, but I hadn’t; with hooks in the back I couldn’t quite get to connect, I struggled with the sticky, unfamiliar thing for several minutes before turning to Monica for help.

Unfortunately, that meant she not only took care of the hooks, but straightened it, settled my boobs inside, and smoothed out all the wrinkles with far more attention to detail than was strictly required.  She helped me out with the matching skirt as well, but since that item of apparel needed to almost double in size before earning the title of mini, it only took a few moments.

“Based on what I’ve read of your books, you seem to really like putting your submissive main character in bondage with their arms behind their backs, so I’ve got a real treat for you,” she said, sounding overly excited.

Even though I’d never seen one for real before, I immediately knew the single arm sleeve for what it was, and my heart skipped a beat.  I took a deep, deliberate breath to steady myself before spinning around and putting my hands together behind my back.

She took her time sliding the thin, supple leather up my arms, and I wasn’t sure if she was giving me a chance to back out, or if she just enjoyed teasing me.  Either way I stayed stock still and allowed her to take away my freedom an inch at a time.

Once it was all the way up and my hands were in the narrow pouch at the bottom, she pulled the straps to the front, ran them behind my neck, and connected them to the opposite sides to prevent it from sliding down in case I was Houdini in a previous life.

With the same slow, deliberate care, she tightened and buckled the built-in straps around my wrists, forearms, elbows, and upper arms before turning to the laces that would really weld my arms together.  She didn’t actually pull them completely together like I thought was the norm for an armbinder, but stopped when they were about three inches apart.

It was still more than enough to make me wince from the unaccustomed strain, and I made a promise to myself to be a little kinder to my main characters in the future.

“Since this is your first time like this, I think it might be safer if we skipped proper footwear, and let you wear those things you came in with.”

“What’s wrong with my shoes?” I asked, feeling stung.

“Nothing, as long as you’re sitting behind a computer,” she snickered.

She was trying to bait me again, but I clamped my lips shut and refused to rise to her taunts.  She locked leather cuffs around my ankles, continued with the collar, and finished just as she had with Sherri, meaning several small padlocks.

She had me walk back and forth in front of her a few times so she could inspect the picture I was about to present, and seemed mostly satisfied with the result.  Mostly.

“Open wide,” she said with a snicker, dangling a ball gag from her fingers.

The sight of the gag scared me more than the armbinder had, but I parted my lips after a moment so she could pop it past my teeth.

“Wider,” she snapped, giving my nipple a quick twist.

My mouth opened just wide enough for her to slide the ball into place when I gasped in surprised pain, but I didn’t complain at her dirty trick; it was similar to something I’d wrote about, and didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of hearing me whine.

I did
 try to complain a little when she reefed the buckle a notch or three tighter than absolutely necessary, but what emerged was barely discernable as human speech.  I experienced a brief moment of panic when I realized I could no longer speak, but then she reminded me I could grunt SOS for my safe word if necessary, which calmed me down considerably.

While she polished me up, I tried to take stock of how everything felt, and more importantly, how I felt about everything.  It was hard to believe I was actually doing this, and part of me wanted to run away screaming, but only a small part.

The rest of me was actually excited about getting to experience real bondage firsthand, and it was more than mere excitement; I was actually getting turned on something fierce!

The armbinder didn’t even hurt anymore, although that might’ve been from my muscles adjusting, and not from how my body was reacting.  Only the gag was still giving me any real difficulty, and that was troublesome since I most likely had hours to go before he even considered removing it.

“Good enough,” she said, with a final swish of her cleaning cloth.  “Let’s get you back to your new Master before he gets impatient and decides to punish you.”

Punish me?  Was she serious?  I hadn’t even been a slave for five friggen minutes!

She had me stop just before the door so she could connect a hobble chain to my ankle cuffs and a leash to the front of my collar.  The leash almost made me lose it again for some reason… like it was a sign I wasn’t a real person anymore, and my excitement to fear ratio edged over to the latter.

Tugging on the leash to get me moving, she led me back into the club, where it seemed every eye was on me.  She delivered me to William with a bow, and put her mouth next to my ear as she removed the leash.

“Good luck hon… you’re gonna need it,” she whispered.

I didn’t doubt her in the least.



My Bondage Initiation


He was on the phone when Monica dropped me off, and barely acknowledged my presence.  Unsure of what to do, I simply stood there and tried not to drool too much while he finished his conversation.

He eventually gestured for me to take a seat, but that was easier said than done due to my unfamiliar bondage.  Trying to shuffle a foot over was impossible with the hobble chain, but I automatically tried it anyway, and lost my balance.

My next reaction was to grab onto something to stop my fall, but with my arms trapped behind me, that worked about as well as you’d expect.  On the bright side,  I managed to land on the padded seat instead of the table top or floor, so I only looked like a slight
 idiot instead of a complete one.

“We have a slight change of plans,” he said, finally putting his phone away.  “I’ve a quick spot of business to take care of, but it shouldn’t take too long.  Since this wasn’t part of the original deal, I’ll give you the option of either staying here until I return, or coming with me.  Grunt once to stay here, or twice to come with me.”

I wasn’t sure which option was scarier.  Staying here alone while bound and gagged, or travelling like that with an almost complete stranger.  I decided to trust him because I already said I would, and he was at least a partially known entity.

I grunted twice.

He helped me to my feet and removed the hobble chain so I could keep up with him.  He had a limo waiting for him out front, and he practically pushed me inside in his haste to get going.  He seemed to relax a bit once we were moving, and turned his attention back to me.

“This may not be the ideal spot, but I think I can give you at least a basic introduction to bondage while we’re travelling.  Lie face down on the seat,” he ordered.

Once I wiggled my way into position, he moved to sit behind me, folding my legs over to make room.  At least that’s all I thought he was doing, but he wasn’t quite finished.  Using one of the carabineer clips from the hobble chain, he connected the D-rings on each ankle cuff to the ring at the end of the armbinder, effectively hogtieing me.

It was the weirdest feeling having my arms and legs linked together like that, with even the slightest movement being transferred to all four limbs.  It was also more than a little embarrassing, since the pitiful excuse for a mini skirt I was wearing had ridden up when I moved to lie down, leaving my mostly bare ass prominently on display for him, and available to his wandering hands.

Roam they did… he spent most of the half hour trip fondling my ass cheeks or stroking my thighs, although he didn’t actually touch me in my most intimate place yet.  I had no doubt it was coming eventually, though, and wasn’t sure which way my scared to excited ratio was swinging at the thought.

When we arrived at our destination, he decided to put me into a properly tight hogtie while I waited, and used his necktie to pull the connected rings closer to the roof.  I had quite a severe arch to my back before he was satisfied at my tautness, and I really hoped he wasn’t going to leave me like this for too long.

“I won’t be long,” he said, rooting around in a compartment underneath the seat.  “But just to prevent you from getting bored, I’ve got a little something to help keep you occupied.”

My mind went blank for a moment when I felt him pull my panties to the side and press something hard and cold against my pussy.  I knew it was a vibrating egg when he turned it on and put my panties back to hold it in place, even going so far as to pull up on the back and give me a little wedgie to make sure it wasn’t going to move.

With a final pat to my ass, he left me alone to deal with this surprising new development.  Through either luck or skill, the thing was nestled perfectly between my labia, with the end hovering over my clit. 

It meant I was being teased something fierce, and couldn’t get the buzzing toy away from my sensitive nub unless I pulled hard to try and straighten out.  Of course, that put a lot of strain on both my back and my arms, and I couldn’t hold it for more than maybe fifteen or twenty seconds at a time.

If I would’ve been alone and in private, I might’ve enjoyed letting the inevitable climax rise and run its course, but the driver was only a few feet away from me.  The divider window was down, so he’d know it if I came!

The problem was, I wasn’t sure I could stop it.  The flexing I was doing to try and relieve the buzzing on my clit was actually making things worse, and unless William got back soon and turned it off, I was going to embarrass the hell out of myself!

I did my best to try and hold it back, but that too worked against me.  Letting the pressure build for so much longer than normal meant when my orgasm began crashing through me, it was a lot more powerful than normal, and even biting down hard on the ball gag didn’t fully stifle my moans and ecstatic screams.

Trying to stay still and quiet while I came was the third thing that worked against me, since the effort of trying to stay unnoticed seemed to drive me even higher than my already impressive peak.  It was also exhausting, and when the waves of pleasure finally started to fade, I found myself hanging limp in my bonds.

Of course, that didn’t last long, since the buzzing toy was still doing its job on me, and I found my body reacting accordingly in a surprisingly short amount of time.  I was about halfway there and completely lost in the moment when I heard the door open and felt William resume his seat behind me.

“Take me home,” he told the driver before closing the window.

I felt his fingers trace a slow line around the egg and moaned involuntarily in response to the gentle and unexpected touch.

“It appears someone is definitely
 not bored,” he said, sniffing loudly.

His embarrassing comment seemed to be like pouring gasoline on a fire, and immediately sent me into orbit.  I thrashed and screamed uncontrollably while wave after wave of pure, raw pleasure coursed through my veins for what seemed like forever.

When I was once again left hanging like a limp ragdoll, he turned the toy off and began loosening my hogtie, both of which were a huge relief.  He resumed fondling my ass almost absently for the rest of the drive, which actually kept me quite horny, although not as bad as when the vibrator was running.

He released me from the hogtie once we turned into his driveway, but reconnected the hobble chain to my ankles.  There’d be no running away for me, although running would’ve been stupid with my arms trapped, no money, no ID, no phone, and a skimpy outfit that made me look like a cheap whore.  Not to mention I didn’t even know where the hell I was anymore!

No… running wasn’t an option, but neither was staying in the car.  As soon as we stopped, he chivvied me out the door, putting a finger through the ring on my collar to help me keep my balance while I struggled to walk up the stairs to his mansion.

His playroom was in the basement, so I had to deal with more stairs before reaching the room I’d be kept in for the rest of the night.  The heavy door opened with a hiss after he entered the code into the number pad next to it, and I felt my heart begin to hammer.

“Welcome to your new home for the next twenty hours,” he said, gesturing me inside.

It felt like I was an adventurer entering the dragon’s lair, unsure if the scaly beast was home or not.  In my case, I knew the beast was behind me and ready to pounce without warning, but knowing didn’t really help my nerves in the least.

I couldn’t see much, since the only light was what came through the doorway, but continued on until he commanded to stop.  I jumped when I heard the door boom shut, and again when a spotlight above me came on.  I guess I was a lot more nervous than I thought, which was really saying something!

“I normally start small and work my way up, but since you’re already wearing an armbinder, I think a nice strappado would be the best place to begin.  Bend over and stand still.”

I did as he ordered, hoping my arms could handle the strain of a real strappado.  After the things Monica had told me, I knew it wouldn’t be as easy to endure as I’d imagined, and I prayed he took my newbie status into consideration when he pulled my arms up.

It wasn’t as bad as I thought… at least at first, but as he pulled the rope higher and I ran out of room to bend, the strain started to become impossible to ignore.  He stopped before it became actually painful, though, and tied the rope off to a hook somewhere behind me.

While I tried to come to terms with my bondage, he slowly circled me, almost like a predator trying to decide on the best point of attack.  He stopped directly behind me, undid my skirt, and slipped his thumbs past the waistband of my panties on each side of my legs, slowly pulling them down.

Along with the toy, he let them fall to the floor, leaving me feeling more vulnerable than I’d ever felt before.

“Step out of your panties and skirt, kick them away, and spread your legs as wide apart as you can,” he ordered.  “I recommend you make a real effort at following my orders as precisely as possible, or you’ll find out what displeasing me means.”

I took him at his word and moved my feet as far apart as I could, even though it meant a lot
 more pressure on my already aching shoulders.  Once I’d hit my limit, he fastened one end of a spreader bar to my right ankle, and reached for the left one.

“Close, but no cigar,” he chided, finding my feet a few inches short of fitting the spreader bar.

A quick kick to the foot sent it out the remaining distance needed, and drew a gasp out of me as my shoulders strained even harder.  Once the second ankle was fastened and my ability to close my legs removed, he stood and gave me a quick, hard swat to the ass.

“Close isn’t right, but you’re new at this and I believe you tried, so I’ll let you off with just a warning this time.”

He circled me a few more times while I got used to the harsher position, finally stopping by my side this time.  Not bothering with the clasp, he cut the bra away and tossed it aside, leaving me completely naked now.

Moving in front of me, he reached around my body and began fondling my tits, paying special attention to my nipples, which were still rock hard from my adventure in the car.  After playing with them for a few minutes, he went behind me again and began rubbing my pussy.

I couldn’t stifle my moans, even though I tried.  He stopped after a moment, and came around to kneel in front of me.

“Are you sure you’ve never been in the submissive position before?” he asked, holding up his hand to show me how wet I’d made it with my secretions.  “You seem to be enjoying this far too much for someone with no experience.”

He rubbed his fingers under my nose and over my lips, leaving the smell and taste of my own musk behind, causing me to blush all the way down to my toenails.  I thought he was going to resume playing with my pussy since he’d walked back behind me, but instead, he grabbed the winch rope and slowly let my arms down.

He actually had to keep me from falling over once my arms were no longer giving me any support, letting me sit only after he’d removed the rope from end of the armbinder.  It was a huge relief that only got better when I felt him start to remove the armbinder completely.

Sweat had made my arms stick to the leather so he almost had to peel the thing off of me, but it soon joined the rest of my apparel in the discard pile.  I tried to stretch my arms, but could barely move them after the strain they’d recently been under.

Before I got control of my limbs, he pulled them forward and tied them to the rings on my ankle cuffs, leaving me bent over and tightly bound again, albeit in a much more comfortable position this time.

“I’d normally tie your elbows to your ankles for a tie like this, but such a long spreader bar makes it difficult.  I think I’ll just leave you like this for a while so I can enjoy the view.”

He said the last while rolling me onto my back and kneeling between my legs, putting my pussy prominently in his sights.  He sure knew what to say and do to get me to blush, and I vaguely wondered how much practice he’d had at it.

He picked up the vibrating egg from earlier and began teasing me with it, running it not only over my pussy, but over my nipples as well.  Between the egg, his free hand, and his mouth, all three spots were usually getting attention at the same time, but in a way that was building up my lust in a slow but steady manner.

If I closed my eyes I could imagine it was foreplay from the world’s best lover, but then I’d try to move, and the reality of my bondage brought me back to the real world.  I had no control over what he was doing, and his skill was slowly chipping away at my formerly firm resolution to not embarrass myself any further.

He brought me to what I thought was the edge countless times over the next hour, but backed off just before I could cross the line, and then brought me to an even higher cliff.  By the time he’d finished winding me up, I was practically delirious with lust, and didn’t give two shits about embarrassing myself… I just wanted to cum already, and would’ve done anything to get the release I was so desperate for.

Of course, by agreeing to be his sub for the night I’d already given him permission to do anything he wanted, but I didn’t think of that until much later.

The next time he stopped was different.  Instead of his usual routine, he reached behind my head and unbuckled the gag, finally removing the nasty thing from my aching jaw.  I almost
 made the mistake of thanking him for the small mercy, but remembered in time I was only supposed to speak in response to a direct question.

“I’m guessing someone is feeling pretty frustrated and helpless at the moment,” he said in an offhand manner.

Once again, I just barely stopped myself from replying.  While it sounded like a question, he hadn’t asked me directly, so it was better to be safe than sorry.  I nodded, hoping it might get the message across without breaking the rules.

“Then again, it might be both of us looking to find some relief at this stage of the game, since getting this close and intimate with a beautiful girl like you makes it hard for me to keep it in my pants.  Then again, whipping it out too soon would’ve ruined a lot of the fun, and I only have you in my evil clutches for a single day.”

What the hell was he rambling on about?  He could’ve fucked me two or three times by now, and still kept his idea of fun going all night if he chose.  Was I missing something?

“Tell me… if I was a character in one of your books, what would I do next?”

“You would fuck me, Sir,” I instantly replied, hoping to finally get the orgasm I needed more than air right now.

“I might, but I know you’d pop within seconds, and that would ruin the pleasure I get out of watching you squirm.  I think it’d be much more appropriate if you simply opened wide and tried to earn
 the privilege of cumming.”

I’d always hated giving head to any of my past boyfriends, but my lips parted almost before my brain sent the command.  Right now, earning an orgasm was the most important thing I could think of.

Before standing, he slid the egg inside me and gave me a glimmer of hope, although he left it off for now.  When he dropped his pants and allowed his hard cock to spring free, I was seriously impressed at how big it was.  I was also a little scared about having to suck on the monstrous thing, but a moment later I was sitting upright once more, and then there was no turning back.

Luckily, he wasn’t one of those guys who grabbed a fistful of hair to use for leverage while he jammed it down my throat or face-fucked me.  He simply held still and let me work on it at my own pace.

That was about the only thing he did to make it easier on me, though.  At random times he’d turn the egg on and buzz me close to orgasm, but he’d never leave it on for long enough to do more than keep me ultra-horny.  He also flicked his fingers across my nipples now and then, the painful pleasure sending mixed signals to my brain, and messing up my action on his cock.

With all the distractions I had to endure, it was probably about the worst blowjob I’d ever given in my life, but he eventually came and looked satisfied.  As someone I know once said, there’s no such thing as a bad blowjob from the male point of view.

After taking a moment to regain his bearings, he untied my hands from the spreader bar and helped me to stand.  Between the spreader bar holding my legs locked wide apart and my high level of arousal turning them to jelly, staying upright was a major challenge, and moving anywhere was completely out of the question.

Unfortunately, it seemed like that’s what I needed to do if I was going to get my turn anytime in the near future.  The spotlight cast just enough light scatter to allow me to see a low bench, about fifteen feet in the direction he expected me to walk, and that was my goal.

I made it about eight steps before he buzzed me with the egg and made me fall, which meant I moved around a whole foot closer to the bench.  I think he was expecting me to fail, which was why he left my arms free to break my own fall, but it turned out to be a blessing in disguise.

What might’ve taken me five minutes past forever to walk, took no time at all while crawling.  I was feeling pretty good about it as I first sat, and then lay down on what I now knew was a short, backless futon.

“Be careful about taking liberties or trying to guess my intentions,” he warned.  “If you guess wrong, you’ll earn a swift punishment.”

“Sorry Sir.”

“Put your hands together above your head.”

He used leather cuffs like the ones I wore on my ankles this time, which was a lot easier on my wrists compared to the rope he’d used in my last position.  I’d always thought bondage was bondage, so I never would’ve guessed there could be such a difference in comfort levels depending on what materials were used to tie someone up.  I was learning fast.

He pulled my arms a little higher above me when he tied them off, and then thankfully released my legs from the spreader bar.  I stretched them a little, but didn’t bother to bring them together; it was my turn for an orgasm now, and I didn’t want to delay it a nanosecond longer than necessary.

When he tied a new rope to the ankle cuffs, I expected him to stretch me out over the futon, but he had something else in mind.  Bringing my foot down and back, he tied it off somewhere below my head and quickly did the same with my other foot, leaving me in another awkward and vulnerable feeling position.

Was I being too sensitive to being on complete display for him, or did he simply have a knack for figuring out the best ways to make me feel like this?  I’d have to ask him about it, but not until tomorrow when my twenty-four hours of servitude was over.

He sat between my legs and resumed teasing and tormenting me just like before, but this time I wasn’t gagged, and couldn’t stop myself from begging him to finish me off already.  I suppose it was technically against the rules to speak and ask to cum, but he seemed to enjoy hearing my pleading.

It was actually cruel the way he ignored my pleas and teased me while wearing a smile on his face, but I was helpless and he was merciless, so the torture continued.  After he stopped for the umpteenth time, and I lay there almost in tears, something seemed to click.

Was it possible he was still testing me?  He’d said I’d be punished for breaking the rules, taking liberties, or trying to second guess him, and begging him for an orgasm counted against me in all three categories.

Despite how hard it was, I kept my mouth shut when he resumed my torment, and was rewarded with a genuine smile.

“I was wondering how long it would take,” was all he said.

Leaving the egg inside me and turning it on to high speed, he swiveled his body and planted his face between my legs, using both teeth and tongue on my clit.  It took about three seconds before all the pent up frustration and lust burst out of my body like a thermonuclear explosion of pure, uncontained ecstasy.

After being denied for so long, my orgasm was long, powerful, and apparently only the beginning of what I’d ‘earned’ by figuring out his lesson.  Even while my first orgasm was still going strong, his talented tongue brought a fresh surge out of my loins, extending it almost past my ability to cope.

He never stopped, or even slowed down until he’d drawn at least five or six orgasms out of me, leaving me a panting, sweating, boneless wreck.  I tasted my own juices again when he got up and kissed me, and it lingered even after drinking most of the bottle of water he brought me.

He gave me one final kiss on the tip of my nose before covering me with a blanket and bidding me a good night.  I should’ve been pissed off at being left bound like this for the night, but was just too tired to care; I think I fell asleep before he even left the room, since I never heard the door.



The Decision


I must’ve been even more wiped out than I’d thought, since I awoke completely unfettered.  I wouldn’t have thought it was possible to untie me without waking me, but the proof was in my ability to run to the bathroom I spied through an open door.

When I emerged a few minutes later, I realized I didn’t know the code to the door, and was basically stuck down here until William opened it for me.  Lacking any better ideas, I went back to the bathroom so I could take a nice, long, hot shower.

It was the right decision, since when I emerged this time, I felt reinvigorated and ready to face whatever he planned on throwing my way before my time was up.  I was just about to start snooping around to see what I might be dealing with when I heard the door open and the lights all came on.

“Good morning,” he said, pushing a cart of food into the room.

“Good morning, Sir,” I replied, remembering just
 in time to add the honorific to my greeting.

He wheeled the cart over to a wooden table festooned with belts, cuffs, and recessed tie points.  While it was obvious the table was usually used for a far different purpose, it was going to be our breakfast table this morning, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about eating on it.

My reservations only lasted until he lifted the first cloche, and the smell of eggs benedict wafted my way.  Bacon too… there was definitely bacon involved somewhere, and my stomach cast the final veto over my brain.

Amazingly, the food tasted even better than it smelled, and between us both we polished off every last crumb.  We hadn’t said more than a dozen words the entire time we were eating, but now that breakfast was over, it was time to get back to business.

“Since you’re so new at this, I’d like to start off with a tour of the room,” he began.  “Take a look at anything you want, and feel free to ask any questions you may have.”

“Thank you, Sir,” I replied, giving him a little curtsey as I stood.

The obvious place to start was with the large bondage items like the X-frame cross or punishment bench, but those seemed fairly self-explanatory to me.  Instead, I went straight for the various cupboards and wardrobes on the far wall, wanting to know what items were so devilish they needed to be kept out of sight.

In a continuation of a lifetime of bad luck, the first door I opened revealed a collection of anal toys that made me turn beet red at the thought of having even a small one shoved up my bum.  The second and third doors weren’t much better, holding vibrators of all shapes and sizes, and kept me looking redder than a sunburnt nudist.

The fourth door hid an impressive collection of gags, the fifth contained an assortment of collars… some of which barely looked like they could fit around a human neck, and the last contained ‘jewelry’ of a sort.

Nipple clamps, bells, thin chains, lead weights, springs, and what looked like various items for use with actual piercings.  I closed that door fast and moved onto the big closet.

As much as the jewelry cupboard scared me, the contents behind this door filled me with delight.  It contained both arm and leg binders, leather catsuits, hoods, ballet boots, corsets, and several different kinds of straitjackets.  The smell of leather was intoxicating, and almost overpowering.

I lingered there the longest, but eventually moved on to inspect the various cuffs, blindfolds, spreader bars, mid-sized restraints like a fiddle, and lots of impact play toys.  He had far too many of the latter for my peace of mind, but I think I kept my nervousness hidden fairly well.

“I was planning on asking if there was anything specific you wanted to try, but your body language made it fairly obvious what things piqued your interest.  Fetch the leather straitjacket,” he ordered.

I’d always wanted to try one, but never imagined I’d ever get the chance.  This was going to be awesome!

I kept my arms fully extended when I handed it to him, letting him slide it straight on.  Even though I’d been expecting it, I experienced a brief moment of panic when my hands didn’t emerge from the end, signaling the fact my bondage had already begun.

He spun me around and put my hair into a ponytail on top of my head to keep it out of the way, and then began connecting buckles.  The one around my neck was the thickest, but the others tightened the leather prison around my body a lot more, especially around my chest.

The crotch strap was the last one he did, and while it felt both weird and embarrassing, my only thought was he should’ve done something to help protect the leather, since I was extremely turned on and wet already.  When he gave it a few hard tugs to get it nice and tight, the friction against my pussy made my head spin, and I began to wonder if this was such a good idea after all.

After pulling tight the pair of built-in straps around my wrists, he fed them through a loop on the front of the jacket, and had me hug myself so he could finish the job easier.  Unlike the belts in the back, the arm belt had a roller buckle that let him tighten it inch by inch, sealing my fate slowly but surely.

“Wow… this feels incredible,” I said, struggling to break free.

It really did feel amazing, although it was heavier than I thought it’d be.  It was also fairly comfortable, except for a tiny bit of a strain on my shoulders from how tight he’d pulled the arm strap.  It was the kind of stuff I’d never learn in a million years from watching videos.

“It fits you almost perfectly,” he said with satisfaction.  “But I don’t recall asking for your opinion!”

He sounded stern and had me worried for a moment, but he was smiling as he picked up a bit gag and gestured for me to open up.  The leather wrapped piece of steel felt a lot different from the ball gag he’d used yesterday, and almost seemed to pull my mouth closed from the corners, rather than open from the fat ball.

Once again, it was the kind of thing that had to be experienced rather than seen.  I was amazed at how much I’d learned in the short amount of time I’d been his sub, and for the first time, I seriously began to consider taking him up on his offer for the year-long contract.

I could do a lot worse than William when it came to choosing a Master.  He was rich, handsome, polite, and knew his stuff when it came to both bondage, and what pushed a woman’s buttons.  A year with him could not only be instructive, but a hell of a lot of fun!

Throughout the rest of the day, he proved me right by giving me the ‘fifty-cent’ bondage tour, as he called it, letting me try most of the things in his playroom.  Last night had been a little scary and a lot intense, but today felt like I was at an amusement park with a free pass for all the rides.

I got to experience dozens of different kinds of rope ties, spent some time on the St. Andrew’s cross, and got suspended by my crotch from a hanging board.  The latter hurt like a bitch after a few minutes, but not as bad as it would’ve if it hadn’t been for the protection of the straitjacket crotch strap.

He gave my ass a brief introduction to each of his impact play toys while I was bent over a padded bar, although he thankfully didn’t seem inclined to strike with anything close to full force.  He also changed gags each time he selected a new implement, so now I knew the difference between most of the major styles.

He even let me have a little fun on my own when he needed to step away to take care of some business, and I sure took advantage of the opportunity.  To keep me out of trouble, he bound my hands together in front of me, and then pulled them up and over so he could fasten them to the back of my collar.

To keep me occupied while he was away, he frog tied my legs and helped me sit on a Sybian machine, putting the control box within easy reach of my fingers, and telling me to enjoy myself.  The Sybian was another one of those things I’d heard about a lot, but never had the pleasure of trying until now.

Pleasure was an understatement.

The control box had a variable speed controller on it, and let me tell you… it was definitely
 needed.  At full speed, the powerful vibrating machine was practically rattling my teeth, so what it did to my cunt doesn’t need any additional explanations.

Suffice it to say, I ‘enjoyed’ myself several times before he returned to continue my education.  He finished the night by tying me to a sturdy dining room chair, and feeding me tiny bits of steak and lobster in between his own bites.

I was left in the chair until the precise moment my twenty-four hours was up, and then quickly released and allowed to return to normality.  After a quick shower, I changed into my original street clothes, (which he’d had cleaned and delivered from the club) and went upstairs to meet him for what might be the most important conversation of my life.

He was waiting in a comfortable looking sitting room at the top of the stairs, sipping from a cognac snifter and staring into the flames of a small fire burning in the fireplace.  He looked incredibly hot in the flickering light, adding another point of consideration to the decision I was about to make.

“Hello,” I hesitantly called out, unsure of how I should start.

“Ah, there she is,” he said, rising from his chair and giving me a short bow.  “Would you care to join me for a drink, or would you prefer to go back to your hotel?”

“I’d love a glass of wine if you have some handy.”

He had a nice pinot grigio chilling in the bar fridge, and poured me a glass while I made myself comfortable in the chair opposite from where he’d been sitting.

“So what did you think of your day in bondage?” he asked as he handed me my glass and took his seat.

“It’s not easy to describe,” I hedged, remembering the flood of mixed emotions I’d felt while under his control.

“You’re a writer… give it a try.”

“Confusion might be the best way to describe it, since I barely knew what to think from one moment to the next.  I would jump from nervous to scared, from excited at what you were doing to fearful and ready to run… if I could’ve, that is,” I chuckled.

“I could see a lot of those reactions on your face and in your eyes, but overall, I was seriously impressed by how well you handled everything I put you through.  I tried to push you until you used your safe word, just to prove things would stop when you used it – but you never did.”

“I came close several times,” I admitted.

“Why didn’t you?”

“I dunno… it just didn’t seem right at the time.  Also, when I thought about using it, I seemed to slip into the mind of a character from my book.  This’ll probably sound silly, but I found myself thinking about my plight in the third person point of view, almost like I really was the main character in a scene being developed.”

“If you wrote that scene now, would it be anything like you might’ve written a week ago?”

I took a deep breath and a gulp of wine before answering.

“Not even close.  I learned more in a single day than I did all of last year, and would like to learn more if we can come to some sort of agreement.”

“What do you have in mind?”

“I’d like to consider taking you up on your offer for a year as your sub, but need certain assurances first.”

“Go on.”

“I’m not sure how this all works, but since this would be a temporary thing, I wouldn’t want to find something permanent done to me, like tattoos, piercings, branding, scars, etc.”

“Those are fairly standard concerns, and not a problem.”

“I also have obligations and deadlines to meet, and would need dedicated writing time every day.  I suppose I could be in some sort of bondage while writing, as long as I can concentrate and work without distractions, and easily use my laptop.”

“That sounds reasonable, and would give me time to take care of my own business as well.”

“Do you really think I have a chance of writing a BDSM bestseller?” I asked.

“I skimmed through a few of your regular books, as well as both bondage titles.  From what I can tell, you’re a good, creative writer who simply lacks experience.  I can fix that.”

“Then let’s do it,” I said, shuddering slightly.  “When do we start?”

“A month from now would be best.”

“A whole month?” I replied, surprised.  “Why so long?”

“This isn’t a decision you should make lightly.  I want to make sure you get a chance to really think things through, and change your mind if you decide against it.  It isn’t all just fun and games.”

“I guess that makes sense.”

“Also, if you’re going to be living here for a year, you’ll have to make certain arrangements.  Do you rent, or have your own place?”

“I own a small house.”

“You’ll have to make sure all bills get paid, including taxes and your mortgage if you have one, and maybe even shut off all the utilities so you can simply close it completely.  You’ll probably want to forward your mail here as well.  As far as everyone other than me and your agent are concerned, you’re going to disappear off the face of the planet for three hundred and sixty-five days.”

“Ok, I can see how I’ll need a little bit of time to take care of all that, gather all my notes and book files, pack up my closet…”

“You won’t need anything from your closet,” he interrupted.  “While you’re in my service, I’m the only one who gets to decide what you wear… if anything… and I don’t think your current wardrobe has anything we might need.”

It sounded like he was trying to bait me, but it actually made perfect sense.  No master in any of my books would let his slave wear regular street clothes, and my closet had a definite shortage in the kinky leather and latex department.

He seemed surprised at my ready acquiescence, and said he’d have a detailed contract ready for me to peruse by the end of the week.  His driver took me to my hotel and escorted me to my room, giving me two contact cards before he left; one for him if I needed any assistance, and one for William in case I had more questions for him.

In some ways the month seemed to drag by at a snail’s pace, yet it mostly seemed like my final days of having any kind of freedom or control numbered far too few.  When the day finally arrived, all my affairs were in order and all the possessions I’d take with me were packed into one small box.

Mr. Gerard (the driver) carried it to the car for me, and then opened the door so I could step into more than just the limo.  I was stepping into a whole new life.



My New Master


“Any last words?” William quipped, smiling and dangling a ball gag from his fingers.

I smiled faintly in return, but just shook my head, not trusting my voice with a verbal reply.  I’d thought of little else for the last month, but now the reality of what I was doing was starting to set in, and my fear level was spiking accordingly.

“Don’t worry,” he said, tossing the gag onto the seat beside him.  “I’ve already decided to start you off slow and easy today, which means you’ll need your voice.  I only give the orientation tour once, so if you don’t understand something, it’s in your best interest to ask as many questions as it takes to figure things out.  Failing me in any way will always earn you a punishment.”

“What do you mean by punishment?” I asked.

“It depends on the transgression, and how I feel at the time.  I might remove privileges or increase the severity of your bondage.  I might torment you sexually like on our first night, or go the other direction and lock you in a chastity belt.  I might whip, flog, cane, and spank you, or put you into some predicament bondage where you’ll wind up torturing yourself.  Those scenes are usually fun to watch.”

“What kind of things do you consider to be punishable offenses?”

“Improper dress, complaining unduly, failure to address someone properly, not completing a job to my satisfaction… it’s not rocket science.  Just remember the three magic words, and you’ll do fine.”

“What words?”

“Obey, trust, and respect.”

“I think I can handle that,” I nodded.

“Good, then it’s time for your first task.  Open up the briefcase beside you.”

I put the heavy case in my lap and popped the latches, opening it up to reveal four rubber coated cuffs, a matching collar, and five small padlocks.

“I would like you to put them on yourself to show you’re entering into this willingly.  Unless I decide otherwise, you’ll wear those five pieces at all times, so I suggest you get used to them.”

I took a deep breath and put the case on the seat beside me, electing to start with the wrist cuffs.  It wasn’t as easy to get them buckled properly, especially the one on my right wrist, but I eventually managed.

The ankle cuffs were a lot easier, and the collar would’ve been if it wasn’t for the mental aspect.  Wrapping the collar around my own throat felt like something final and irrevocable… when the lock clicked shut, it felt like I was truly sealing my own fate.

“Excellent,” he said, giving me an over exaggerated golf clap.  “I bet that was a lot harder than it looked.”

“You have no idea,” I murmured.

***

When we arrived, he gave me the tour of the entire place to make sure I knew my way around, even though I’d never step foot into most of the rooms ever again.  In fact, he informed me I’d be spending almost all my time inside his playroom, so I wasn’t sure why I got the tour at all.

Still, it would’ve been bad form to question his methods within an hour of my arrival, so I kept my mouth shut and probably saved myself one of the punishment sessions he’d warned me about.  It was kind of funny… showing off his house felt like something a normal guy would do on a first date, and we were definitely past that point.

Considering the size of his home, he had very little staff.  He introduced me to Miss Gertie the cook, Mr. Willis who seemed to be a combination of personal assistant and bodyguard, and his butler Gordon.  He told me he also had a maid named Francine, but it was her day off today.

After the tour we sat down for a light brunch, and then went downstairs to the only part of his home I had to worry about.  The playroom had changed since I’d seen it last, mostly in the area around the bathroom, and specifically to suit my needs for the next year.

My lone box of possessions was sitting on a small desk in the corner, a partial kitchenette with sink, coffee maker, and small fridge had been built next to it, and oh yeah… the whole shebang was located inside a solid cage.  I hadn’t been expecting a real prison cell, but I’ve had worse offices in the past.

“So what do you think?” he asked.

“I think it’ll take some getting used to, but I can’t really complain.  Have you figured out a schedule yet?”

“Yes, although it’ll be flexible, depending on both our needs.  You’ll be allotted a certain amount of hours per week for sleep, meals, ablutions, exercise, writing, research, editing, and all the other weird things you creative types need to do.  On rare occasions, you might even earn some free time, but don’t count on it happening too often.  The rest of your time will depend on how I feel like amusing myself at that particular moment.”

The casual way he said the last made me really feel like property instead of a person.  He could use me or abuse me in any way he saw fit, and with even less regard than he showed for his TV!  I was still trying to digest the fact when he gestured for me to follow him upstairs again.

“Open the bottle of champagne in the fridge, and bring it to me on the silver tray you’ll find waiting.  This is to be a moment of celebration for both of us, so make sure you bring two flutes.”

He sat in the same chair as when I’d decided to go through with the full year of service under him, and seemed to be watching me closely while I did what he asked.  I was extremely careful when I popped the cork and poured the expensive bubbly, not wanting to waste a single drop and fail what might be my first test of service.

As I loaded the tray, it was hard not to stare at the pair of scissors already sitting on it.  I delivered the tray to the end table beside him and was pretty sure I knew where this was going, but really hoped I was wrong.

“To a year of fun and education,” he said, raising his glass in a toast.

I touched his glass with mine and took a bigger gulp than the fine vintage deserved, but needed it to help brace me.  I didn’t feel so bad when I saw him drain his whole glass and trade the empty vessel for the pair of scissors.

“This is something that’s been done for so long, it’s practically a ritual by now.  I’m giving you one last chance to change your mind about entering into my service,” he said, handing me the scissors.  “If you want to leave, then you know where the door is.  If you decide to stay, I want you to prove it by cutting off all your clothes and burning the scraps in the fireplace.”

Even though I’d been expecting it, it felt like a blow to the gut to hear him actually say it.  Just like when I’d put the cuffs and collar on in the car, he expected me to act on my own as a way to prove my willingness to obey his orders.

In its own way, this was harder than putting on the collar.  It felt degrading, and more than a little scary since after this there was no chance of backing out.  Each snick of the scissors brought me closer to the edge of the abyss, and every scrap of cloth tossed into the flames made the edge seem more dangerous.

My hands were trembling by the time I was down to my bra and panties, and those final few cuts were the hardest things I’d ever had to do, but I did them.  He had me refill our glasses while we watched my shoes burn, and only after they were reduced to embers did he order me back downstairs.

“I promised you an easy day, and I’m a man of my word.  Unpack, set up your computer, and get your stuff organized.  I’ll rejoin you at dinner time and give you further instructions, but for now, enjoy some time to yourself.”

“Thank you, Sir,” I replied, feeling extremely glad he was giving me a chance to catch my breath.

I jumped when he slammed the prison door shut, the sound echoing in my mind long after it faded.  He locked it with the biggest key I’d ever seen and hung it on a hook by the main entrance before turning back to me.

“Call out if you need anything,” he said.  “In case I hadn’t mentioned it, my entire house is fully equipped for both audio and video surveillance, especially your new home.  Someone will always be watching, so keep that in mind in case you feel the need to ‘scratch your own itch’ or something equally embarrassing.”

He laughed at my instinctive reaction of trying to cover my private parts, and was still laughing when the door boomed shut, cutting off all sound from outside.  I had to sit for a moment to regain my composure, since he’d pushed my buttons perfectly yet again.

I’d thought it when I got in the car and I’d thought it again when I’d put on the cuffs, burnt my clothes, been locked in the cell, and once again as I heard his final words.

This shit just got real.



The Strict Master


The alarm went off at six the next morning, and getting out of bed was a real struggle.  Not because I had trouble getting up early, but because I’d forgotten I’d been bound to my bed.

At the same time the alarm had gone off, a key on a string fell from an electromagnet above me, hanging right next to my fingers and giving me the means to free myself.  It wasn’t as easy to do as it’d sounded last night when William had put me to bed, but I eventually got the lock holding my wrists above my head open, followed by the one holding my ankles to the footboard.

Getting free of my nighttime restraints took longer than it should’ve, so I had to rush through my shower and other morning necessities.  I needed to be standing at attention next to the cell door when he arrived with his morning instructions, or face unspecified (but guaranteed undesirable) consequences.

I didn’t quite make it in time, but did my best to look contrite while he scolded me and began my first punishment session.  My hands were locked together behind my back, and I was ordered to kneel with my chest and face pressed against the bars of the cage.

The cold steel against my breasts, along with a little help from his talented fingers, soon had my nubs erect and vulnerable to the set of clover clamps he’d selected.  They hurt a lot when he put them in place, but not quite as much as I was expecting, and mostly just at the start.

Of course, that soon changed.  Making sure both of my tits were completely through the bars, he tied the clamps together, making it feel like the biggest tittie twister I’d ever had the misfortune to experience.

I had to stay like that while he hand fed me bits of scrambled eggs and toast for breakfast, and then opened up his robe so I could have some dessert.  As a further punishment, he made sure the taste of his seed stayed with me by locking a penis shaped panel gag in my mouth, leaving me like that while he went upstairs to have his own breakfast.

My knees were aching and nipples throbbing by the time he thankfully came back, but if I would’ve known what was coming, I would’ve wished he’d taken longer.  With a big smile on his face, he removed both nipple clamps at once, causing me to actually scream into my gag as the blood rushed back into them.

I made a mental promise to never, ever be late again, no matter what.

“Anything you care to say?” he asked after the pain faded and I’d calmed down.

“No, Sir,” I replied.

“Wrong answer,” he said, shaking his head in disgust.  “You should have greeted me when I walked in, you should have then asked how you could serve me.  You also should’ve thanked me for allowing you to suck my cock, and you should have thanked me for your punishment so you remember to do better in the future.”

“Sorry Sir, I promise I’ll do better next time.”

“I know you will, for the simple reason that making the same mistake multiple times means a punishment that doubles in severity for each offence.  For example, your failure in comportment this morning means ten lashes for each of your four offences.  If you fail any of those tomorrow, it’ll mean twenty per offence, and then forty, and so on.”

Holy shit… I still had more punishment coming my way?  This was not the kind of start I was hoping for.

“Do you want me to give you the forty blows you’ve earned now, or after your next set of lessons?”

“Now, please,” I replied, thinking I might be earning more, and didn’t want to be whipped for a solid hour or two later.

“Wrong answer again,” he said in disgust.  “The proper response should’ve been ‘whatever you decide, Sir’, which reminds me… you forgot to address me properly, so now you’re up to a total of sixty.”

I was too stunned to reply, but thankfully he didn’t seem to be expecting one.  He unlocked the door of my cell and led me between two sturdy posts, tying my cuffs to them so I was held in a taut, vertical spread eagle.

“Which implement would you like me to try first?” he asked.

Ha!  He wasn’t gonna catch me with that one again.  “That’s for you to decide, Sir.”

“Will wonders never cease… she actually can
 learn from her mistakes!  Of course, there are ways of asking for something while still leaving the choice in my hands.  Care to take a try?”

I thought carefully before replying.  “It’s your decision, Sir, but might I suggest you start off with a flogger?”

“I think your suggestion has some merit.  Very well… the flogger it shall be, at least to start with.”

He didn’t lash out immediately like I’d been expecting, but took a few minutes to warm up both his arm, and my backside.  Back and forth the leather strands went across my ass, feeling gradually more and more painful, until finally he lashed out for real, taking my breath away.

Back and forth the leather strands came again, as he resumed his earlier strokes, and then again a harder lash.  He kept to that pattern for a count of twenty real lashes, and then paused for a break.

“Well that was fun, but I think we should change things up a little so neither of us gets bored.  Do you have any more suggestions?”

“What about the cane, Sir?” I blurted without thinking.

“What an excellent idea,” he said with enthusiasm.

Shit… why did I ask for the cane?  It was probably the worst thing I could’ve asked for, but it was too late to change my suggestion.

Just like he had with the flogger, he tapped my ass with the springy rattan stick as a prelude to his real strikes, but unlike the flogger, even his taps hurt quite a bit.  Or so I thought, until he delivered his first real blow, and my scream echoed throughout the room.

Holy shit balls that fucking thing hurt like a motherfucker!  I didn’t think I’d be able to handle nineteen more like that, but luckily he never hit in the exact same spot twice.  It meant I had ten lines down each buttock and on the upper thigh, but I survived.

“I wonder what we should have fun with next,” he said, in far too cheerful of a tone.

“Perhaps my Master would like to surprise me with something?” I said, unable to think of something that wouldn’t hurt like a bitch over the welts left behind from the cane.

“What a wonderful idea,” he replied, walking back to his collection.

When he returned and stood in front of me a moment later, I saw he held a nasty looking four foot whip, and wondered if I’d shit and stepped in it once again.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve given a girl a proper tittie whipping, and since your derriere is looking a little tender at the moment, this might actually be easier on you!”

I doubted getting whipped across my tits was going to be easy, although what he said about my ass was true; it was burning like a bitch right now.

“Thank you for being so creative and thoughtful,” I said, hoping to earn a few brownie points.

He just chuckled and began his preliminary strikes.  I found the whip definitely stung, but wasn’t as bad as the cane, except for when the stroke landed directly on top of a nipple.  I had a sneaking suspicion he was going easy on me for once, but didn’t dare say anything.

As soon as he finished the last set of twenty strokes, I didn’t wait for him to prompt me.

“Thank you, Sir, for teaching me this lesson and giving me the punishment I so richly deserved.”

“That was well said,” he replied.  “But since you decided not to count each stroke out loud, I thought you were just giving me plenty of time to warm up.”

Son of a bitch!  Was he really going to start all over again?

I winced when I felt him resume working over my ass, and almost cried when the enormity of what I still had coming sunk in, but I never missed a single count.

With a Master this strict, I didn’t dare to.

***

Unaccustomed to such pain, I was pretty much wrecked by the time he finished with my early morning punishment.  He put me back in my cell and said I could write for a while and then rest until noon.

I chose rest, since sitting in my chair wasn’t something I was prepared to do just now.  I did
 take my laptop to bed with me so I could jot down notes about what’d happened this morning and how I felt about it all, but that was all I had the energy for.

Falling asleep meant I wasn’t waiting to greet him when he returned, and since I hadn’t gotten any real writing done, it meant twenty lashes for the second time I’d made him wait, and ten more for not writing.  At the rate I was going, his arm was likely to fall off from overuse, and he’d be hard pressed to find anywhere left unmarked to whip me on by the end of the day.

Of course, he had an easy solution to that as well, which made my next punishment session both better and worse.  In short, once I was tied between the posts again, he stripped naked and stuck his dick in me, using a handheld zapper on my ass to get me to jump around and slowly fuck him as I struggled to avoid the shocks.

Day one was an abysmal failure, and one of the hardest days of my life, but he eventually finished with my lessons and put me to bed for the night.  Sleeping on my side was a little awkward with how I was bound, but I was too exhausted to care.

I hoped my second day would be better, although it was hard to imagine how it could get any worse.

***

I was ready and waiting for him the next morning, and also remembered to both greet him properly and ask how I could serve him.  I may be slow sometimes, but I ain’t stupid!

He seemed satisfied with my comportment, and let me eat a light, but tasty breakfast on my own before getting down to business.  Today’s lesson was to be about proper posture and presentation positions, and would require me to actually put on some clothes!

Of course, his idea of clothes was a harsh boned corset, strict posture collar, his favorite red ball gag, and a pair evil ballet boots that kept my toes en pointe.  I should probably point out that nothing I wore actually covered my tits, pussy, or ass, so wearing this getup was almost worse than being completely naked.

Did I say almost worse?  As my lessons progressed to where I could walk without losing my balance every few feet, he ran a chain through the front of my collar and locked my wrist cuffs to the ends.  The chain would slide enough I could reach one hand down to my stomach, as long as I pulled the other one tight against my neck.

The reason he limited my reach became obvious shortly after, when he bent me over a chair and began smearing grease over both my holes.  The dildo he shoved up my butt was thankfully both short and thin, unlike the one he slid up my twat.  Both were completely smooth, though, and while I was initially glad of the fact, it soon became the bane of my existence, since letting one fall out meant immediate punishment.

“It’s almost noon,” he said, glancing at his watch.  “It’s a beautiful day, so I think we’ll join the others out in the garden.”

I froze mid-step at the implications of what that meant.  Deep down I’d known I’d eventually be treated like a real submissive in front of others, but being shown off mostly naked on only my second day was tough to accept.  Still, it wasn’t like I had any say in the matter, and trying to complain would only earn me more punishments… maybe even in front of everyone, and I’d rather die than be publicly whipped or fucked!

With that thought to keep me motivated, I steadied my nerves as much as I could, and began the arduous process of making my way up the steps while wearing the evil boots.  I surprised both of us by making it up all the stairs with barely a stumble, which turned out to be yet another inadvertent mistake.

“I’m glad to see you handling the training boots so well,” he complimented me.  “At the rate you’re going, we’ll have you out of those little six inch heels and into a proper eight or nine in no time.”

Eight or nine inch heels?  Was he friggen kidding me?  Despite my disbelief, he looked deadly serious, so I thanked him for the compliment and resumed my march to the waiting garden party.

For whatever reason, walking straight across the house made it harder to keep my toys in place than when I was walking up the stairs.  The dildo slid out of my pussy twice before I even got outside, earning me ten swift swats to the ass each time it hit the floor.

It was extremely embarrassing, but gave me plenty of motivation to do better once we got outside.  As humiliating as this was going to be, I was somewhat relieved to find it was only his staff in attendance, and not half of the members from the BDSM club like I’d feared.

It actually looked like a fun little gathering… or at least it would’ve been fun if I was free to romp in the pool like the guys were.  The only person actually working was a tiny girl I assumed to be Francine, since she was dressed in an extremely slutty and semi-transparent version of a French maid’s uniform.

Of course, tiny only applied to her height; her melons had to easily be at least double-D’s.  Between her amazing physical attributes, and the crazy getup she was wearing, I had to wonder if maid service to the Master ran late into the nights around here.

What William did wasn’t really my business, but for some reason the thought of him sleeping with someone who looked like an overgrown Barbie doll made me a little jealous.

“Feel free to do as you like,” he said to me, while tapping away at his phone.  “I would recommend you get a little exercise, but that’s entirely up to you.”

I’m sure he’d love to see me getting some exercise, since every move I made had the potential to dislodge the dildo.  I’m sure it’d be great fun for him to be able to spank me in front of everyone, but I was not
 going to let that happen.

I’d just barely finished the thought when I felt the dildo begin to stir.  Shit… it was a vibrator, and he was going to cheat!  On a brighter note, it was running at a very low speed.  I should be able to control myself if I was careful and didn’t move around.

They say no battle plan survives contact with the enemy, and my plan to not move was no exception.  Every fifteen seconds or so, my enemy the toy was increasing in speed, and I knew I was going to find myself in serious trouble before too long.

Then I found the secret.  While moving to a spot I thought might be at least partially hidden, the vibrator shut off.  It started up the moment I stood still again, and now I understood his hint about getting some exercise.

If I stood still, not only would I be forced to cum in front of everyone, but keeping the toy in place would be damn near impossible after that.  My only option was to keep walking, and pray my concentration didn’t waver.

It was way harder than I thought it’d be, since the patio was covered in rough flagstones that made walking in those ludicrous boots even more of a challenge than normal.  Even before lunch was served, my legs ached from toe to thigh, I was drenched in sweat from the hot sun, and with the dildo shifting inside me at every step it meant I was kept constantly aroused.

I was given the job of fetching drinks and stuff when everyone was eating, which was almost my undoing.  With the limited reach of my hands, pouring a drink or filling a plate took forever, and meant I was standing still long enough for the vibrations to ramp up several times for each item.

Francine was the worst, since she seemed to understand what was going on, and took an almost childlike delight in asking me for one small thing after another.  She even made me stand and wait before she took anything from me, and I knew her goal was to see me humiliated in front of everyone.

I’d give anything for five minutes alone and unfettered with the little bitch.

Gravity eventually won, and the dildo hit the ground while I was standing next to her holding a crab leg she suddenly seemed indecisive about accepting.  With a wicked smile on her face, she reacted instantly and pulled me over her lap so she could deliver my spanking herself!

Humiliated didn’t even begin to describe how I felt as her surprisingly strong arms delivered ten stinging blows to my ass, followed by a reinsertion of the slick toy.  With her conquest complete, she left me mostly alone after that, but kept a close watch on me in case I slipped up again.

I didn’t, but that didn’t mean my degradation was at an end.  I got my turn to eat after everyone else was finished, but not in the way I was expecting.  Francine took a little bit of everything, put it into a bowl, and stuck it next to the dog house in the back corner of the garden.

My gag was removed after my collar was attached to a short chain, and I was left on my own while she began cleaning on the patio.  To add insult to injury, when I dropped to my hands and knees to try and take a bite, I saw the word BITCH painted on the side of the bowl.  Thanks, Francine.

I went to bed at an all-time low, but at least I had something interesting to write about the next day.



The Creative Master


“Congratulations… your new bondage book broke the top one hundred in the rankings, and it doesn’t completely
 suck,” William cheerfully said, showing me the page on his tablet.

“Thank you, Sir. I’ve learned a lot in the past two months.”

“Of course, ‘doesn’t completely suck’ is a far cry from the bestseller you need to write, so maybe I should step up my game again.”

“Whatever you decide, Sir,” I instantly replied.

While I hoped he didn’t step it up to the level he had during my initial hell week, I couldn’t help but get excited at the prospect of new, wild, and interesting scenes with him.  He could be incredibly creative when he wanted to be.

That first week had almost broken me, though.  Day after day he’d deliberately set me up for failure and humiliation, using a sort of shock and awe tactic to get me to either learn fast or admit defeat.

Much to his amazement, no matter what he did, I was too stubborn (or too stupid) to quit, and I’d actually earned his respect.  One might say my service actually started in the second week when he figured out I wasn’t going anywhere, and began treating me like something other than a mere object for his amusement.

It didn’t mean I wasn’t still used or punished, only that the intensity level dropped down to something I could live with.  Now he was going to step it back up, but all I felt was simple worry instead of blind panic. I’d grown a lot in my short time with him, and felt quite proud of myself for it.

He’d come to some sort of a decision while I’d been reminiscing, and ordered me to get ready for a night at the club.  I rushed to comply not only because I was a good little submissive now, but because I loved going there.

He had my outfit laid out for me by the time I emerged from the bathroom, and had already left to get ready himself.  His selections had me scratching my head, since in the entire time I’d been here, he’d never given me something so bizarre to wear.

I shrugged and put on the knee socks, sweat pants, T-shirt, sweater, and running shoes, wondering the whole time what he was up to.  He’d left the door unlocked when he’d left, so I went upstairs and waited for him in the sitting room, trying without success to figure out why I was dressed so frumpily for a night at the high class club.

My confusion grew when I saw he was dressed as impeccably as always, but he never explained himself to me, and there was no way I was going to ask.  I followed him to the truck he rarely used, and hopped into the passenger seat without a word.

“We’re going shopping,” he said as he pulled out of the garage.

Going out in public explained why I was wearing street clothes instead of restraints, but didn’t do much to justify such a crappy outfit.  He didn’t say anything else until we got to the edge of town and he pulled into a lot full of Christmas trees for sale.

“Pick out the best one they have that’s under eight feet,” he said, handing me a wad of cash.  “I’ll be back in thirty minutes.”

“Yes, Sir,” I replied.

Even though the place was deserted except for me and the guy running it, I felt nervous about carrying the thick wad of bills he’d given me.  I didn’t have a choice, though, since my outfit lacked pockets, and I didn’t even have a bra to stuff it in.

I couldn’t really worry about it much since I had a job to do, and I didn’t want to make him wait in case he came back early.  I headed straight for the row with trees in the size range he’d specified, finding an almost perfect one right away.

The guy selling them must’ve really been starved for business, since all it took was a glance in his direction to get him heading my way at a jog.

“I’d like this one, please,” I said.

“Right away ma’am,” he replied, perking up since the price tag read a hundred bucks.  “Follow me, please.”

At the end of the row were several of the chutes that held fine mesh netting to compress the tree branches for easy transport, and he heaved it into the closest one pointing the right way with practiced ease.  I peeled a hundred dollar bill off my wad of cash and handed it to him before he began feeding the tree through the ring.

Unfortunately, the tree I’d picked had been so full and had such lovely, long branches, he had a hard time getting it down the chute.

“Can I help?” I asked.

“That’d be appreciated, ma’am.  Maybe we can get it if you push while I pull from the other end.”

“Ok,” I nodded, climbing onto the chute.

Even with the two of us working together, it wasn’t easy.  Each push only moved the tree a few inches, even though I was really giving it my all, and I wondered why we were having such a problem with it.

Just as I was thinking that and leaning into my next shove, the tree seemed to practically leap forward, and whiz down the chute.  Unfortunately for me, it caught me off-guard, and I immediately followed it.

The guy was laughing at my predicament, and after a brief moment of annoyance, I began to chuckle as well.  If only we’d gotten it on video, my hilarious mishap might’ve gone viral.

I was still laughing when he cut the net above my outstretched hands, and didn’t notice him tying it off.  I stopped laughing when he took a long net scrap and wrapped it around my head and between my lips, effectively cleave gagging me.

I definitely wasn’t laughing when he picked me up and sent me through the next chute, adding another layer of mesh over my trapped body, and not stopping there.  I think I slid through the ring about a dozen times before he was satisfied I was completely cocooned, but he didn’t stop there.

After dragging me into the shack he used as an office, he tied a rope around my wrists, pulled me off the ground, and began wrapping me in twine.  The mesh alone had done a good job of keeping me restrained, but the addition of the twine turned trapped into immobile in a matter of minutes.

Wraps around my stomach and chest made breathing difficult, several dozen over my mouth made speech impossible, and a few over my eyes took away my sight.  In short, I was totally and completely fucked until William returned and saved me.

It wasn’t long before I heard a car door slam shut, followed by footsteps approaching on the gravel path.  I struggled to attract his attention, but between the improvised, yet highly effective gag, and the fact I was still dangling in midair, meant I made about as much noise as a mouse fart.

“Excuse me sir, but have you seen my girlfriend?” William asked.

“If you mean the lady who bought a tree a few minutes ago, she left with some other girl in a white SUV,” he lied.

“That’s probably Monica.  I guess she got tired of waiting and went on ahead.  Thanks, bud.”

“No problem, and you have yourself a happy holiday season, ya hear!”

I was almost crying when I heard him drive away, leaving me in the hands of the asshole redneck who’d just kidnapped me.  How could I have been so stupid to fall for his stuck tree gambit?  I was still swearing at myself when I heard him start to speak.

“Joe?  It’s me… yeah, I’m fine… you?  Listen, forget that for now, I need you to come down to the lot… I got another one, and she’s not only rich, but quite the looker too.  She seems a little feisty, but we can beat that out of her before we sell her off.  Great, I’ll see ya soon.”

Beat?  Sell?  Who the fuck were these guy, and what did I get myself into.  By the time I heard the new guy arrive and I was cut down, I’d worked myself about fifty steps past full-blown panic, and even past sheer terror.  I’m ashamed to admit it, but I even pissed my pants a little.

It thought I was stuffed into the trunk of a car, and my guess was confirmed a moment later when I felt him drive away.  I was in some seriously deep shit, but held out a bit of hope; the moment I was free to speak, I was sure I’d be able to convince these guys William would pay more to get me back than they’d get from selling me off.

My mind was too chaotic to know for sure, but I think we drove for well over an hour before I heard the crunch of gravel underneath the tires.  Wherever we were, it definitely wasn’t anywhere I’d be easily found.

I heard a car door open and close, footsteps on gravel, and then felt a slight breeze as the lid of the trunk opened above me.  I was roughly pulled out and dropped to the ground, and then felt him grab the net near my feet.

I began twisting and struggling when I felt him start to drag me over the rough ground, but the only effect it really had was to piss my captor off.  He dropped my feet and yanked me up by my head.

“Keep it up and I’ll break your legs, bitch!” he yelled into my ear.  “Since you’ll be spending the rest of your miserable life on your back, you won’t be needing them anyway.”

Knowing my struggles were futile anyway at this point, I decided to save my strength and comply, hoping for a better opportunity later.  He resumed dragging me across the yard, and into what smelled like an old barn.

It reeked of stale horseshit and moldy old straw, and quite possibly hadn’t been used in years.  My faint hope of rescue faded even further.

I didn’t try to fight when he stood me up and bent me over a table, knowing it’d be my mouth, not my muscles that’d be what got me out of this mess.  It felt like he wrapped a new rope around my wrists, tying it off somewhere ahead of me until I was stretched onto my tiptoes.

Only then did he begin the arduous process of freeing my legs from all the twine and layers of nylon netting.  He was good, too.  Once my legs were free up to just below my knees, he tied ropes to my ever present ankle cuffs, and pulled them out to each side.

“It looks like we done got ourselves an experienced filly this time,” he said, laughing the entire time he was securing my ankles.  “I bet you’re even enjoying this, aren’t you slut?”

He continued laughing while cutting away everything at my waist, including my sweat pants.  After tightening the ankle ropes to make sure my legs were held as wide apart as possible, he roughly jammed a finger up my pussy, thrusting it in and out several times before stepping away.

“Well will you lookie here,” he exclaimed, rubbing his finger under my nose.  “Based on how wet your cunt is, you really are enjoying being tied up like this, ain’t ya?  Well, slut, let me tell ya… if you like this now, you’re really gonna get a treat once the boys get here with the keg and we get this party started!”

Every time I thought I’d hit rock bottom, the asshole opened his mouth and said something that sank me even deeper.  This was going to be even worse than I thought, and since he hadn’t cut my head loose, there was absolutely nothing I could do to prevent being the centerpiece for a drunken redneck gangbang.

Still laughing, he alternated between spanking my ass, finger fucking my twat, and butt fucking me with some sort of smooth stick.  I was mortified and terrified, but either by intent or design, his fingers were hitting all the right spots, and my body was reacting in the predictable manner.

I was practically dripping wet by the time he stopped playing with me and I heard the distinctive sound of a zipper opening.  He must’ve been turned on even more than I was, since he wasted no time in ramming his rock hard cock up my pussy all the way to the hilt.

As he began pounding away, I should’ve been terrified, mortified, and disgusted, yet without conscious volition, I found my hips were pushing back to meet his thrusts.  For some inexplicable reason, I found myself hornier than I’d ever been in my life, and was desperately and deliberately trying to push myself to orgasm.

“Yee Haw!” he shouted, liking the way I was participating in my own defilement.

He even began slapping my ass in time with each of his powerful thrusts, almost like I was a bucking bronco he was trying to motivate.  I didn’t need the extra incentive, since my body was still overriding my brain, but it seemed to spur him on to even greater efforts, and I started to lose control.

Nothing could’ve stopped my orgasm at that point, and to be honest, I didn’t even try.  It burst through me like a tidal wave, and encouraged him to slam me even harder into the rough edge of the table until he started cumming as well.

It’d been a short, but energetic session, and left both of us drained for quite some time.  Eventually I heard him zip up and start to move around, presumable getting ready for the arrival of his friends.

They trickled in one by one over the next hour or so, each of them commenting on my sweet ass.  Joe encouraged them to keep my ass red and pussy wet by any means necessary, but wouldn’t let them fuck me until everyone was there.

It meant I was spanked, whipped, strapped, and caned, along with being licked, fingered, and fucked with what might’ve been a wine bottle.  There was even a girl who bet she could eat me to three orgasms within five minutes, much to the delight of the ever increasing crowd.

To my mortification, she succeeded with time to spare, and kept going until I was uncontrollably begging for her to stop.  It didn’t have any effect, of course, but she finally became tired and quit on her own, giving the latest arrivals a chance to turn my ass an even deeper shade of red.

Eventually the guy bringing the keg must’ve shown up, since it sounded like there was a mass exodus from the barn, followed by plenty of hooting and hollering from outside.  I had no illusions over what I knew was coming soon, so I did my best to relax and save my strength, hoping I’d eventually get the chance I needed to save myself.

After a while, the noise dimmed and it sounded like the barn doors closed, with only one person left inside.  I heard another zipper and what might’ve been a large belt buckle hitting the floor, before feeling a set of hands cruelly squeeze my buttocks.

“Time for you to earn your ten bucks, bitch,” he said as he impaled my ass with his cock.

I gasped in surprised pain at the unwelcome intrusion, but at least he’d taken the time to grease his pole well.  Since my ass had already been lubed and stretched when they played with me earlier, it wasn’t as bad as it might’ve been, but one thing really stung.

I was being pimped out for a lousy ten bucks a bang?  That wasn’t just insulting, it was downright disgusting!

In fact, it was even worse than I thought, since it wasn’t simply ten bucks per bang, it was ten bucks for the entire night, with an unlimited amount of return trips available!

I had no way of knowing how long the line of people waiting to get a turn with me was, but it seemed endless.  Some would take me up the ass, while others would fuck me proper, occasionally even making me cum, which only added to my complete and utter degradation.

Just when I thought it couldn’t get any worse, one of the guys decided he wanted to tittie fuck me, and after a brief conversation, they proceeded to retie me into a far worse position.  Several wraps of rope welded my lower back to the table top, and then my hands were pulled up until I was locked into a harsh arch.

It was probably a good thing I wasn’t able to move, since whoever it was who cut away my chest bonds, sweater, and T-shirt, didn’t seem to be all too steady with his knife.  Fucking drunken asshole!

My tits were somehow freed without bloodshed, but that was the only silver lining.  As the sweat evaporated off my newly exposed flesh, my nipples grew rock hard almost instantly, drawing his attention in the worst possible way.

“Look at them there rockets!” he exclaimed, grabbing hold of both nipples and giving them a cruel twist.

“Hey Jimbo… I got me an idea,” he shouted.  “If you still got them jumper cables in your truck, I wanna borrow them for a bit.”

Oh fuck… there was no way he was serious, was there?

“Here ya go buddy,” he said a few minutes later, dropping something heavy on the table beside me.  “They’re all yours as long as I can fuck her good while you’re having fun with her.”

His only reply was a hearty guffaw that continued through the dual searing pain I felt at the tip of my tits.  He let the heavy clamps dangle while he took care of his pants, and then spit in the middle of my chest for a bit of lubrication.

His friend pressed his cock into my pussy at the same moment he grabbed onto them and began using them like handles, so he could apply good pressure with my tits against his dick.  In no time at all I couldn’t even scream due to complete sensory overload, but I still felt it all and would never forget.

It was my first bit of good luck that Mr. Tit Fucker didn’t have it in him to last more than a minute or so, and he took the clamps off as soon as he was finished.  I howled and bucked as the pain in my nipples increased ten-fold, which only had the effect of bringing the other guy off a little faster.

It robbed me of my last remaining strength, and I barely even moved as the last few guys had their way with me.  I might’ve even fallen asleep for a while, since the next thing I knew, I was laying on the table once again, with the rest of the stuff being cut away from my upper body.

“If I was a gentleman, I’d probably be thanking you about now, bitch,” Joe said in between snips.  “Between the two hundred from my guests, the five hundred you had in your hand, and the grand I got from selling ya, it’s been one hell of a profitable night for me and my bro.”

Less than two thousand dollars for me?  Shit… I’d instantly pay ten times that, and William probably a hundred times the paltry amount.  This dumb fuck needed to ungag me long enough for me to make a real
 offer.

As if answering my prayers, I felt his knife slide under the twine around my face and begin slowly picking away at the strands.  As soon as my mouth was free and the knife clear, I blurted out the words that might save me.

“We’ll pay anything you want and forget we ever saw you, just don’t sell me.  You’ll be rich!”

“Is that so?” a new, but familiar voice rang out.

The strands on my head were loose enough that he could slide the whole thing away, and after blinking my eyes clear, I got confirmation of what I thought I’d heard.

“Hello, Sir,” I began.  “Pardon my denseness, but please tell me what the fuck just happened?”

“Call it an inspiration for your next book,” he replied, removing the last of my restraints.  “Meet Master Gustav, an old friend of mine from out of town.”

“Charmed, milady,” he replied, taking up my hand and giving it a light kiss, all traces of the crude redneck gone.

“I am so confused right now,” I admitted.  “Can you explain things in great detail, and preferably with small words?”

“It was a setup,” he shrugged, taking a seat on the edge of the table.  “I bought the tree lot and had my buddy run it so we could kidnap you and ravish you with all these people.”

At his gesture, I turned to see how many people it really was, and was shocked to find there was only a pneumatic fucking machine in sight.

“I’ll have to give Edward credit for those ultra-realistic dildos he makes… I’m positive you bought into the whole scene hook, line, and sinker.”

“What about all the different voices?” I asked, not quite believing my ears.

“We had an open call to the club, and let me tell you… everyone there had a ball trying to act like a redneck for you.  I haven’t heard so much laughter in years, and they even made a contest out of it!”

“So all those people …”

“Me and the machine,” he confirmed.

“Not even…”

“I didn’t get the chance to have the pleasure, madam,” Master Gustav confirmed.  “Maybe next time.”

I was in too much of a state of shock to do more than huddle inside the blanket he’d given me, and he was perceptive enough to give me the space I needed.  It was the most audacious mind-fuck I’d ever heard of, let alone experienced, and I’d probably still be processing it for months to come.

He was right about one thing, though; it’d make one hell of a story!



The Cruel Master


“Not bad,” he said, showing me the ranking on my new book.  “It almost made top ten this time, and I actually quite enjoyed reading it.”

“Thank you, Master, I worked extra hard at it for you.”

“I almost think I should’ve gotten a co-writing credit, since almost the entire story was inspired by the scenes I created for you to experience.”

“I apologize for not thinking of it myself, Master.  I’ll take care of it immediately.”

“Of course, top ten still doesn’t meet the terms of our arrangement, so once again I fear I’ll have to get creative in the hopes of finally inspiring you to finally write the kinky Opus you’re destined to pen.”

“My Master is generous,” I replied.

I’d been with Master William six months now, and couldn’t imagine what he meant by ‘get creative’ again.  Over the last half year, I’d been bound and fucked in almost every conceivable position, and been put through the wringer in plenty more ways my imagination lacked.

I’d long given up on trying to second guess him, and simply resigned myself to going with the flow.  As a dedicated submissive, it saved me a lot of trouble in the long run.

Despite that ominous and mysterious comment, nothing seemed to change in our day to day routine all week, and I wondered if he’d finally run out of ideas.

I was never that lucky.

“Hurry and clean yourself up,” he ordered, freeing me almost completely after a long and hard exercise session.  “We’re having a little party to celebrate your birthday, and our guests will be arriving soon.”

There were no clocks in the dungeon and I didn’t wear a watch, so I was never sure what time it was.  That ignorance often extended to days unless I happened to go online and see what the date actually was, and I’d totally forgotten today was my birthday.

Not sure what he had in mind for me tonight, I not only scrubbed myself clean on the outside, I also gave myself an enema just to make sure I was ready for any kind of games he might’ve planned.  He hadn’t mentioned anything about makeup, so I skipped it entirely and fixed my hair into a simple ponytail once it was dry.

He was dressed in a simple robe with his hair still damp from his own shower, and was checking the straps on a heavy leather armbinder when I emerged.  After giving me a cursory inspection, he had me put my arms together behind my back so he could start lacing it on.

Despite its ominous appearance, it actually felt far more comfortable than the ones he normally used.  It held my arms together just as well as any of them, but was a bit bigger than what I was used to, so my elbows weren’t crushed together like I’d expected.

Next was a full head harness ring gag, and he made sure each strap was buckled perfectly tight before moving on to the stiff, tall posture collar.  Like the armbinder, it seemed much more heavy duty than what I was used to, but didn’t feel as bad as it looked… or at least not quite
 as bad.

“I guess I should’ve had you unwrap your new dress earlier,” he said, after retrieving a giftwrapped box from one of the cupboards and holding it up for my inspection.  “Now it’s a little late and you’ll have to try to convince someone to help you with it.”

I almost laughed at his cute but blatant request for a little pre-party fun, and dropped to my knees in front of him. Even with the restrictions I had to deal with, it didn’t take long to nuzzle his robe open and bring his partially erect cock into view, where I attacked it with a vengeance.

I managed to get him off in almost record time, probably because I was so eager to find out what he’d gotten for me.  What can I say?  I love getting presents.

“That was a little rushed,” he commented, as he cleaned us both up.  “But still nice.  I guess I can help you with your present.”

He made short work of the wrapping paper, and took the box inside over to the full length mirror, where I was blindfolded and ordered to stand perfectly straight.  I smelled leather as it was pulled over my head and down my body, ending perhaps a mere inch or two past my crotch.

I had yet to see my new dress, but I already knew it wasn’t something I’d be able to wear in public.  I was still trying to imagine what I looked like when I felt him begin to pull laces tight in the back, forming the supple leather tight against my skin.

After a quick pass from neck to waist, he took a moment to straighten it in a few places, as well as adjust my tits until he could pull my nipples through a pair of holes.  Yup… this definitely wasn’t a church dress.

Since my arms were trapped in the armbinder underneath
 the dress, his second pass on the laces started making the strain in my shoulders quite apparent.  When he finished with the third pass, I was extremely grateful he hadn’t used one of the tighter models in his collection.

“That should do it.  Are you ready to see it?” he asked.

I nodded as best as I could, and closed my eyes for when he took the blindfold off.  It was easier to adjust to the light that way.

He was standing directly in front of me, but once he saw I was no longer blinking against the light, he stepped aside with a flourish and let me look into the mirror.  I wasn’t sure what I was expecting, but the sight in front of me definitely wasn’t it.

My ‘new’ leather dress looked like something that’d been run over by a lawnmower a few dozen times, and then thrown through a wood chipper.  I could actually see more skin than leather, but it somehow seemed right, and looked fucking hot!

“I’m glad you like it,” he chuckled, as if reading my mind.  “But you can admire yourself later.  Right now, we have to get upstairs and finish getting you ready for the party.”

I turned and gave him a curtsey to acknowledge my readiness, and followed him up the stairs and onto the patio.  Francine was waiting at the end of a long table, standing at attention next to a pair of inflatable cushions.

“Kneel down facing away from the table, and try to make yourself comfortable,” he ordered.  “Since you’re the guest of honor, you’ll be spending most of the night at the head of the table.”

The air cushions were quite comfortable to kneel on, although I had to spread my legs a bit more than I would’ve liked with unknown people coming over.  Still, if I was to be here all night, then it beat the hell out of kneeling on the patio paving stones.

“Lean back against the table and raise your right foot,” was his next command.

Francine helped hold my foot tight against my ass while he wrapped rope around my leg at the thigh and ankle, and a second one near my knee.  As expected, the left leg came next, and I was soon balancing on the cushions in an awkward kneeling frog tie.

“What do you think, Fran?” he asked, stepping back to better take in the picture I was presenting.

“She looks like she’s going to fall on her face at any moment,” she replied with a snicker.

While not quite complimentary, her comment wasn’t far from the truth.  If it wasn’t for the support from the table, I doubt I’d be able to keep from falling over.

“Well that simply won’t do.  Neither one of us can afford to spend the next twelve to sixteen hours standing here keeping her upright.”

“Then perhaps now would be a good time to give her a few more of the presents you bought for her, sir.”

“I think you’re right,” he agreed with a contrived smile that made me roll my eyes.

He might be good at creating a scene and providing good fodder for my books, but to be honest, he was a terrible actor.  I still appreciated his efforts a lot, although today’s scene puzzled me more than a little.

“Fetch all the blue wrapped boxes for me,” he said, pulling up a chair in front of me and taking a seat.

“Yes sir,” Francine replied, giving him a quick curtsey before rushing off.

While he waited, he amused himself by playing with my nipples, turning my already erect buds into rock hard pegs.  I was moaning and panting pretty heavily by the time she returned with the requested packages, and wished she’d been even slower.

“Let’s see now,” he said, looking over the boxes she’d brought.  “Which one do you want to open first?”

He began pointing to each box in turn, and figuring out what he wanted, I grunted while he was pointing at a medium sized box.  He had Francine unwrap it for me, revealing a powerful magic wand style vibrator.

“Gee… it’s a good thing someone ran an extension cord over here earlier, so now you’ll be able give this new and improved toy a try.  Since it’s your birthday, I’ll even help you out for free, although you better pick which present you want to open next by the time I’m ready.”

I grunted at the first box Francine pointed to, which contained a set of heavy clover clamps.  Even looking at them hurt, but not nearly as much as when he applied them to the base of my nipples.

“I just came up with the perfect way to help you keep your balance,” he said, with far too much enthusiasm.  “Climb up on the table, Fran, and run a length of string over that big beam.”

The end of the string was tied to the first clamp, ran over the beam above and behind me, and threaded through the second.  As he slowly took out the slack, I had to lean back into the table again to help relieve some of the pressure and pain they caused, although at least he didn’t go overboard with pulling them taut.

On a slightly
 brighter note, I definitely wasn’t going to be falling forward now, although even the slightest movement was immediately felt on my sensitive nipples.  I found that out the hard way when he began teasing me with the magic wand.

“Oops, I almost forgot you have one more present to open,” he said a few minutes later.  “Unwrap it for her, Fran.”

“Yes sir.”

I thought my eyes were playing tricks on me when she opened the box and held its contents where I could see it, but staring didn’t change what I saw.  Made of shiny chrome, it was a dildo that had to be over two feet long and two inches wide, not including the massive bulbous head, or the grossly exaggerated veins and bumps that covered its entire length.

Fear of the colossal thing made me try to shake my head in denial when she held it in front of my lips so I could lubricate it with my own spit.  (It was too fat to fit through the ring gag.)

“I highly recommend you start licking, since while your Master wants this inside you, he didn’t specify which hole he wanted me to shove it in.  You really
 don’t want to make my life difficult, do you?” she asked in an overly sweet voice.

As much as having that thing slid into my cunt scared me, it was nothing compared to what it’d be like if she rammed it up my ass; I licked it as fast as I could, leaning into it despite the pain it caused in my poor tits.

Once the end was well coated with my spit, she knelt down and positioned it for entry, using the fingers of her free hand to spread my lips wide.  The teasing I’d received from the magic wand helped a lot, since I was pretty much drenched down there, and the fat head slipped inside a lot easier than I’d imagined.

She eased it in me until it was about three or four inches deep, and then began spinning it.  It came close to sending me over the edge since a particularly large vein was rubbing perfectly over my G-spot, although it seemed to be moving away with every rotation.

It was then I figured out she was screwing the end into something below me, and when she was finished, it felt like only about two or three inches were left inside.  Trying to look at the brighter side again, I found it helped increase my stability quite a bit, even though it felt like I was trying to give birth.

“I need to get dressed before our guests arrive, so I’ll leave her in your capable hands,” he said as he stood.  “Make sure she’s as comfortable as can be expected, and see if she wants a drink or five.  After all, this is supposed to be a party.”

“I’ll take care of her, sir,” she assured him.

Once his footsteps had faded into the distance, she took the seat he’d recently vacated, and leaned over so she could probe my mouth with her tongue.

“What would you like to drink?” she asked once she finally broke free a few minutes later.

Well trained and experienced, Francine actually understood gag-speak for ‘margarita’ and mixed me a strong, delicious one.  Due to the ring gag I was wearing, she fed it to me by pouring it into a hollow rubber cock and stuffing the head past the ring, but I actually didn’t mind; sucking on it seemed appropriate somehow.

While I enjoyed my drink, she lay down in front of me and began running the magic wand over the shaft I was impaled on.  I could feel the vibrations increase slightly when she ran it up higher, and decrease the farther away, but even at its strongest it was only enough to tease.

When I felt her tape it in place several inches away from me and leave it running, I knew this was going to be a long, long night.

“I wanted to get you a present on my own, but couldn’t think of anything I could buy that you didn’t already have from your Master.  This was all I could come up with,” she said, holding up a skinny ice pick.

With what could only be described as a shit-eating grin, she plunged the tip into the air cushion at the spot below each of my knees, and sat back to gauge my reaction.  I could clearly hear air begin to whistle out of the holes she’d made, and felt my body slowly sliding down the massive steel cock I was impaled on.

“It looks like you might be in for some major difficulties, or major fun, depending on your point of view.  Of course, if you can manage to lean forward, your knees should block the holes I ‘accidentally’ made, and keep the air from escaping.”

Ignoring the pain in my chest, I shifted my weight forward and was relieved to hear the hissing noise stop.  It was a pretty precarious position, but I was determined to maintain it since the alternative was too intense to contemplate.

I had two or three inches of the gargantuan dildo inside me right now, and the air cushions held me four or five additional inches off the ground.  If I let all the air escape, it meant it would impale me a minimum of six to eight inches deep, but that wasn’t the worst thing.

Every extra millimeter I came closer to the ground meant an equal increase in the distance my nipples were being pulled.  It hurt like the blazes now, so what would it feel like if I let myself drop another four or five inches?

I didn’t want to find out, so I held my forward position and kept as still as I possibly could.

“I think she’s figured it out,” she commented, as she stood and began hiking her skirt up.

“Since we might not get the chance later, I’ll let you thank me now.”

With that, she shoved her exposed pussy into my face and grabbed onto the back of my head, forcing my mouth hard against her folds.  The smell of her arousal was almost overpoweringly strong, yet strangely exciting, and I began to lick without having to be prompted.

I think it took somewhere around ten minutes before I felt her shudder in orgasm and begin humping my face.  Due to my predicament, it meant I was rocked back and forth with each motion, causing my nipples to be pulled even harder when she went back, and air to escape when she thrust her hips forward.

I had spots in front of my eyes from lack of air when she finally released me, but luckily I was still able to maintain my balance.  After taking a few minutes to recover and clean up, she refilled my dildo ‘glass’ with another margarita, and began setting the table behind me.

The first guest to arrive was Master Laste, who arrived with his full time sub Monica, and another girl I’d never met, but who I assumed to be his wife.  All three of them put wrapped presents on a table next to the patio door, and sat at the table after giving me a kiss.

I wasn’t sure what the proper protocol was for a situation like this, but luckily my bound and gagged predicament bondage removed any need for decorum or additional submission.  Over the next hour, I saw pretty much every regular from the fetish club arrive, each of which added to the gift pile, making me almost
 giddy enough to forget about my current predicament.

Ok… so I liked presents… sue me.

When dinner was served, I was incredibly relieved when my ring gag was removed.  Not only did it let me relax my aching jaw, but Master fed me tiny bits of crab, lobster, and filet mignon from his own fingers.  It was quite possibly the best meal I’d ever eaten in my entire life.

After dinner came dancing, and while I couldn’t actually join in, I had fun watching and listening to the music, although I had to be careful not to get caught up and begin bouncing to the beat.  Not entirely successful, I think I settled another inch closer to the ground before Master called for a break so they could open my presents for me.

It didn’t take long before I saw the pattern and realized it was all a setup.

Canes, crops, floggers, cat-o-nine tails, quirts, whips, paddles, straps… if it could inflict punishment on fragile human flesh, it was inside one of the festively wrapped boxes waiting for me.  Since this was my twenty-fifth birthday, I received twenty-five blows from each and every one of them, and that’s when my problems began.

It was impossible not
 to flinch whenever I was struck, and each and every movement meant at least a little more air escaped.  By the time the last guest finished giving me my present, I could feel my knees touching the cold cobblestones below the mostly deflated cushions, but that wasn’t all I felt.

By either extreme luck or careful planning, Francine had taped the head of the magic wand at the perfect height.  With almost all the air gone from the cushions, the fat vibrating head was now brushing against my clit with a soon to be irresistible pressure.

It was the final straw; my nipples were strained beyond anything imaginable, the fat dildo was stretching and filling me beyond belief, and now my clit was being ravaged by what felt like a commercial paint shaker.

To say I exploded into orgasm was the understatement of the century.

I’d been stimulated and teased non-stop for several hours, and couldn’t have stopped my orgasm if I wanted to… which I didn’t.  My release was almost painfully exquisite, and didn’t stop at just one… I think I had three in a row before coming down to Earth long enough to begin using more than two brain cells at a time.

My eyes came into focus long enough to see a large, hard cock in front of me, and I didn’t even bother looking up to see who it was.  I no longer cared, and simply wrapped my lips around the engorged member and took him as deep as I could.

There were too many guests for me to know exactly how many times I ‘thanked’ someone, especially since many of them came back two or three times… especially the submissive girls, who seemed almost insatiable.  I suspected most of them had been kept in denial for quite some time prior to this, and were trying to catch up, as it were.

Also beyond my ability to count was the number of times I came myself.  Even with Francine cycling the power to my vibrator to keep me from passing out, I think I had at least one orgasm per guest.

I was completely spent by the time everyone started saying their goodbyes, and only stayed upright due to the clamps on my nipples and the pole up my twat.  If my mind was working right and the clock on the wall was accurate, it meant I’d been kneeling like this for twelve whole hours!

My practically boneless body had to be carried to bed after being released, and for once I wasn’t restrained for the night.  Of course, I was too wiped out to move anyway, but it was still nice to sleep unfettered for once.

Francine crawled into bed on my right and my Master on the left, making it the perfect ending to the happiest day of my life.



Epilogue


“Be reasonable, Tess… your version of the synopsis and blurb is absolutely terrible!” my editor Joanie said, sounding completely frustrated.

“We publish as it is, or we don’t publish at all,” I replied, refusing to budge an inch.

“But this latest manuscript is your best one yet, and could easily hit number one on the BDSM charts if you let me tweak it a little.”

“Let’s just say I have my reasons, and leave it at that.  You either publish what I wrote, or I’ll find someone who will!”

I think she was ready to strangle me for being so stubborn and stupid, but in the end, had no choice but to do it my way.  While my latest book wouldn’t hit number one, even top ten would provide decent royalties, and there was no way she’d turn it down.

After answering a few fan letters, I closed down my computer and cleaned myself up for my Master’s daily inspection.  Naked, other than my ever present cuffs and collar, I patiently knelt at the door of my cell, waiting for his arrival.

“So what did your publisher say?” he asked upon his arrival.

“She says it’s my best one ever, but probably not good enough to hit number one and end our arrangement.  I’m so sorry, but I’m afraid you’re stuck with me a while longer, Master.”

“Very well,” he sighed.  “I guess I’ll have to think of new and more intense scenes to up the ante for the rest of the year.  Take the remainder of the day off if you like, but I suggest you get some rest… starting tomorrow, you’re going to need it!”

I properly replied with ‘Yes, Master’, but barely managed to keep the smile off my face.  I had no clue what he had in store for me over the next five months of our contract, but couldn’t wait to find out.

###


The Bondage Writer 2:

Writer’s Fantasy



Close, But No Cigar


Life is usually full of disappointments, but just occasionally, the proverbial silver lining can appear when you least expect it.  Today’s big disappointment was being denied the ability to have an orgasm for the twenty-seventh day in a row, with the silver lining being my punishment should be ending tomorrow, and I’d have one hell of a story to write about.

In case you were wondering, my name is Tess, and I write stories about bondage, discipline, and everything associated with that particular lifestyle.  I started early last year and had my first few stories sink faster than a lead weight in water… mainly due to the fact that I’d never felt the touch of a rope or crop at that point.

Of course, that was before I met Master William and entered into a yearlong contract to become his fulltime submissive, in exchange for getting the practical experience I lacked.  My stories took on a new life after that, although I have yet to meet my goal of writing a number one best seller in the BDSM genre.

As the saying goes; close, but no cigar.

My Master had been so sure the story of my birthday party surprise would’ve been a chart topper that he’d bet on it with some of his friends, and my four week punishment was a result of ‘only’ hitting the number nine spot.  William and the other Dominants would bet on practically anything, and none of them liked to lose.

For twenty-seven straight days I’d been put through a routine I could set my watch by… if I had a watch and wasn’t blindfolded, that is.  Each night I slept in a heavy leather sleep sack with a pair of gently vibrating toys for company that provided just
 enough stimulation to ensure I didn’t get quite enough rest.

Morning meant I was freed only enough to be able to take care of the necessary… as long as I had some help that is.  You’d think I’d get used to the embarrassment of having to be helped each time I went to the bathroom, but I never did.

It made each trip there feel almost more like a punishment than my twice daily whippings.

Yes, part of my daily routine included being bound and beaten with crop, flogger, whip, paddle, or one of the other countless implements of pain in his collection.  It’s not quite as bad as you’d think, since his goal was only to punish, and almost none of the marks would hurt by the next day.

The days in which he was too busy to punish me were actually worse, since it meant I was in for long hours of hard exercise under extreme conditions.  Master was quite clever in making sure I preferred a full day with him over even a single hour with one of his devious contraptions.

Today had been one of those days, and he’d sprung something new on me that’d been almost more than I could handle.  It started simple enough, with a relatively loose standing spread eagle tie between two pillars, and the command to run in place.

After a brief warm-up, he affixed clamps to both my nipples and labia that made me wince, but it turned out the bite of the clamps was the least of my problems.  You see, each one was connected to an e-stim unit, and if my steps per minute fell below a preset limit, I got the shit shocked out of me.

I was in pretty good shape and didn’t have much of a problem at first, but as the day went on and fatigue set in, it became harder and harder to keep to the pace.  To make matters even worse, he cheated and made things harder for me as the day went on.

I was given plenty of short breaks for water, sports drinks, and protein shakes, but each one came at a price.  Throughout the day he’d added progressively bigger gags, a corset that was tightened slightly each and every hour, and during my big midday break he laced me into ballet boots with what had to be eight or nine inch heels!

Those kinds of things alone were guaranteed to throw anyone off their game, but he hadn’t stopped there.  For the home stretch, he ordered his maid Francine to tease me with a magic wand vibrator, but only enough to keep me horny and off balance.

Fran was neither Dominant nor submissive, but she was good at following orders and was able to keep me on the verge of orgasm for hours if so instructed.  Between the exercise, the shocks, and the teasing, I was almost too wiped out to dictate my thoughts to the computer as fodder for my next book.

I was actually looking forward to being stuffed into the sleep sack for the night, and knew I’d be able to sleep like a log, despite the accompanying toys stuffed inside me.  Life as a full time submissive wasn’t easy, but at least it was never boring.



A Daunting New Idea


To make a long story short, my month of punishment made a pretty good story, especially the grand finale where I was not only allowed to cum, but forced to orgasm over and over and over.  It still didn’t hit number one on the BDSM charts, though, which meant my Master lost yet another bet, and I was really
 in for it.

While he was still trying to decide my fate, I came up with a bold new idea of my own, and hoped it might reduce the punishment I had coming my way.

“May I speak, Master?” I asked, trying desperately to hide my enthusiasm and look properly deferential.

“You may, as long as you’re not going to try and talk me out of giving you what you have coming,” he replied, sounding resigned.

“I would like to suggest you make a different kind of bet next time,” I began, choosing my words with care.  “If you want to make sure you win, bet that we can come up with a better story than they can with their slaves.”

“That would be great if any of the subs I can think of were able to actually write a book… I’m not entirely sure some of them can read!” he said, only partially joking.

Some of the girls I’d met at the BDSM club made Kelly Bundy look like a rocket scientist.

“Well, maybe I could write their stories for them, just to keep the playing field even.  This way, the only difference between one set of stories and the next is the creativity of the Master or Mistress, and you’ll be sure to win with how endlessly clever you are.”

“You’d be surprised at what the others are capable of, but I’ll take that as a compliment.  No… I doubt any of my friends would take a bet like you’re proposing, but it has
 given me an idea.”

“I’m glad to have been of use, Master,” I replied, bowing my head in order to help hide my smile.

“Don’t get cocky,” he warned, sounding amused.  “You may regret giving me this idea.”

“As you say, Master,” I replied, starting to get a little worried.

When the Master is amused, it’s usually at my expense.  Still… what could he possibly come up with that was worse than another month of punishment hell?

***

A week later I was still confused as to what he had in mind.  Instead of punishing me like I’d expected, he had me do almost non-stop research reading other peoples bondage stories, and even watching videos during my breaks.

My only task was to make notes on the things I found the hottest out of it all, and come up with a series of ultimate fantasies.  No matter how risky, kinky, erotic, or even illegal, I was to come up with a set of outlines guaranteed to get my motor running.

The only thing I couldn’t do was include Master William as the prime Dominant in any of them!

He usually left me alone when I was writing, but no longer.  Now I was tightly bound to my custom office chair for sometimes my entire eighteen hour day, with Master almost constantly hovering over my shoulder.

I began to think I might’ve shit and stepped in it when I’d made the suggestion I thought was going to get me out of more punishment.  Still, any of the theoretical shit was still in the future, and for now at least, I was enjoying myself tremendously.

I read stories of every kink imaginable, (and several I hadn’t even known existed) and expanded my horizons considerably.  It took a while, but I eventually figured out the one unifying factor in the stories that really got my juices flowing was the damsel in distress theme.

It could be a rich girl kidnapped for ransom, a spy who was captured, interrogated and tortured, or even a girl taken and sold into slavery. That was something that personally freaked me out in the real world, but as a known piece of fiction, it somehow got me hotter than California asphalt in July.

Chloroform or drugged drinks were my favorite means of abduction, since the more physically violent methods seemed to dampen my internal flames.  Is that weird?  I usually enjoyed a good corporal punishment session with Master William, but a simple bonk on the head turned me off.

Go figure.

Good or bad, hot or not, I dutifully wrote down my thoughts on it all until my shorthand outline file contained more words than my longest novel!  I wasn’t exactly sure what my Master was looking for, so I went into great detail whenever I could, although I never seemed to quite hit the mark.

It became easier to figure out what he was aiming for once he began selecting the storyboards for me, although I still had no clue what the end game was supposed to be.  All I knew was whatever he was planning was something truly monumental, and involved a lot of our friends from the BDSM club we frequented.

Was he really going to arrange things so I could act out my wildest fantasies?  If so, I probably should’ve been a little more careful with the kinds of things I wrote down.

Still… how bad could it be?

***

I knew it was going to be a strange night when he had me dress up to go to the club, but other than the ever present cuffs and collar I wore, he hadn’t bothered to restrain me in any way.  That was more than unusual; it was unprecedented.

Only my extensive training as a sub prevented me from bombarding him with questions on the drive there, but it wasn’t easy, and I almost wished I was gagged to remove the temptation.

Also unusual was Mr. Gerard driving us around back instead of dropping us off at the front door.  He actually drove in through an overhead door and parked inside!

I thought that was distinctly unfair, since out all the times I arrived at the club in compromising and embarrassing bondage, not once had we entered in private like this.  We didn’t even have to pass through the public areas of the club, and went straight to the member’s only section.

It was too early in the day for much to be going on here, but despite the time, there were a dozen people sitting around a large round table.  I recognized the club owners and several of the regular, high-powered, Dominant customers, but saw several new faces as well.  There were also two empty chairs remaining, so it was obvious they were waiting on us.

“Let’s begin,” Master Laste said, once we’d taken our seats.  “What we’re about to discuss is not completely legal – even by our broad definition of the term – so secrecy is essential.  Does anyone here have a problem with that?”

He didn’t look like he expected an answer, and a few chuckles from the crowd meant they thought it was a silly question as well.  He continued a moment later.

“This is to be a high-stakes contest that will last an indeterminate amount of time, ending only once each and every one of us here is satisfied the game has fully run its course, and continuing would no longer be productive.”

He received nods from everyone before standing and continuing.

“Ladies and gentlemen, the bet is this: One at a time, the players will take complete control of Tess, and do their best to enact the perfect bondage fantasy.  She will then write a story based on the fantasy, and whoever’s story hits number one first will be declared the winner.

“Before I open the floor to questions, let me address some of the concerns that’ve been raised so far.  First off, there’s the question of motivation for Tess to actually write a story that’ll reach number one in the BDSM genre.  The solution we came up with is simple, and in two parts.

“First off, she’ll have an incentive to write the number one story for one of you that she couldn’t write for her Master, by means of a ten million dollar cash bonus.  She’ll only receive the bonus if a story hits the number one mark, but just in case that’s not enough, we have a second incentive in mind.

“If she fails to reach the top of the charts with any
 of her stories, then the one who devised the story that did the best will be declared the winner of our
 bet, and receive a bonus in the body of Tess herself, for thirty days of complete slavery.  There are a few other terms and conditions, but those will be discussed in private to ensure Tess won’t be cheating.”

My heart had skipped a beat when I heard they were offering me a ten million dollar bounty for something I wanted to do anyway, but nothing like it had when I heard the second half of the equation.  Was I confident enough of my own abilities to agree to actively participate in such a drastic bet?

Master William had done things to me which I’d considered cruel at the time, yet were insignificant in the grand scheme of things.  Some of the stories I’d heard about the other Masters and Mistresses scared me more than a little, particularly Mistress Grey, who I couldn’t help but notice was staring at me like a starving kitten stares at a bowl of cream.

Note to self: Don’t let myself fall into her hands under any circumstances.

My friend Monica took me into the back while the others discussed the rest of the bet, but for once we didn’t chat and gossip.  I was completely lost inside my own head, trying to decide if I wanted to go through with it.

Yes… winning would be awesome, and losing would massively suck, but win or lose, there was something else to consider.  Whatever they had planned for me was taken from my list of ultimate fantasies.  Based on that, anything they did for me… or to me… was actually a win!

When I was called back to the table, I agreed to go through with it before I even sat down.  Monica fetched some champagne to celebrate, passing each of us a glass so we could seal the deal with a toast.

“Masters, Mistresses, friends… to success!” I said, raising my glass high before putting it to my lips and draining it in one go.  “When do we start?” I asked.

“We already have,” Master Laste replied, sounding amused, but also sounding like he was far away.

As I looked at the faces around the table, I clearly saw everyone smiling and staring at me, but by the time I reached the end I was having trouble focusing my eyes.  Beginning to panic, I tried to stand, but found my legs lacked the strength to do more than flop once to the side.

As my eyes went completely blurry and my head began to droop, I heard one final thing.

“The extra strength chloral hydrate cocktail I prepared for her should keep her in la-la land for the entire eight hour transport.  Say your goodbyes, if you’re so inclined… from here on out she’s nothing more than a plaything for her new owner, and you might not recognize her after the bondage doctor gets through with her preparations.”

I tried to complain this wasn’t part of the deal, but my world went dark before I could figure out how to form the words.



Medical Mayhem


Consciousness returned slowly, although its return was assisted by the pain of some unfamiliar strain.  Once a few of the cobwebs in my mind cleared, I figured out I was tightly strapped down to a modified gyno exam chair, wearing an oversized ring gag, and was completely alone.

The stirrups were holding my legs much, much wider than necessary for any kind of regular exam, and in fact, my entire body seemed excessively stressed from all the straps being used on me.  What the fuck was going on?

I was still trying to figure things out when the door opened and a woman wearing a tight, latex nurse uniform entered.  After seeing I was awake, she pressed a button on the wall and quickly began filling a cart with supplies.

She’d just barely finished when the door opened again and a man wearing scrubs strode in.

“Hurry up,” he ordered.  “I want her cleaned, purged, and fully measured before my experiment is ready, or you’ll be joining her!”

“Yes, Master,” she instantly replied.

I wasn’t sure what his experiment was, but with the way the nurse started double-timing it, I was completely certain I didn’t want to find out.  I was also a hundred percent sure he wasn’t going to ask my opinion in the matter.

The first thing she did was connect a dildo to a cylinder filled with a greenish-grey paste.  As soon as she’d finished connecting the two, she jammed the head of the dildo through the ring gag, which made a perfect seal and allowed her to pump the foul tasting contents into my mouth.

When it was empty, she removed the cylinder and replaced it with a second, third, and fourth, until my stomach felt like it was ready to burst.  As a final insult, she left the dildo stuck in the gag and pinched my nose, forcing me to suck down the last few ounces in order to get air again.

With my feeding taken care of, she knelt down and removed the section of chair below my butt so she could begin to work on the other end.  Even though I couldn’t see what she was doing, it didn’t take a genius to figure out she was preparing me for an enema.

The tubing was too well greased for me to stop it from sliding up my bum, and once the twin bladders were fully pumped up, there was no way I’d be able to expel it.  I tried to scream in fear when I saw the size of the enema bag hanging from the stand she wheeled over next, but she ignored me and connected it first to the top of a black box on the cart, and then to my ass via a second hose, with a T-connector and a drain pipe.

I guessed I’d be stuck like this for a while based on the elaborate seeming setup she was preparing, but luckily she only filled my ass with a couple pints of something warm and tingly.

A catheter tube came next, and wasn’t anywhere near as painful as I thought it’d be, although it was just as embarrassing as the enema setup she’d just finished.  I didn’t think it could get any worse, but then she started on the douche, capping my humiliation… or so I thought.

It was at this point that I started feeling something wrong inside me.  A fiery, bloating pressure began expanding outwards from my gut, and I felt an overpowering urge to defecate.  Of course, with my ass plugged so well, the pressure had nowhere to go, and it quickly built up to an almost unbearable level.

“It looks like the laxative is working even faster than anticipated, Master,” she called out.

“Using a gallon of it in its concentrated state was an unknown factor, especially when combined with the soapy stool softener enema,” he replied.  “Very well, you may begin purging her.”

I’d been fed a gallon of concentrated laxative?  No wonder it felt like my innards were about to explode!

When she opened the drain valve and allowed me to void everything, I practically did
 explode.  Unfortunately, she was far from finished.

Another gallon of the goop was forced down my throat, another, larger enema filled me from the other end, and the cycle repeated until I thought she wasn’t gonna stop until I shit out my back teeth.

While my ‘purging’ was going on, she kept busy by measuring practically every inch of my body (including some rather intimate measurements) and taking careful notes of her findings.  Once my body was pretty much completely mapped out, she must’ve decided I was clean enough inside, since my next ‘meal’ was much more watery, and tasted faintly of strawberries.

Thank God that part was over!

She left the drain tube open to take care of the residual laxatives, since even as fast as it was running through me, I was probably still full of the stuff.  Even as one stage ended, another began, and this time it was a simple and soothing external cleaning.

She washed me down from head to toe, shampooed my hair, and trimmed all my nails.  If I kept my eyes closed, I could almost pretend I was at the spa.

Almost, but not quite.

“She’s ready for you, Master,” the nurse said, finally finishing.

“Good work,” he replied, snapping on a pair of latex gloves while giving me the once over.

“Let’s see what we have to work with this time,” he continued, mostly to himself while reading the chart the nurse had filled out.  “Chest is about three quarters of an inch from a perfect D-cup, but we can take care of that fairly easily.  Hmm… the clit looks to be a touch too small for a heavy gauge ring piercing, so we’ll have to work on that as well, although the outer labia looks fine.”

Something must’ve been wrong with my ears, since there was no way I was hearing this guy right.  I vaguely remembered writing down notes about a girl who’d been pierced like this, but my memory seemed a little too fuzzy to recall any of the details.

“Put a suction tube over her clitoris and get it well engorged for me; I’ve decided to do everything right now, all at once.”

The nurse gasped in either surprise or shock, but rushed to comply with his orders, grabbing something off the cart and kneeling between my legs.  Bracing myself for the expected discomfort, I was surprised to feel her start with a more direct approach, using her lips, tongue, and teeth on my sensitive little nub before using the requested tube.

Just as I started to suck in a deep gasp at the unexpected pleasure, I felt a rubber mask clamp down over my nose and mouth.

“That’s a good girl,” the doctor crooned, stroking my brow.  “Breathe deep and this will be a much more pleasant experience for you than if you try to fight me.  I’ll even explain what I’m about to do, just because I’m in a good mood today.”

Considering what I’d already been through, I’d hate to meet the doc on a bad day.  I took deep, regular breaths like a good little girl, and slowly felt the nitrous oxide do its work of relaxing me.  I had a feeling I’d be needing the warm, floating, and tingly refuge before long

“In case you hadn’t figured it out, you’re my new fuck-toy and latest experimental volunteer.  As my fuck-toy, you’ll be mounted as the centerpiece in my playroom, but only after a few improvements.  That’s what we’ll be beginning with today.”

The nitrous definitely had me under its spell now, although I didn’t seem to be sinking any deeper.  I guess he had the gas to air mixture set a little low so I’d still be able to understand him.

“You should consider yourself lucky for what I’m about to do to your soon-to-be perfect tits.  The hormonal injections I developed to increase a lady’s bust size is an expensive and elite procedure, and the waiting list is incredibly long.  I’ll take the cost out of your ass later, but let’s not bother with that right now.”

He waved a wicked looking needle in front of my face for a moment before plunging it into my right tit.  To my surprise, he actually didn’t plunge it in very far, and I almost laughed… although my reaction was probably due to the gas I was still breathing.

Each breast got about a dozen small injections, and he finished with a pair at the base of the nipples that caused them to swell and harden almost instantly.  I thought that was funny too, even though the last pair of shots had stung a little.

“Get used to hard nipples, since the one side-effect of this treatment is a drastically increased libido.  In other words, you’re going to feel hornier than a toad for the next several months… especially after these next few shots.”

With that, he took the nurse’s place between my legs, and popped the vacuum tube off my clit.

“Good job, Wendy.  It’ll be much easier getting the ring through there now.”

“Thank you, Master.”

Without further ado, he began giving me my last few injections.  I think he gave me four around the clit and four more along each pussy lip, but he had the nurse crank up the gas for a minute, so I’ll never be sure.  By the time my brain was working again at the lower gas concentration, he was arranging something on a tray next to me, humming while he worked.

“Now it’s time for your volunteer work,” he cheerfully said.  “You’re going to be the first to test my new line of bio-electric powered jewelry, and I must say I’m quite excited to see these things in action.  Inside each of these silver rings are several bio-electric generators, which means they draw their power from your own nerve impulses.

“Since this is a only a test, the devices won’t actually be powering anything, and will simply discharge their power into the ring once they’re ‘full’.  I expect you’ll be able to feel the discharge merely as a faint tingling sensation, so try not to worry about it.”

What… me worry?

“I consider this particular experiment to be a win for me, even if the test is a dud, since I’ll be putting the rings in highly decorative areas containing a goodly amount of nerve endings.  Just to be perfectly clear, that means your nipples, outer labia, and clit.”

With that, I felt pressure on my right nipple, and looked down to see him pushing a rather large needle through it.  A special tool spread the ring until it opened, and then pressed it shut again once it was in place.  After doing the other nipple, I felt a difference in the air I was breathing, followed by the room going all watery.

The next time the room grew clear, I saw the nurse was standing in front of me with a large mirror, positioned so I could see what the doc had just done to me.  Sure enough, I now had two huge rings through my nipples, four through each of my outer labia, and a last one right through my clit.

All of them were throbbing slightly from the trauma, but not as bad as I’d always feared.  In fact, I almost welcomed the discomfort, since it helped distract me from how horny I was feeling.

After making sure I had a good look, she put the mirror away and knelt between my legs again, with a handful of tiny padlocks.  Four clicks around four sets of rings held the labia rings tightly together, pretty much guaranteeing I wasn’t going to get the relief I’d been hoping for.

“I know what you’re thinking,” Wendy whispered.  “But you won’t be allowed to have anyone or anything touch you down there until you’re properly healed.  Don’t worry too much, though… I can promise you from personal experience, the extreme arousal you’re feeling will eventually fade after a month or two… five or six at the very most.

“Mine faded after three, although I’m not sure if those special rings will extend it for you or not.  Either way, get used to it and try not to be a pain in the doctor’s ass, or he’ll be a pain in yours… literally.

“Of course, that’s why he bought you, but trust me… you really want to be broken in back there in careful stages before he uses you himself.  At just under seven inches his cock isn’t the longest
 I’ve ever seen, but it’s probably one of the thickest
 pricks on the entire planet.  If he tried to take you right now, he’d most likely rip you apart.”

What had I gotten myself into?

“The doctor will be back soon, so for your sake, be on your best behavior.  It’s time to take you to your new, permanent home.”



The Bondage Doctor’s New Toy


I don’t know why she bothered warning me to behave, since as soon as the doc returned, he jabbed me with a needle that turned all my muscles into warm jelly; I couldn’t have put up a fight if I tried.

I was also blindfolded, put in a straitjacket, had my legs strapped together, and was slid inside a large sports bag before he considered me ready for transport.  I think the trip took about two hours or more, but it was hard to tell considering my current predicament.

After we arrived at our destination, I think they put me in a wheelchair for the last few yards of my journey.  I felt a brief elevator ride, another short trip in the chair, and was then simply dumped on the floor.

Next I felt several sets of hands working on me at once, removing all the redundant bondage gear I’d been put into for the trip.  Once free, I felt them lift me off the ground and put me down on a small padded bench or table.

My limbs were still unresponsive and useless, so all of them simply hung off the edges like meat in a deli.  Even though the shot had removed my ability to move, it hadn’t stopped me from feeling, and now I felt them doing something to my legs.

After a few minutes of messing around, my right leg was folded back and pressed tight against my outer thigh.  There was more messing around for quite some time, and when they finished, my leg stayed exactly where they’d put it.

They repeated the process with my other leg and both arms, making me helpless to get off the table, even if my muscles were working again.  My blindfold was removed once they finished, and after blinking my eyes clear, I noticed a large TV screen on the wall ahead of me.

Yes, it was me on there, in full color, high definition, zoomed in detail.

A guy I didn’t know was doing the filming, walking slowly around me so he could record all the work that’d been done to me.  Even though I’d guessed right at how I was bound, the details were quite surprising.

Not only had my arms and legs been wrapped, they’d been seamlessly covered with a realistic looking flesh tone material.  The job was so perfect, I almost looked like an amputee!

Once he’d taken several minutes of detailed footage, the doc and Wendy returned, carrying leather pouches that sort of looked like small, single glove armbinders.  A pouch was slid over each of my newly truncated limbs and clipped to the corners of the table, further removing any chance of escape.

They surprised me once again by actually removing the table top I was lying on, leaving me dangling in midair, supported only by the pouches!  After a brief moment of panic when my support had dropped away, I found my current situation to be surprisingly comfortable, and breathed a sigh of relief.

I didn’t even mind the corset they laced me into, or the severe posture collar that went around my neck, since both added a level of support to my suspension.  I did
 mind the huge dildo they shoved up my ass, and the fucking machine it was connected to, but things could’ve been much, much worse.

“Since I’m still in a good mood, I’ve decided to leave you alone tonight so you can get some rest.  Try to get as much as you can, since as my new fuck-toy, you’ll be kept quite busy tomorrow after all my many guests arrive for my annual month-long retreat.”

I briefly wondered how many ass-fuckings there were in a ‘many guests’, but quickly shoved the thought aside.  I had a feeling I didn’t want to know.

“Either my nurse, Wendy, or my wife, Sara will be keeping an eye on you during your first night here, but don’t grow accustomed to such personal attention.  Never forget you’re now a thing.  Your name is fuck-toy, your job is to be a fuck-toy, and your only goal in life is to be trained and prepared to be my personal
 fuck-toy.  Good night.”

He dimmed the lights slightly as he left, taking Wendy with him.  Sara wheeled an office chair in front of me, and sat down straddling it.

“You may find this hard to deal with for the first year or so, but you can be sure my husband will take extremely good care of you.  Once you accept your new role, you’ll even start to enjoy it!”

Enjoy being an anal sex slave?  I highly doubt it.

“Once your piercings heal we can have some real
 fun, but don’t discount the pleasure that can be received during anal intercourse.  It’s a little known fact, but due to the amount of nerve endings back there, a girl can have a truly mind-blowing orgasm during anal sex.”

I didn’t think it was possible to cum while being fucked up the ass, but I knew I’d be finding out for sure before long.  I really, really
 hoped she was right, or I might explode with how badly I needed to cum from what’d been done to me by the doc.

“Another little known fact is how much of the body’s needs can be taken care of rectally.  Each thrust of the fucking machine is releasing a small amount of a custom created lubricant that will help keep you hydrated, as well as meeting most of your nutritional needs.  If you need to be fed more than once a week, I’d be surprised.”

I wasn’t sure how I felt about that, although I thought it might not be a bad thing, since it would keep me from having to endure another uber-enema session.  Only time would tell.

“I know you have your doubts, but I highly recommend you at least try to relax and go with the flow.  If you’re not willing and ready by the time my husband is, you’ll be in a world of hurt.”

That was the second time I’d been warned about the doc, and I tried to imagine how big he actually was.  I had no way of knowing, of course, but I guessed it would feel just as bad as being fisted back there, and possibly worse.  I vowed to take Sara’s advice, no matter how degrading I felt anal sex to be.

“Ahhh… I can see by the look in your eyes that you’re at least willing to entertain the possibility I’m right.  You won’t regret your decision.”

It might’ve been the drugs he’d used on me, or the power of wishful thinking, but either way, I found my arousal level rising form friggen horny, to fucking orbital.  It took far longer for my heat to rise than during regular sex, but the final release was even better than she’d promised.

I came so hard and for so long, I briefly blacked out from the intensity of it.  When it passed and I opened my eyes, I was greeted with the sight of Sara’s pussy less than an inch in front of me.

“Since it’s obvious my advice has opened the door to pleasure for you, I think it’s only fair you return the favor.”

For once, I had to agree with her.  Her advice had been a revelation, and just might be enough to keep me sane through her crazy husband’s party.  I stuck my tongue through the ring gag and began circling her clit with the tip.

“Oh my, that’s absolutely delightful, pet,” she purred.  “If that’s what I can expect out of you, I may have to pay you a lot more visits than I originally planned.  You’re definitely a keeper!”

I wasn’t sure being called a keeper was a benefit or not, but I suppose it couldn’t hurt to have a friend in the doc’s wife.  I licked her to three powerful orgasms and had a second one myself before she climbed down so she could use the adjoining bathroom to clean herself up before Nurse Wendy came in to take her shift watching me.

I was feeling fairly tired when Sara was relieved by her, but it quickly became obvious my night was far from over when Wendy began giving me the same advice I’d gotten from Sara!

The speech wasn’t the only thing repeated, so I never actually got all the rest the good doctor said I’d be needing.

***

“Welcome ladies and gentlemen to my fourth annual spring BDSM bash!” the doctor boomed out, totally ignoring the microphone in front of him.  “Like always, what’s mine is yours during your stay, so feel free to use all of my facilities, toys, and equipment in any way you see fit.”

While I was feeling a little groggy from the lack of sleep, I knew very well my ass was included in the list of things available for his guests to use.  Lucky me, right?

Still… maybe his guests wouldn’t realize I was part of his available ‘property’.  He confirmed my thoughts and shattered my hopes when he continued a moment later.

“As I’m sure you’ve noticed, I’ve managed to acquire a brand new fuck-toy for my playroom.  You’d all be doing me a tremendous favor if you could help me to break her in, so please don’t be shy.  Sara even has a lovely assortment of strap-on dildos waiting for the ladies willing to help me out, but since she was just pierced yesterday, her pussy is off limits for now.”

Great… guys would eventually run out of steam, but a girl with a strap-on could keep going for ages.

“Oh, I almost forgot… I hear my new fuck-toy likes to be spanked, so even if you’re not in the mood for some personal fun, feel free to give her ass a good, hard slap whenever you happen to pass by.”

With that, he gave me a dozen hard blows that took my breath away, and declared the party to be officially started.  As the first round of drinks were being served, I think everyone in attendance detoured in my direction to give me anywhere from one to twenty slaps to my ass as they passed by.

I tried to keep count, but lost it around a hundred three times in a row.  Even under the cane, my ass had never burnt so intensely and deeply as it did right now.  It distracted me enough I didn’t realize my first ‘guest’ was positioning the head of his cock at my rosebud until he was already pressing himself inside.

Other than the shock and surprise of being penetrated so early in the day, he was actually easier to handle than the fucking machine had been.  Not that he was a midget or anything, but he was slightly smaller than the dildo that’d ravished me all night, and a real cock always felt infinitely better than an inanimate piece of plastic or silicone.

Just as he was getting close to finishing, the cameraman from last night stepped in front of me and unzipped his pants.  Giving me a quick smile and wink, he stepped close and pushed the end of his already hard cock through my ring gag.

Since I was basically suspended from the frame holding me in my pouches, every thrust from the unknown guy behind me sent me swinging forward a few inches.  This meant the cameraman (I found out later his name was Joe) simply had to stand still while my body’s natural motion face-fucked him.

I had a brief moment of difficulty when the guy behind me finished and shot his load, since without him rocking my body, it meant Joe’s cock was stuck halfway down my throat.  Breathing became a precious and rare thing until someone new took their place behind me and got my body rocking again.

The day quickly became a blur of ass fucking, cock sucking, and spanking.  I was kept in almost continuous use by the party goers, and was used so hard I think I even passed out a few times.

Passing out was usually a symptom of a particularly powerful orgasm on my part, and happened far more frequently than I’d thought possible.  I also discovered the hard way that unlike a vaginal or clitoral orgasm, cumming from anal meant my pussy wasn’t over stimulated, so it left me ready to rock all day long.

In the future I’d refer to this party as the time of a thousand orgasms, and that was only a slight
 exaggeration!

Night was the time the ladies took over, since a fair amount of the girls in attendance were subs.  Good girls were rewarded with a piece of my ass… along with a double-sided vibrating dildo, of course.

I’d hoped the novelty would’ve worn off on the second day and I’d get a break, but a new group of guests arrived, all eager to help out their host.  It might’ve been my imagination, but I swear both the men’s cocks and the lady’s dildos later were both larger than they’d been during the ‘opening ceremonies’.

Days three and four also had new guests appear, but thankfully that was the end of new arrivals.  I even started getting regular rest breaks by the end of the week, but at that point it was a matter of necessity, not choice.

It seemed each new group of guests had larger packages than the previous group, and by the end of the second week a little Japanese slave was able to start amusing herself by sticking her fist completely up my ass!

She was able to get my body rocking the perfect amount to fully satisfy any guy with his dick in my mouth, and for a while it even caused a waiting line to form!  Eventually people became bored, and while I was still used hard and often, it became something I learned to not only handle, but enjoy!

When I was rested and had been left alone for too long, I found myself wiggling my ass at any passerby, hopping for a little attention.  I suppose it made me somewhat of a slut, but I no longer cared.

Unable to keep track of the time of day, let alone the day of the month, I was surprised when the doctor gathered everyone around to announce the final day of festivities.  I’d somehow survived a month long gangbang, but I wasn’t feeling relieved since it meant it was his turn now.

Nurse Wendy replaced the fucking machine up my ass while he gave his closing speech, both to ensure I was not only well lubed and well stretched, but cleaned out as well.  (The machine was quite versatile.)

I could only catch glimpses of him during his final speech out of the corner of my eye, but I clearly saw his wife on her knees before him, licking his cock, but not actually sucking it.  How big was this fucking guy?

As he wrapped up his speech and headed my way, I did my best to try and relax, knowing if I kept my body tense, he’d wind up hurting me.  I think it was the hardest thing I’d ever done in my entire life.

He didn’t disappoint.

After shooting at least a quart of lube up my ass, he pulled the fucking machine away and pressed the head of his cock against my (hopefully) stretched enough asshole.  As he began pressing it inside, I began to wish the Japanese girl was back there with her fist instead.

His head passed my sphincter with an almost audible pop, and the rest of his dick slowly filled me like I’d never been filled before.  Once I was fully impaled, I expected him to start pounding away like the others, but he seemed content to simply hold me in place on his cock.

“I think she’ll do,” he said a moment later.

With that, Wendy rushed over and removed the padlocks that’d held my pussy closed for the last month.  I was only free for a moment though… just long enough for her to slide a fat rabbit style vibrator up my twat, which was then held firmly in place by the padlocks and labia rings.

While she was doing that, Sara took her place in front of my face like she had on my first night, except this time her cunt was pressed hard against my face.  It was actually too hard for my liking, since she was pretty much cutting off all my air this way, any only by flexing my body hard could I manage to open up enough of a gap to get a slight hint of fresh air.

“This is the grand finale, everyone, so place your bets.  Will Tess survive long enough to make me cum, or will Sara smother her?  Don’t forget about the side bets either… there are odds for how long she’ll last, how long I’ll last before I blow my load, how many orgasms Sara will have, and how many times Tess will be forced to cum once we turn her vibrator on to full blast!  Betting is only open for the next sixty seconds, so hop to it!”

If I was able to bet, I would’ve bet against me.  This was an impossible scenario, and I was already completely wiped out.  I knew I’d be lucky to survive past the first minute, but there was no way I was going to give up without a fight!

I knew the game had begun when I felt the vibrator between my legs roar to life with an almost jackhammer intensity, sending me into an almost instant orgasm.  It almost finished me, but my bucking and thrashing allowed me to get far more air than I thought, and a tiny gleam of hope appeared.

My orgasm ran into a second and third with almost no respite, making it hard to remember to keep my tongue on Sara’s clit with how hard I was cumming.  I forced myself to do it though, since it made her rock her hips slightly, giving me an extra few nanoseconds of air with each bump.

Through it all, the doctor held his massive, rock hard cock fully inside me, relying on me to twitch, rock, and milk his prick in any way possible.  I couldn’t do a lot, but I had to start trying, or eventually I’d become too tired to finish him off, which meant the pair of them would finish me off, both figuratively and literally.

Using my muscles to milk his prick seemed the best way to go about it, but unfortunately contracting those muscles meant I was increasing my own stimulation on the vibrator roaring against my clit and in my cunt.  My orgasms starting coming non-stop this way, but I kept it up, knowing it was my only chance of survival.

I think it took about a thousand years or so, but I somehow persevered through it all and felt him lose control and shoot his load deep into my colon, marking the end of the bet and of my ordeal.  Against all odds, I’d actually won!

As his cock shrank and he pulled out, I could actually feel a breeze wafting around and inside my ass.  I wasn’t sure I’d ever be able to close it shut again, but that was the least of my worries right now.

My hosts (or owners, if I wanted to be accurate) became busy handling all the betting slips, and I became busy falling into a pleasant spate of deep unconsciousness.

***

“Hurry up before someone comes down here,” a strange girl said, waking me up.

“Shut up, or you’ll be the reason why, you stupid slut!” another woman said.

I didn’t know who these ladies were, but I instinctively knew they weren’t supposed to be here.  I also knew I was the reason why
 they were here in the middle of the night, since they began tightening the normally loose pouches around my limbs.

“Mmmpppphhh!  Mmmpph mmmmrrrppph!!” I tried to shout, hoping to attract attention from the owners I at least knew I could handle.

“Shut the cunt up now!” the harsher of the two hissed.

“Yes, Mistress,” I heard, just before a washcloth was rudely jammed over my face.

I knew in an instant I was in trouble, since the stinging in my eyes and the sweet smell in my nose told me the cloth was absolutely saturated with chloroform!  My chance to attract attention was running out fast, yet I didn’t dare try to take a deep breath in order to scream, or the powerful fumes would simply overwhelm me that much faster.

I tried to compromise by giving my body a mighty jerk before taking the deep breath I needed, but whoever was holding the cloth was too fast for me to trick that easily.  I wound up inhaling a massive lungful of the drugged air, and began losing feeling in my extremities.

With the room already wavering and my head feeling like it was packed in cotton, I knew I couldn’t risk trying for another scream, so I simply held my breath and hoped for the best.

“She’s not going under, Mistress,” the first girl reported.

“Holding her breath, is she?” she chuckled.  “I bet I can change that in a hurry.”

Without warning, the vibrator still held in place by my labia piercings roared back to life, shocking me and causing me to inhale sharply.  I knew it was a mistake before I’d even finished drawing the breath, but by then it was too late.

I seemed to lose the ability to fight them, and simply hung in my restraints, breathing faster and faster as the powerful toy did its job on me.  The powerful fumes were doing an equally powerful job on me, and it was a race to see which would overcome me first.

The vibrator won by a few seconds, but by then I was too far out of it to even make a sound.  I went out in a blaze of orgasmic glory, but I doubt anyone other than me knew it.



Mistress Grey


Once again, consciousness returned too slowly for my peace of mind.  I obviously couldn’t do anything to change it, but for once I’d like to be able to wake up, take a shower, eat about a pound of crispy bacon, and lounge around for a while.  Yeah right sure… like that was gonna happen anytime in the near future, considering the mess I’d gotten myself into by agreeing to this stupid contest.

Besides… from what I could tell, the rules of the bet had long gone out of the window, and my only chance of surviving was to roll with the punches of whoever currently controlled me.  Speaking of which, I wondered which one of them had taken me.

I remembered hearing female voices before losing consciousness, and one had called the other Mistress.  That helped narrow it down a little, but not enough for my liking.

‘Mistress’ could mean Lilith, Jill, Grey, or Silvia out of the ones I knew from the club, but could also mean one of the Master’s wives or simply someone I wasn’t familiar with.  I suppose it didn’t matter at this point, but it would’ve been nice to know so I could mentally prepare myself.

Mistresses Lilith and Silvia preferred mostly one-on-one action, with plenty of toys and restraints.  I didn’t know much about Mistress Grey, except pretty much every sub at the club feared her like no other, she was always
 dressed in latex, and she was open to a wide variety of kinky entertainments.

Mistress Jill enjoyed group scenes, and the more people who got to play, the happier she was.  She was also pretty big in the ponygirl world, and her submissive lover and pony Sherri had won numerous awards over the years.

Before I could go any further down the list, I heard the screech of rusty metal hinges opening behind me, followed by the distinctive sound of high heels coming closer.

“I see you’re finally back with us, my cute little kitten,” a familiar voice said with a hearty chuckle.

Shit… it was Mistress Grey who’d taken me.  My luck had gone from bad to worse in a big
 way!

“You must’ve really needed some rest, since you’ve been out like a light for close to a full day, and I didn’t dose you anywhere near long enough for that.  The horny ‘ol doc must’ve been using you nearly twenty-four seven!”

It wasn’t just the doctor, but she wasn’t far off the mark.

“Well don’t you worry, Kitten.  I’ll let you get all the sleep you need while I prepare your new home and … umm… accessories.  Now let’s get you into something more comfortable for the rest of the night, shall we?”

She snapped her fingers twice, and her two submissive girls Mel and Constance came to my sides to lift me out of the pouches I’d grown used to at the mad doctor’s place.  Once loose, they carried me over to a latex covered bed and flipped me onto my back, where they tied me down in a loose sort of spread eagle position, which couldn’t have been easy with the way my arms and legs were still folded over.

It was a bit of a strain to be stretched into the different position after so long in my pouch prison, and it got worse once they put the heavy rubber sheet over me.  Only when one of them stuck a breathing tube into my mouth and fed it through a hole in the sheet, did I realize what they were really doing to me for the night.

I was in a vac-bed!

Sure enough, once the upper sheet was firmly fastened on all four sides, a vacuum whirred to life and began sucking all the air out between the sheets, pulling the rubber tight into every crevice and cranny around my body.  After a minute of useless, panicky, claustrophobic thrashing, I realized I was still alive and breathing, so I calmed down a little.

“Good, Kitten,” Mistress Grey crooned into my ear.  “The bed is quite comfy when you stop fighting it.  Just relax and let the secure embrace of the rubber ease you into sleep.”

That was easy for her to say… she was a latex junkie.  For me, it felt confining and hot, plus it added to the strain I was feeling over my whole body.  Still, I tried to do as she suggested since I had no choice, and since I was in Mistress Grey’s house, I had a feeling I better get used to latex in a hurry.

Like it or not, used to it or not, my body’s demands eventually won out and I fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.

***

I awoke feeling better than I had in some time, mostly because my arms and legs were free!  They weren’t even in as bad of shape as I’d feared they’d be after being held immobile for so long.  Twisted or not, I guess the doc knew his stuff.

Spying a bathroom in the far wall, I took advantage of my freedom and used the facilities with relish.  After an almost sinfully long shower, I returned to my cell with a towel wrapped around my head and a smile on my face.

The smile dropped quickly, though, since I saw someone had been here in my absence.  Sitting on the end table was a large cloche, and laid out across the bed was a set of clothes… sort of.

I mean it was definitely a full set of clothes, but nothing like I’d ever worn before.  I decided to see what was under the cloche before tackling my new wardrobe, and was disappointed to find water, oatmeal, and a shake.  So much for my hope it was a ton of bacon and other yummy stuff.

Still, any food is good food when you haven’t eaten in over a day, so I quickly polished it all off.  While I was eating, my eyes kept roving over the contents of the bed, so I thought I knew the order I’d need to use to get it all on properly by myself.  (I hadn’t even considered being a rebel and refusing… I’m slow sometimes, but not stupid.)

The order of the day seemed to be layers.

First up were a pair of heavy rubber panties with the twin plugs and an external battery pack that would come later.  They seemed small at first glance, but the liquid lubricant I found worked much better than talcum powder, so they slid up and into place with hardly any effort.

The bra… if you could call it a bra, was little more than two tight rings to slide over my boobs, with a few straps to hold it in place.  I had to work to get my newly enlarged tits through them, and wondered if Mistress Grey had made this suit for me based on my old measurements.

The full body catsuit came next, and was just as tight across the chest as I had suspected it would be, but I actually didn’t mind; I hate to toot my own horn, but I really looked hot in the skintight white latex, and wished Master William was here to see me in it.

The hood was a little tricky to do on my own, since while it was fully open around my face, it was tough to put my hair in a ponytail and get it through the back with my weakened arms.  I eventually got it nice and neat so I could move on to the next layer.

Matching purple stockings, gloves, and a proper hood were the next things up, along with shiny black accessories.  By accessories, I mean cuffs for my wrists and ankles, and a wide collar.

I had a somewhat normal accessory was well, although a lot of people would hardly call knee boots with seven inch heels ‘normal’.  The corset was hardly more than a thick, latex girdle, and was nearly impossible for me to lace up properly on my own.  I hoped leaving it loose wouldn’t get me in trouble, but had a bad feeling it would.

Last, but not least, was the only part of my ‘underwear’ not made of latex; the shiny chrome chastity belt.  I found my fingers trembling as I latched it in place, but maybe that was just due to fatigue.  Yeah right sure.

I double checked the remaining inventory to make sure I wasn’t forgetting anything, clipped a short rubber bungee cord between my knees at the top of the boots, and picked up the dress.  Made of more of the semi-transparent white latex, it would’ve been impossible to get into if it hadn’t been completely open at both front and back.

As it was, I managed to get it over my shoulders and roll it the rest of the way down to about mid-thigh.  With how tight it was, I wasn’t sure why she’d given me the knee hobble, since it kept my thighs squished together quite effectively.

The final item was a six-inch wide black latex belt, and I needed a special tool to get it stretched wide enough to latch.  I found it more than compensated for the loose corset/girdle I was wearing, and was impressed with my new Mistresses foresight.

I’d done it!

By my own hand I’d sealed myself inside several layers of incredibly restrictive latex, and was automatically waiting to be collected by standing at attention in perfect form.  Of course, most of my body was held
 in the perfect form, but let’s not quibble, shall we?

Someone must’ve been keeping an eye on my progress, since I didn’t have to wait long before a new door opened.  The lights in the room came on as I approached, revealing what appeared to be an elliptical stepper exercise machine, and a wall full of monitors playing all kinds of latex bondage porn.

Latex was definitely going to be on my mind today, since the whole room practically reeked of rubber.  Between smelling it, feeling it, and watching it, Mistress Grey was doing everything she could to remind me I was in her domain.

I almost broke out laughing at the absurdity of it all, but came to my senses in time.  After all, it was a certainty I was still being watched, and it’s never wise to laugh at the biggest obsession of the person capable of making your life a living hell.

I was still trying to take it all in when the monitors all shut off for an instant, and then came back on with an image of Mistress Grey.

“Good morning, Kitten,” she began.  “I’m dreadfully sorry to be unable to personally attend to you, but both my girls were exceptionally naughty last night, and require my undivided attention.”

With a twisted smile, she pressed a button on a remote she was holding, and from somewhere off camera came a twin pair of horrible screams.  She held the button down for about fifteen seconds before releasing it and turning back to me with a feral gleam in her eyes.

“I’m sure I can trust you to follow my instructions without the need for babysitting,” she continued, as if nothing were out of the ordinary.

Then again, from what I’d heard about her, a spot of torture before breakfast might actually be considered normal around here.  I still didn’t know what was going on, but what I did
 know was if she gave me an order, I was going to follow it to the letter.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, looking down at the floor.

“Excellent, Kitten,” she said, clapping her hands at my obedience.  “Your task for today is simple – I want you to work out.  The stepper has been modified to accommodate your current situation, and the table next to it is actually a cooler containing water, sports drinks, and nutritious protein shakes.

“Feel free to help yourself to as much as you want, but be careful… once you start, you’ll only be allowed a five minute break once per hour, so getting to the bathroom and out of your suit might be problematic, and your only other option is to pee in your suit.”

Note to self: go easy on the water today.

“A few last things before I let you get to it,” she said, after giving the remote button another push and eliciting another pair of screams.  “Hanging on the wall behind you is the last of what I want you to wear today.  You have five minutes to get ready and get working.  In case of emergency, press any of the red panic buttons scattered around, but don’t even think about it unless you really
 need to.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I acknowledged, giving her the deepest curtsey I was capable of.

The screens resumed playing the latex movies, and I turned to see what else I’d be wearing.  The first item was one of the heavy duty battery packs for the toys in my panties, and I tackled it first, since getting the wires plugged in behind my back was tricky.

Second up was the absolute weirdest gag I’d ever seen in my life.  Start with a rubber bit gag, and cut it in half so you could stick a thick rubber ring in the middle.  Take that and attach it to two mouth guards that were held apart by thick rubber wedges, and you’d have an idea of what I was looking at.

It looked quite daunting, and I had to squeeze quite hard before I could get it in my mouth and over my teeth.  As I began buckling the rubber straps tight, I wondered how I’d ever get the thing back out of my mouth; the head harness straps were totally unnecessary.

With the taste of the gag in my mouth, I was thinking the rubber assault on my senses was now complete, but I didn’t have time to dwell on it.  Unsure of how much time I had left, I quickly but carefully made my way onto the machine and started my workout.

She’d been right about the machine being set to accommodate the smaller steps my outfit allowed, but she neglected to mention what trying to exercise in all this latex meant.  In short, I felt sweat beginning to form inside my suit almost instantly, and wondered what kind of mess I’d be by the end of the day.

Speaking of which, she hadn’t actually mentioned how long my workout was supposed to last.  She’d called it my task for the day, but surely she hadn’t meant I’d be doing this for the entire day.  Could she?

The feeling of relief I’d had since finding out I’d get to be alone today was dwindling fast.  Since she hadn’t set any goals for me, I decided to keep my steps fairly slow so I could pace myself, and hoped she considered it to be good enough.

As I began to find my groove, I found I was actually enjoying myself.  While not exactly an exercise freak, I realized I missed my regular morning workouts.

By the end of the second hour, I wasn’t quite so enthusiastic about it, and was feeling bored, tired, and sweatier than I’d ever been in my life.  I was also feeling horny as hell, and wished I could do something to take the edge off.

Every step shifted the twin phalluses inside me slightly, and a ribbed pad over my clit gave it a maddening tweak that kept me constantly on the edge.  Watching her seemingly limitless supply of latex porn wasn’t helping either, but I couldn’t seem to stop myself.

I knew it was noon when the screen that showed the countdown for my normal five minute break lit up with a full hour this time.  I was desperate to get off my feet for a few minutes, but even more desperate to take care of a more pressing need.

I made a beeline for the bathroom, and only then did I realize I didn’t have a key for the chastity belt!

Unsure of what to do, I flopped down onto the toilet and tried to think.  Pissing myself was out of the question, since the ultra-tight latex would keep it with me for an unknown amount of time.  I could press the button and summon assistance, but that would play directly into Mistress Grey’s evil clutches.

It was a damned if I do, and damned if I don’t situation.

After resting for a few minutes, I decided to search the rooms in case the key was lying around somewhere.  It didn’t take long before I was sitting on my bed, my quest for the key a failure.

I thought it might be easier on my bladder if I laid down for the rest of my break, and that was my big mistake.  I fell asleep almost instantly, and awoke to find a very, very
 pissed off Mistress standing over me.



New Product Development


The less said about being stripped and washed the better, suffice it to say it was at least as humiliating of an experience as anything that’d happen to me at the doc’s.  When I tried to explain what’d gone wrong and apologize, I found out just how good the weird gag was at keeping me silent, and only made things worse for myself.

Once Mistress’ two slaves had me cleaned both inside and out to her satisfaction, she ordered me taken over to the research and development building, and placed into section orange.  I had no idea what section orange was, but based on the gasps of shock from the girls strapping me down to a gurney for the trip, knew it couldn’t be good.

A tight rubber blindfold was placed over my eyes before they wheeled me out of the room, so I had no idea where we were headed.  Not that it mattered, since I had no idea where we were coming from either.

After probably a fifteen or twenty minute trip and two elevator rides, I heard a beeping noise, followed by a computer generated voice saying ‘section orange access granted’.  I was wheeled just a short distance this time, presumably inside section orange, where I was left alone to contemplate what I’d gotten myself into.

After maybe an hour or so I heard the door open again, followed by three sets of high heels clacking on the floor.  I felt the straps holding me to the gurney being undone, and was lifted to my feet by strong hands on each of my arms.

Cuffs went around my wrists and were pulled above my head, where they were fastened to chains and pulled even higher.  Once I was standing on the very tips of my toes, the pulling stopped and I felt a cold spray begin to hit my body.

It smelled sort of like the lubricant I’d used to get into my latex outfit earlier, except stronger, possibly because they was so much more being used this time.  Plugs were shoved up my nostrils and into the ring of my gag when they got to my face, and thankfully removed before I panicked from the unexpected cessation of my air supply.

Once the spray stopped, my blindfold was removed so I could see exactly what it was I’d be dealing with.  Once my eyes got used to the light, I saw Mistress Grey holding a latex catsuit that looked like it’d barely fit a toy doll.

I thought she was crazy when she ordered me to raise my right foot and put it in, but underestimated how much it stretched.  Unbelievably, the three of them working in unison managed to get it all the way up to my armpits with very little difficulty on their part.

I had more than a little difficulty with how much compression my body was undergoing, except for my crotch area, which seemed to still be exposed.  A long spreader bar was cuffed between my ankles to make sure I didn’t try anything stupid, and then my hands were lowered and released.

Once they’d gotten my arms in the suit, the back was closed somehow and the cuffs reapplied to my wrists.  Once they were secured above me again, Mistress picked up a very thick, very severe looking corset made of heavily boned rubber.

Even with three of them working on it, it must’ve taken at least an hour before Mistress Grey was satisfied with the lacing job, and I couldn’t have had more than a few millimeters of room for my lungs to expand when I tried to draw a breath.  While I tried to come to terms with it, I saw her slaves preparing for my next indignity.

Mel unwrapped a catheter, while Constance lubed up a monster sized butt plug.  Barely able to breathe, I wasn’t able to put up even token resistance to the insertions, and they’d obviously had plenty of practice anyway.  On a brighter note, at least the catheter meant I wouldn’t be stuck with the dilemma that had gotten me into this mess.

The butt plug was definitely not a brighter note, and the gargantuan size of it made me feel so stuffed I had to fight back a brief wave of nausea.  At least they hadn’t stuffed a dildo up my twat, or the overstuffed feeling might be unbearable.

Why did I have to think that?

The dildo Mistress Grey pulled out bore a closer resemblance to the thermos bottle I filled with rum and tea whenever I went on a ski trip, than it did to something able to fit inside a human body.  Only once she began pushing it through a funnel shaped nozzle did I realize it was highly compressible, and would
 be going where I expected.

Sure enough, she used the nozzle sort of like an applicator, and when she pulled it away, the soft dildo expanded to fill every last nook and cranny of my cunt.  It added a lot to the overstuffed feeling, but since it was so soft, felt surprisingly good.

They seemed content to give me time to adjust to the sudden and all-encompassing strain my body had to deal with, but no sooner than I began to cope, they resumed their work and made it harder for me again.

A belt was clipped to the back of my corset and fed between my legs, but before it was connected to the front, a fat butterfly vibrator was slid over it and held in perfect position over my pussy.  Once the belt was reefed tight, a large nub on the toy was mashed against my clit, and the inserts already inside me were forced a little deeper.

I felt not one, but two battery packs being installed behind me, and felt a moment of dread; a single battery pack could power the toys for up to eighteen hours of non-stop use, so I suspected I was in for a long, hard ride before my punishment was deemed complete.

Next was a thin latex hood.  Mel braided a strap into my hair and pulled it through the hole in the back, while Constance pulled it into position.  I found the hood had only pinhole openings for my eyes, and only slightly larger ones for my nose and mouth.

Breathing became instantly harder again, but got better once hard inserts were pressed into place to hold them open.  Without warning, Constance stiffened up and gasped in pain as a sharp crack echoed through the room.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Mistress Grey asked, swinging her crop again.

“Sorry Mistress, I forgot the ear buds.”

“Continue,” she barked, striking twice more before turning away and taking a seat.

The bottom of my hood was rolled up, and tiny speakers fitted into my ears so they could continue.  A new hood was held up in front of me, and just like everything else, didn’t look like there was a snowball’s chance in hell of it fitting.

Made of rubber almost as thick as the corset, it took all three of them to get it over my head, and now I knew why they’d put solid plugs inside my nostrils.  It felt like my head was in a vice, except the force was coming from every direction at once.

It also removed the little bit of sight I had left, and would’ve eliminated my hearing as well if it hadn’t been for the ear pieces Constance almost forgot.  A thick rubber collar connected the hood to the suit, and provided a bit of protection for a much heavier and harder collar.

When they lowered my hands, I found I was too disoriented to stand on my own, so one of them had to help me while the other two fastened my wrists to the ends of a long bar that was also connected to the collar.  The chains from above were then reconnected, but instead of being pulled up, they were lowered until I was sitting on the floor with just enough pressure on my neck to help keep me upright.

My new position brought the size of the butt plug back into the front of my mind, but not for long since they still had more to add to my already unbelievable predicament.

The breathing tube in my mouth was plugged again, but this time it wasn’t cleared after a moment.  Instead, I felt a trickle of cool water hit my tongue, and I sucked greedily, not realizing until now how hot and thirsty I’d become.

I felt something being connected to my nose tubes, but for once my breathing actually became easier, as air seemed to be running through the new tubes.  It would’ve been great if the new air hadn’t been heavily overshadowed by the cloying scent of freshly ground rubber.

“I’ll expect a full report on your thoughts of each of the items you’re wearing, so make sure you pay attention to everything, and we’ll talk when I get back next week.  Goodbye for now, Kitten,” Mistress Grey said in farewell.

Was she going to leave me like this for a whole week, or were the girls going to let me out sooner?  I had no way of knowing, and in the isolation of my rubber prison, wouldn’t even know how long it took for a week to actually pass.

The audio feed from the room cut out at that point and was replaced with the squeaking sound of latex in one ear, and some of the sexiest moaning and groaning I’d ever heard in the other.  I suspected she was trying to condition me to associate rubber with sex, and when I felt the vibrator on my clit start to purr in time with the unknown girl's moans, knew I was right.

Never strong enough to let me cum, the sound of the moans… and the corresponding strength of the vibration, would ramp up and down just enough to drive me crazy with lust.  It didn’t take long before I was attempting to beg for release, although I doubt even the slightest peep made it through the multiple obstructions preventing my words from emerging.

I have no idea how long I lasted like that, but eventually my overloaded body had had enough and I slipped into an exhausted sleep.

***

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” I heard someone say, as I slowly woke up.  “This room is definitely monitored, and there’ll be some real hell to pay if Mistress catches us interfering with one of her new product experiments.”

It sounded like Constance.

“Relax, idiot,” Mel replied.  “In case you’ve forgotten, we’re the ones doing the monitoring, so being in here with the bitch could be considered going above and beyond the call of duty.”

“I guess…”

“Shut up and pour the wine already.  I’m too thirsty, short-tempered, and horny to put up with any shit tonight.  Besides… this was your idea in the first place, and all we have to do is replace today’s recordings with a copy of the ones from yesterday.”

While it was obvious the two girls shouldn’t be in here, it was also obvious Mistress Grey wasn’t around to keep them in line, and equally obvious they were up to no good.  The last obvious thing to strike my mind was the fact that they didn’t seem to like me very much for some reason.

Whatever they were up to, I knew I wasn’t going to like it.

Or was I?  A sudden and unexpected jump in the speed of my vibrator gave me hope for reaching the orgasm I wanted so badly, and within moments my hopes were rewarded with one of the all-time top ten orgasms of my entire life!

Even bound as I was, I arched my body until only my heels were left in contact with the floor, as wave after pulsating wave of unbelievable pleasure coursed through my veins.  It seemed to go on practically forever, since just as it began to ebb, a new wave blasted through me, keeping me at the peak of ecstasy almost continuously.

By the time the fourth orgasm in the chain started, I knew they weren’t going to let up, and was back to thinking I wasn’t going to like what they were up to.  Their means of torturing me was both simple and efficient; they were gonna make me cum until I couldn’t take it anymore, and then make me cum some more.

I lost track of the number of times I was forced to cum after that, but suspected it was somewhere in the billions… or at least it felt that way.  They kept the buzzing toy running at full speed until my quivering body had nothing left, and I was reduced to a boneless heap of flesh.

I think that’s what they were waiting for, since they shut down the toy and freed me from the stocks so they could start having their fun in a more direct manner.  I was helped to lay on my back, my feeding tube was disconnected, and something else put in its place a moment later that I could still breath through.

“I get first ride,” Mel said, like she was a kid who wanted the front seat of a car by claiming ‘shotgun’.

I figured out what she meant when I felt weight pressing down on my face a moment later, and realized she’d strapped a dildo there.  It was even worse than I thought, since after ‘riding’ me for quite some time, she came with a veritable explosion, and squirted into my mouth.

Apparently, the dildo had holes in it, and now her taste was coating my tongue.

Constance took her place the moment Mel climbed clear, and turned my vibrator back on to help add to the ride.  They used me like a toy for hours on end, replaced my battery packs with fresh ones, replaced my feeding tube, and hung me back up in the stocks after giving me a cursory cleanup.

I knew they’d left when my toy was reset to tease mode and the recorded sounds resumed playing, but was too tired to care.  I slept for most of the day, until the sound cut off, my vibrator kicked up to high speed, and the cycle was repeated… and repeated… and repeated.

I never thought I’d ever hope to see Mistress Grey, but without her strict supervision, her slaves were out of control.  I wasn’t sure how many more nights with them I’d be able to handle, especially since they were starting to get creative with my ordeals.

On the third day they’d taken me to the spa area so they could have some fun in the sauna.  Have you ever been worked hard for hours in a steaming hot room while wearing a rubber suit?  I thought at first they might be trying to kill me, but they knew enough to feed me gallons of water and keep me well hydrated both during and after.

I wasn’t sure how they managed it, but I went to sleep without my suit after being cleaned up, yet woke up wearing all of it and sometimes more.  One addition which was both good and bad was a set of VR style goggles and a hood I could see through, so now I got to watch the moaning girls as well as listen to them.

Once I’d recovered from that night, their next foray into experimental creativity took place in the gym.  Master William had an exercise bicycle with a pedal powered fucking machine built in to it, but Mistress Grey had taken the idea to the next level

Her bike was a tandem model, and guess who was forced to provide the motive power for the girl’s fun?  You got it.

Of course, since the girls had to take turns on the second seat, it not only meant I wore myself out from having to pedal almost endlessly, but the fat dildo pumping through my seat gave me just as many orgasms as the pair of them combined.

Their creativity and cruelty continued into my rest period that day, when I was put back in my suit with one small but critical addition; the lubricant they sprayed me down with was laced with something that drove me absolutely crazy with how much it itched.  Sometimes when I was in bondage I’d obsess over an itchy nose I couldn’t scratch, and this was obviously a million times worse.

Since they knew I wouldn’t be able to do any of the more energetic activities the next night, I was simply bent over a spanking bar with my legs spread wide so they could have a contest using me.  Their goal was to try and use every strap-on dildo in Mistress Grey’s collection, and see who could make me cum the fastest.  The girl with the lowest combined time was the winner, but I have no idea who it was.

Heck… I barely knew who I
 was by the time they’d finished with me.

I was put back into my original suit after that, since their Mistress was supposed to be returning the next day, and they didn’t want to risk getting caught.  Unfortunately, that was the last good rest I could expect for anytime in the near future, since I was gleefully informed by the girls that Mistress Grey had decided to extend her trip another two weeks!

They celebrated with a pussy eating contest that night, making me service them for what seemed like hours on end.  I wasn’t sure what the point of their contest was, since nobody seemed to be keeping track of the score, but let’s be honest… all of their games and contests had very little to do with actual competition.

For once I didn’t mind the way they used me that night, despite the humiliation I felt.  Due to all the wine they were guzzling, they made a critical error when they tied me to the bench, and I was able to actually reach the knots!

Within an hour of their leaving me to my daily rest, I was completely free and looking for the way out.  The complex was huge but not endless, so I eventually found a door I could open that led outside, and stepped into the bright sunlight of a clear California morning.

I thought I’d been held on Mistress Grey’s estate, but I guess her research facilities were located elsewhere, since I seemed to be in a run-down commercial or industrial area.  That was a stroke of luck, since there was no way I’d be able to walk through a posh neighborhood dressed in skintight latex and smelling of sex without being instantly arrested.

Not knowing exactly where I was… or even what city I was in for that matter, I decided to head west so I wouldn’t have to squint as much with the sun behind me.  As I walked down the street, it never occurred to me that old, run-down, practically empty areas like this have their own risks, and simply getting arrested might not be a bad thing.

It was at least four or five men who rushed out of the narrow alley and jumped me, most likely thinking I was a hooker returning home after entertaining a John.  Hookers go missing all the time, and I feared I was about to be counted as another statistic when I felt the sting of a hypodermic needle jab into my ass.

“This bitch couldn’t have wandered by at a better time,” the man who stuck me said.  “Osric will pay top dollar for an obvious slut like her.”

I wanted to tell him my friends would easily triple any offer this Osric guy could make, but between the hand over my mouth and the effects of whatever was in the shot they gave me, couldn’t manage to get the words out.  Within seconds my limbs were no better than the rubber covering them, and the alley looked like it was under water.

The next wave that washed over me took away the last of my will, and once again I fell into blackness.



Master Osric’s Dungeon


The first thing I felt when I woke up was the cold.  After spending so long sweating in hot latex, lying naked on concrete was an incredible shock to the system, as were the heavy iron manacles, shackles, and collar I was wearing.

As the fog left my eyes and brain, I was able to take in a little more of my surroundings, although none of it filled me with much hope.  Simply put, I was in what appeared to be a real prison cell in a genuine dungeon.

My room was about five feet wide by eight feet long, with the door on the narrow end.  The thick, rusty bars of my cell door were held shut with a massive lock plate, but that was irrelevant, since the chain connecting my collar to the back wall probably weighed as much as I did!

A foul smell emanated from a board covered hole in the corner, and a wooden bowl of water was sitting in roughly the middle of the room.  I picked it up as I crawled over to a small patch of straw, and drank greedily as I tried to make myself comfortable on the slightly warmer straw.

I could hear water dripping in the distance, but couldn’t see much past my cell door since there weren’t any windows in this place, and the only light came from what might’ve been a feeble torch somewhere down the hall.  Always trying to find at least one positive thing in any scenario, I decided my brighter note was I hadn’t seen any rats down here.  Yet.

I didn’t have long to dwell on the possibility of furry critters running around, since I heard a door opening in the distance and saw a light coming my way.  It was a scared looking woman wearing a plain white dress, carrying a torch, and holding up a finger to her lips as a sign I needed to keep silent.

Since screaming or begging never actually works in a situation like this, I nodded my understanding and crawled as close to the door as I could so we could quietly talk.

“You’re a smart one,” she began.  “Most whores try to scream, swear, or demand their release as soon as they see the light approach, so show me how smart you really are by letting me explain what’s going on here… there isn’t much time.”

I nodded again, willing to hear her out, even though I wanted to deny being a whore.

“My name is Helena, you’ve been kidnapped against your will, and are gonna be tortured until you confess to whatever babble my lunatic husband has running through his warped mind this week.  It sucks to be you, but there’s nothing that can be done about it at this point, and if you want to survive, you’ll shut up, listen carefully, and follow my plan exactly.”

I nodded once again, beginning to wish I’d never even heard of BDSM and stuck to writing mystery novels.

“Until the next full moon has come and gone, he’s going to try and break you.  That’s in about three weeks, so that’s how long you need to keep your mouth shut for.  If you confess to your sins, he’ll put you in a crushing iron cage and hang you from the battlements until you die of exposure.  If you hold out, he’ll declare you innocent, set you free, and reward your virtue with gold and jewels… which is the twisted way our estate manager came up with as a bribe for your silence.”

I could barely believe what I was hearing, but I nodded in understanding once again.

“I can help you a little… especially on this first day when a gag is allowed, but I can guarantee you won’t like it.”

“I’m used to some fairly severe gags,” I scoffed.

“Shut up, whore… I doubt you’ve even heard of a scold’s bridle, let alone seen or wore one.”

I had
 heard of the medieval torture gag known as a scold’s bridle, but she was right about never wearing one before.

“Stop calling me whore,” I hissed.  “I was just in the wrong place at the wrong time, and if you can get word of my location to anyone at the Argentum Seges
 BDSM Club, I can promise a seven figure reward.”

“Whore or not, you’re now a prisoner here.  I’m willing to help you survive your stay, but despite being twisted and insane, I still love my husband and wouldn’t do anything to put him in harm’s way.”

While I wanted to strangle her, I gritted my teeth and nodded yet again.  Besides… after what I’d already been through, I was positive I could handle anything this Master Osric could throw my way.

“We’re out of time,” she suddenly whispered, after a panicky look down the hall.  “Quick!  Turn around and back your fat ass up to the bars so I can do the job I came down here for and put on your loincloth.”

I refrained from complaining about the ‘fat ass’ comment and did as she ordered.  As she wrapped the thong around my waist, I wasn’t sure why she even bothered with the washcloth sized piece of fabric that might’ve been cut out of a potato sack, and just barely covered my pussy.

“Is the witch ready, milady?” a harsh male voice growled.

“She is, but she whispers in strange tongues, so methinks she is trying to cast a spell to achieve her freedom,” Helena replied in a quavering voice.

“We know how to deal with that!  Karl, come forth quickly with the scold’s bridle!”

I heard the pounding of feet heading my way, and within moments my cell door was opened and I was tackled by two of the largest men I’d ever seen.  One of them sat on my stomach and pretty much kept me from getting any air in my lungs so his partner could get the bridle in place over my face.

For those of you who’re unfamiliar with the scold’s bridle, I’ll save you a trip to Google and explain it myself.

Picture a head harness trainer gag that has steel bands instead of leather straps, and you’ll get a vague idea of what the cage part looks like.  For the actual gag part, imagine a panel gag made out of a steel plate, with an additional piece that goes in the mouth to keep the tongue pressed firmly down, and an additional piece that runs under the chin to keep the mouth completely and utterly shut.

For effectiveness, it rivals even the weird gag Mistress Grey invented, except trying to talk while wearing the bridle was even harder and more painful!  I had no idea how any novice could stand it for even a few seconds, since it was pushing my limits more than I’d ever thought possible.

Now that my ability to ‘cast evil spells’ was countered, the two goons let me go and pulled me to my feet by the chain.  After the chain holding me in my cell was removed, two lighter and shorter chains were attached to my collar, one being firmly held by each of the guards.

“Move, wench, or face the tawse!” the slightly uglier one ordered, giving my ass a harsh blow from the strap to make sure I knew what a tawse was.

I was guided through the door at the end of the hall and into a better lit room that could only be described as a fully complete torture chamber.  It held whipping posts, a stout looking rack, an iron maiden, a large tub of water with chains above it, more chains and whips than I could count if given a full hour to myself.

There were also dozens of other things I didn’t get a good look at before I was pulled into place between the whipping posts and chained between them with my limbs spread wide.  Before taking their leave, both of them took turns striking my ass with their tawses to ensure I was well secured before their Master arrived to begin the inquisition.

“That’s enough, Karl,” Helena scolded, interrupting them when it looked like they might be getting carried away.  “Ivan, you must do thy duty and fetch milord Osric so the questioning might commence in a timely manner.”

“We don’t take orders from you,” Ivan sneered, but since he hung his tawse from his belt and scurried out of the room, it was obvious he did.

Men.

Karl looked sullen at being denied his fun, but before he put his tawse away, he delivered a stinging blow to each of my tits and laughed at my howls of pain while moving to his guard post by the door.  I saw Helena roll her eyes and shake her head slightly, but apparently there was little she could do about anything the guards decided to do to me.

When Master Osric arrived, she gave him a deep curtsey, and picked up her skirts so she could scurry away quicker.  Great… I was on my own now.

I did a double-take when he stepped into view, which instantly turned into a triple and quad-take.  Take someone the size of Hulk Hogan, add a beard that’d put Gandalf to shame, and top it off with hair that made Einstein look like he had a crew cut, and you’ve got Master Osric.

“What is the slattern’s name?” he asked.

“Tis unknown milord,” Karl replied.  “She speaks in strange tongues not of this Earth, and is obviously in league with Lucifer.”

I had a feeling this was a well-rehearsed opening scene, and I was merely the latest player to take the expendable role.

“We shall have the creatures name ere the fortnight is past, and thus gain power over her.  I sense this to be the critical trial of our times, so spare no means at our disposal.  This witch must reveal her secrets before the full moon rises over the moor, or all will be lost!”

“It shall be done, milord.  Dost thou wish me to start heating the irons?”

“Nay… I sense we must start slowly with this one,” he replied, after a heart stopping moment.  “Bring me my whip so I might strip away the mortal flesh of this evil succubus!”

While his words filled me with dread and each stripe left in the path of the whip hurt, it was obvious this guy knew what he was doing.  A bullwhip in the hands of an amateur could maim or even kill someone, yet each stroke did nothing more than sting like hell.

Of course, after more than an hour of non-stop whipping, even the lightest touch hurt like blazes, and I had to be carried back to my cell when his arm was too tired to deliver another blow.  Mr. Ugly informed me that my whipping had been nothing more than a warm-up, and I’d be far better off if I simply confessed to my sins.

As I lay on my pile of straw and cursed every sharp end that dug into my sensitive whip marks, I began to suspect he might be right.

My inquisition had barely just begun, yet I had my doubts about lasting even another day, let alone three whole weeks.



The Modern Inquisition


Even in medieval times, they apparently had alarm clocks.

In my case, it was a bucket of ice cold water, thrown through the bars of my cell that left me drenched and shivering until it came time to begin my questioning for the day.  With the promise of being dry and warm ahead of me, I gladly submitted to the chains they held up for my transport… which I imagine was the whole fucking point of my obnoxiously wet wake-up call.

I was thrust into the seat of a massive wooden chair with far more force than was necessary, given my current docility, but Ugly and Uglier (Dumb and Dumber was already taken) seemed to be eager for any chance of taking their frustrations out on me in any way possible.  I decided to struggle properly next time, just to see if it’d make them behave any differently.

I was really starting to hate these L.A.R.P. lamers.  That’s Live Action Role Players, but LARP dudes usually content themselves with dressing in robes and waving sticks around while speaking in mostly thee’s and thou’s.

I was jolted back to the present when they started belting me down to the chair with heavy leather straps, and the presence of hidden spikes in the seat and chair back started making their presence felt.  They didn’t seem sharp enough to break the skin, but with my weight pressed hard against them, and my skin still sensitive from the night before, I was positive they’d become more than a nuisance before the day was done.

Once I was secured at wrist, elbow, bicep, neck, forehead, below my breasts, hips, thighs, knees, and ankles, the goons gave me a parting present of a dozen blows from the tawse to each of my tits, and took up their guard positions on either side of the door.  I was expecting Master Osric when the door opened a few minutes later, but was relieved to see Madam Helena instead.

She was carrying a tray with hopefully my breakfast, and even more hopefully, the tool needed to remove the scold’s bridle from me.  For once, I wasn’t disappointed.

Unless you ever have the misfortune to be subjected to one of those things, you have no idea how much of a relief it was to be free of the evil thing.  It was almost enough to make me wish I was back in the clutches of Mel, Constance, and the twisted doctor at the same time!

When my jaw was able to work again, Helena fed me spoonfuls of what I assumed was known as gruel.  It tasted like white glue mixed with drywall dust, but at least it filled the hole in my belly, and she was kind enough to give me as much water as I wanted.

She also removed a panel from the middle of the seat below me, which allowed me to go to the bathroom without it being too obvious to the guards at their post.  She wasn’t all sunshine and kindness, though, since after wiping me clean, she shoved a butt plug up my ass that was massive enough to make my eyes water.

With an ease that spoke of much practice, the moment I opened my mouth to complain, it was filled with a wooden bit gag that had the same oral insert as the scold’s bridle did, except it was maybe twice as big.  This one really made me flip out, since the fat piece of wood practically mashed my tongue down, and the bit portion outside was cutting cruelly into the corners of my mouth.

While I was freaking out, she slipped a hand between my legs and began massaging my clit, while whispering soothing noises into my ear.  When I calmed down, she reefed it another few notches tighter, and I began to suspect she wasn’t exactly the sympathetic friend she’d made herself out to be.

Her last act before leaving was to lube up an ivory dildo with her own spit, and shove it up my cunt with a single thrust.  I was trying to curse her out for her betrayal the entire time she was fastening it to something below me, and didn’t stop until Master Osric arrived.

“This be thy last chance, spawn of Satan,” he boomed, pounding his staff on the floor with an impressive boom.  “Confess thy crimes and reveal your Master’s secrets.  Repent, and I vow to give you a clean death before the demon claims you.”

It wasn’t exactly a period piece, but since I couldn’t tell him to go fuck himself, extending both middle fingers did the job of conveying my thoughts on his ‘generous’ proposition.

“So be it!” he boomed, with another crash of his staff.  “Bring forth my sorcerer!”

“Yes, milord,” Ugly replied, with a clack of his heels.

Master Osric pulled a chair in front of me, and sat down with a scowl on his face that he managed to hold until his ‘sorcerer’ arrived.

“You summed me, milord?”

“Aye, Marlin,” he replied.  “We have dire need of your strange talents with this evil wench, since methinks she is in high regard with the dark prince.”

“I will discover the truth or one of us will die trying, milord.  Do I have your leave to use any means necessary to draw the truth past her foul lips?”

“Keep talking like that for a few more minutes, and you’ll draw the puke past my lips, you ignorant cocksucker!
” I thought, sick of his heavy handed rhetoric.

“Of course,” Master Osric replied.  “All of my considerable resources are at your immediate disposal.”

“I thank thee, and will do my best to garner the truth ere the sun reaches zenith.”

“Fine… just hurry up already,” Master Osric said in a pained, yet somewhat normal tone of voice.

I guess he was in a hurry for my torture to begin.

Marlin… yeah, I know how stupid his name sounds, but don’t blame me… wheeled a large, heavy looking contraption out of an alcove in the wall ahead of me, and pulled it into position beside my chair.  Large copper clamps were rubbed over my nipples long enough for the cold metal to get them rock hard, and then clamped down over top of the tips of each one.

When I stopped screaming and blinked the tears out of my eyes, I saw him holding his hand on a large switch.  With an evil grin, he pulled the switch down and caused fire to erupt from each nipple, like a TENS unit on steroids.

I was actually a little glad of the bit gag at that point, since I definitely needed to bite down on something to help handle the shock.  The charge ran down after about half a minute and left me both quivering and panting from it.

“Our drudges have neglected to keep the machine charged, milord,” the sorcerer said, sounding both furious and disappointed.

“No matter,” he replied.  “I’m sure the countess will be more than glad to assist with such a noble effort.  Helena… we require you to charge to machine of banishing!”

“Yes, milord,” she replied.

She gave me a bawdy wink as she passed by on her way to the machine, but I had no idea what it meant until she sat down in the seat and began pedaling on some sort of bicycle type of contraption.  A few seconds later I knew I was in deep, deep trouble.

Not only did her pedaling charge the shock generator, but it rattled something inside the dildo I was impaled on, turning it into a manually powered, yet highly effective vibrator!

The shocks to my nipples helped slow down the rise of my climax, and might’ve even been amplified by the rings running through them.  Slowed or not, though, the end result was inevitable, and after holding out for nearly fifteen minutes, my body had no choice but to give in to their evil ministrations.

I came like there was no tomorrow, and had a hard time stopping!

I had a sneaking suspicion Helena could’ve ridden the Tour De France as if it were a leisurely morning warm-up exercise, since her pedaling seemed to only get faster whenever my current orgasm began to subside.  After my fourth or fifth in a row, even the constant shocks to my tits began to feed the strength of each orgasm, and I simply couldn’t stop cumming!

They kept it up until I literally orgasmed myself into unconsciousness, which might’ve been a good thing since I didn’t really want to know how I wound up in my current position.  My nipples were still clamped, both holes were still stuffed, and I was still strapped immobile in the chair.  The only difference was the gag was gone, and I seemed to be hanging upside down over the tank of water now!

“Confess to thy crimes and sins, witch, or face the ordeal!” Master Osric’s voice suddenly boomed out, startling me.

“Very well… I confess to the crime of being kidnapped by a whacko who thinks he’s some sort of medieval lord, but in reality is just a plain ‘ol dickhead”, I replied in my sweetest voice.

“Heresy and falsehoods!” he exclaimed.  “Karl… begin the ordeal.”

With the ominous rattling of chains, I was slowly lowered towards the water tank.  I took a deep breath before my head went under, and could only pray these guys weren’t completely out of control.

To my surprise, they reversed direction shortly after my tits were submerged, pulling my head clear and asking me again to confess.  I had to choke back my laughter at such a feeble attempt at water torture, which gave me the idea to ham it up a little and make them think it was far more effective than it really was.

In all honesty, Master William and I had done some breath play during sex, and even in the middle of an orgasm I was able to go without breathing for maybe ten times the duration of the dunking they’d given me.  They apparently bought my act completely, thinking I was going through hell, while in reality I was actually a little bored!

They gave up on the tank at what I assumed was noon, since a manservant brought them all some food.  I didn’t get to eat, but my chair was put back on the floor and I got to enjoy a nice little break from them all.

Once they’d all finished eating, he had the guards release me from the chair and bring me over to his ‘throne’.

“If you cooperate, you’ll be given a fine meal like the one we just enjoyed,” he promised.  “Is there anything you want to tell me now?”

“Your father the goat stopped by, but didn’t stay for long… you know how goats are.”

My smartass comment might’ve been a mistake, but I felt it was playing the game… it was also a hell of a lot of fun to see the smug smile get wiped off his face, and I’d deal with the consequences.

“Very well… put the witch on the rack!” he ordered.

Now I really regretted my sass, since the rack was a genuinely scary piece of equipment.  Limbs could easily be dislocated if the person winding the ropes around the barrel wasn’t careful, and there wasn’t much chance these people would be willing to take me to a hospital if I got hurt.

I tried to fight and struggle for real, but Ugly and Uglier were way too strong and good at their job, and all I accomplished was to earn a few smacks.  In a matter of minutes, my hands were tied above me, and my ankles were secured to the lower corners, leaving me feeling even more helpless and vulnerable than I’d been in the chair.

“This is your last chance, wench… confess or else!”

“You forgot your thee’s and thou’s again,” I taunted, unable to help myself.

My comment seemed to stun him into silence, although Helena’s sudden choking fit sounded suspiciously like laughter.  He stomped away and returned a moment later with a cane, a blindfold, and three pear shaped things.

While I hadn’t recognized them at first, I knew exactly what the pear things were the instant the first one was shoved up my ass and slowly cranked open.  It was called the pear of anguish, and was just as dangerous to use as the rack!

He stopped expanding the pear up my butt before it became too uncomfortable, and did the same for my pussy.  The third was for my mouth, and despite my efforts to keep my mouth closed, a surprise rap with the cane to my nipples caused me to gasp and give him the opening he needed.

Now with all three holes filled, he tightened them all up a bit and resumed his original plan.  As soon as the blindfold was in place, he had someone give the barrel a crank, pulling my limbs taut.

I didn’t hear the swish of the cane, but felt a line of fire explode across the sole of my right foot, and knew he wasn’t messing around this time.  As a full time submissive with about a year of experience I should’ve known how to keep my mouth shut, but I hadn’t, and now I was going to pay for it.

I received ten lashes to the bottom of each foot, and whoever was controlling the winch was making sure that any slack my struggles formed was instantly taken up… with interest.  Once he was done with my feet, he gradually worked his way up the inside of my legs until he reached my groin.

I thought I might be getting a break, but instead, he gave each of the pears another twist before resuming my caning.  While the pears were now quite uncomfortable, at least their presence meant he couldn’t cane my cunt.

He methodically worked his way up my body, striking stomach, left side, and right side before moving up for the next row, but by now I had enough endorphins and adrenaline in my system that the effectiveness of my punishment was slightly blunted.  At least until he got to my tits, that is.

The ten hard blows he delivered to each one was almost more than I could handle, but at least it seemed to signal the end of my ordeal.  All three pears were removed, someone gave me a drink of water by pouring a bucket of water over my head, and the bit gag from earlier was replaced.

Thus ended my second day… or so I thought.

***

I was left stretched on the rack while Master Osric called for food, wine, and entertainment.  It actually sounded like they were having a party in his dungeon, and I was blissfully ignored… at least at first.

“Milord,” Helena said when the musicians left for a break.  “A thought occurs about the wench.”

“What dost thou think?”

“If she be truly a succubus from the depths of Hell and sent to Earth to tempt mortal man, then mayhap she will reveal herself if put into her element.”

“Wouldst that not be a mortal sin to fornicate with one such as her?”

“Nay,” she replied.  “Not if done to bring her into the light.”

“Then I shall be guided by thee in this, and all of us working together shall attempt to bring the demon forth.”

Thanks Helena… volunteering me for a gangbang wasn’t going to help, although maybe she knew something I didn’t… like maybe another round of torture.  After the caning I’d gotten earlier, I’d gladly endure a round or two with my pencil dick captors as opposed to another round as the target of Master Osric’s wrath.

I felt the brush of fine silk against my legs, and knew it was Master Osric himself climbing into position.  He slid his cock into me without preamble (and it definitely
 wasn’t a pencil dick) and began pumping away.

To my surprise, he wasn’t rough about it.  To my even greater surprise, I found my body reacting in the way nature intended it to, and I found my hips involuntarily rising up to meet each of his quickening thrusts.

We came together at almost the same instant, and he held himself deep inside me until my pleasure had run its course, just the way Master William did when I earned a reward for good behavior.  He crawled away a moment later, and I was given a few minutes to rest before he ordered Ugly to take his turn.

I never got the chance to cum with him, nor his partner when he ‘did his duty to his lord’, so once again Helena stepped in with some advice.

“Mayhap I could help prepare the wench before thy next attempt, to make sure she reaches the pinnacle needed to draw forth the succubus inside her.”

“I would hate to ask that of you, my dear, but if you’re willing to sully thyself for the greater good, then gladly do I accept thy offer of assistance.”

“As my lord wishes,” she said, lying down beside me.

She might’ve been a corny role-player like the rest of them, but that didn’t mean she didn’t know her stuff.  With one hand between my legs and the other, along with her mouth, teasing my nipples, she brought me to the edge with hardly any effort.

She could’ve easily made me cum a dozen times over, but since that wasn’t part of the game, she merely held me on the edge until one of the guys felt ready to go again.  I did my best to mess with the plan by cumming under her touch and not cumming during sex, but their skill at the game was better than mine, and they played me like a lute.

I was an exhausted mess by the time I was put back in my cell for the night, yet I slept surprisingly well, and not simply the sleep of exhaustion.  Maybe Helena actually did
 know what she was doing.

***

The iron maiden I was put into for the whole next day was extremely uncomfortable, but since the spikes weren’t actually sharp, it wasn’t as bad as I feared it’d be.  The worst part about it all was due to Helena slipping a vibrator inside me before I was locked inside it, and she spent the day teasing me at random moments.

Days four through six were spent bent over and locked in a pillory, where the guys had easy access to try to draw the succubus forth at any random time the urge struck… which was quite frequent, but better than getting an ass-whooping like I thought they’d do with my butt providing such a tempting target.

Day seven was an actual day of rest, if you can believe it.  Helena even slipped a banana, a peach, and some grapes into my cell for me to enjoy during my day off.

Day eight was spent in a set of stocks, and my questioning was brought up a few notches via a heavy leather strap.  He put it to good use on both my feet and back, making it the hardest day I’d had to endure so far.

I got practically no sleep at all that night, especially since someone had added to my straw bedding.  Unfortunately, they’d used grain husks instead of straw, which meant it was like sleeping on a pile of itchy needles. 

Day nine was a weird one for me, since while it was supposed to be hell, Helena turned it into something quite enjoyable.  The metal bull was originally designed to basically roast someone alive, but under her handling, it was no hotter than a sauna.

I had to spend the day in a tight hogtie inside the thing, but once again she’d slipped the vibrator into my pussy before my ordeal started, so the screams Master Osric took so much delight in weren’t those of pain, but rather cries of orgasmic delight.  I even hoped I might get a second round inside it, but he seemed intent on trying out his whole collection on me.

Day ten was another rough one, but not a whole lot more than I’d endured under Master William when I’d been naughty.  I was tied in a strappado with my legs held wide by a set of stocks, while the three of them worked me over in a round robin sort of pattern.

The first would use a sprinkler to spray hot wax over me, while the second used a riding crop to clear the wax away as soon as it hardened.  The third simply took me from behind while I was getting the wax treatment, but if the person doing the sprinkling wasn’t careful, wax could splatter on a very sensitive part of the guy behind me.  It was quite funny when that happened.

Day eleven was little more than their attempt to torture me by tying me in various strict bondage positions, but that was something I could almost handle in my sleep.  It was one of those days when I had to act like it felt worse than it really was, and I actually had fun messing with them.

Day twelve was spent on something called a Catherine heel, but unlike the real one where they smashed the victim’s limbs, Master Osric contented himself by using a flogger.  I was a little sore that night, but wasn’t about to complain.

Day thirteen was another tough one, since I was placed on top of the Spanish donkey.  It’s basically a sawhorse with a peak on top that forces all my weight to crush my cunt on the narrow top, and was amplified through the use of weights attached to my feet.

Even a pity orgasm from Helena when nobody was looking did little to help, but thankfully I was sent back to my cell early, and the next day was another day of rest.

Day fifteen shouldn’t have been a problem for me, since it simply involved being tied over a spanking bar.  I assumed it was going to be a day of both punishment and sex, but Master Osric was more clever than I’d given him credit for.  Today was the day I was assaulted with the most brutal item in his entire collection of evil and cruel torture devices.

Feathers.

Ugly and Uglier attacked my tits, armpits, and sides, Helena used hers to devastating effect between my legs, and Master Osric used his randomly, keeping me completely off balance.  For the first time since my arrival, I was in serious trouble.

Even worse, Helena seemed to be betraying our friendship, and was doing everything in her power to tickle me to orgasm as often as possible, which made catching my breath impossible.  It was enough to break me.

“Stop,” I screamed.  “Please stop, I beg you!  I’ll do anything… say anything… please stop, I confess!”

With a fist pump and a crow of triumph, Master Osric celebrated his victory over the forces of darkness or some such shit, but I couldn’t do more than pant and hang over the bar.  As a final insult, I saw Helena sitting comfortably on a cushion, smiling like she just won the lottery.

“Put her in the hanging coffin,” Master Osric ordered, consigning me to the last punishment I was ever likely to receive.

***

Master Osric’s hanging coffin cage looked like a custom built work of art.  It also looked several sizes too small for me, but I wasn’t given the option of having them send it out for alterations.

As either an easy way to make sure they could get me into the cage without much of a struggle, or just became they liked the redundancy, my legs were strapped tightly together with several leather belts.  Once again, Helena slipped the vibrator up my cunt before they began, although I wasn’t sure why she wanted to help me endure the ordeal after her betrayal.

An extra wide belt was wrapped around my waist so they had something to fasten my wrists to, and then more straps welded my arms to my side.  The scolds bridle made a reappearance, and once my pleas were silenced, they began the arduous process of fitting the cage to my every curve.

Master Osric’s hanging coffin wasn’t a crude cage like they used in the dark ages, and each row of bars could be individually tightened down, compressing my body like it was a steel corset.  It even had something like thumbscrews they tightened down over all my fingers and toes, so by the time they were finished, about the only thing I could move was my eyelids.

When he was finally satisfied the cage was as tight as he was going to get it without causing real injury… and therefore spoil the fun of my slow, agonizing death, he had the guards haul me upstairs and into the courtyard.  A single thick chain was attached to the top of my cage, and I was hauled up into the air about twenty feet.

That was that.  I was left alone dangling in midair, a few feet outside what looked like it might’ve been Master Osric’s bedroom.

My guess was confirmed a little later when I saw him enter, with a naked Helena being dragged behind him on a leash.  I was willing to bet the real reason she’d been helping me was to keep her husband occupied for a while, but not so long that I might have a chance of going free and maybe reporting him to the police.

Before she was tied on the bed with her arms above her and her legs spread wide, I clearly saw her press something on the bracelet she wore, and immediately felt my vibrator come to life on a low speed.  I found it ironic she was about to give me some pleasure while her husband was about to do the same to her, but I wasn’t gonna complain.

After all, what else did I have to do?

Once her husband came, he immediately left the room, not even bothering to untie his wife first.  She didn’t seem surprised or bothered by being left like she was, and once again I was left wondering over how fucked up these people were.

I was jolted out of my reverie when I felt the vibrator ramp up in its intensity, and looked inside to see a wicked smile on her face.  It seems she hadn’t finished messing with me yet.

Since I had absolutely zero movement anywhere, I wasn’t sure how she knew to cut off the toy mere seconds before I could cum, but she managed to do it time and time again.  She’d already won so I don’t know why she just didn’t let me have my orgasm, and tormenting me at this point was like kicking the proverbial dead horse.

She still did it continuously until her Master came to release her for dinner, at which point she let it run on a speed low enough to guarantee I wouldn’t get to cum while she was gone.  I can’t believe I ever thought she might be a friend.

It was starting to get cold by the time she returned, and the the slight sheen of sweat covering my body made it feel ten times worse.  I thought I was going to be in for a truly miserable night in the cage, but either out of a slight sense of compassion… or a desire to string out my torture for a lot longer, she pulled the cage to the window and wrapped a heavy blanket around it.

The difference was immediately noticeable, and I would’ve breathed a huge sigh of relief if I could’ve actually drawn a breath that big.  She also switched the toy onto a random setting that kept me from getting even a wink of sleep, and worse… still didn’t give me the orgasm I was getting desperate for.

The blanket was heavy enough to cut off all light, so I hadn’t actually realized I’d survived the night until I was lowered to the ground and unwrapped.  It was Helena.  She was alone and had a water bottle with a long, flexible end on it so she could give me a drink around the scold’s bridle.

Maybe she wasn’t so bad after all, and just appeared like an occasional douchebag based on her own limitations.  Once I’d drained the bottle, she hid it in the bushes and stood directly in front of me.

“We don’t have a lot of time, and you’re not exactly in a position to ask any of the questions I’m sure you have, but I’ll do my best to answer the obvious ones.  First off, I’ll say you’ll be leaving here today, in that.”

She waved her hand towards a coffin lying a few yards ahead of me.

“I regret to inform you that sometime during the night you passed away.  Or at least that’s what my idiot husband will think once the cool morning air lowers your body temperature a bit and the paralytic I just gave you takes effect.  Which reminds me… I better do something to help speed it through your system.”

She pressed something on her bracelet again, and I felt the vibrator ramp up to full power.

“I kept my promise,” she continued.  “You’ll leave here alive, but unfortunately I can’t risk allowing you to do so in a way that puts my husband at risk of going to jail… or me for that matter.”

I almost missed what she said, since the orgasm that had been on the back-burner all night finally broke free and turned my world into searing, white hot ecstasy.  I think she noticed I wasn’t all there for a minute or two, since she paused her speech until I calmed down a bit.

“I originally mentioned you might be set free with gold and jewels, but unfortunately my husband’s madness has come close to driving us into the poor house.  As such, I’ll be keeping what little money we have left, and adding to it with your sale.  Sorry, but a girl’s gotta eat, ya know?”

Even though the cage kept me from moving, I think whatever drug she’d given me was starting to take effect, since it became hard to even tense my muscles when my second orgasm hit.  It was also getting harder and harder to think, but I distinctly understood the words ‘my sale’.

“I’m sorry about that, but selling you to the highest bidder usually means you won’t be bought by a group of nuns.  In your case, the highest bidder was a whorehouse in Tijuana, so once the idiot pronounces you dead and the demon vanquished or some such shit, you’ll be packed into the coffin and sent on your way.

“If it makes you feel any better, I really did like you and almost
 wished you could’ve made it to the end.  Since you won’t actually lose consciousness under the paralytic’s influence, I’ll give you my favorite vibrator to take with you as a parting gift.  You’re welcome.”

With that, she started working the crank to pull my cage back up into place, and my next orgasm wracked my body with unstoppable pleasure.  By the time it finished running its course, Helena was gone and I was simply dangling in the wind, waiting to be discovered as ‘dead’.

Despite her claims about the drug not knocking me out, I eventually blacked out, although that might’ve been from all the stimulation of the vibrator.  When I awoke next, I found myself tightly packed away, presumably in the coffin.  I must’ve slept for quite a while since the batteries in the vibrator had died, and only the faint hiss of air near my face let me know I wasn’t still asleep.

Where I was going wasn’t going to be pleasant, but at least I was away from the lunatics, and maybe my new owners would be open to the idea of ransoming me back to Master William.  That moment might come sooner than expected as well.

I heard a loud thump and the creak of nails being drawn out of wood, followed by a sliver of light from down near my feet.  I was being unpacked.



The Final Fantasy


Before I could blink my eyes clear, a blindfold was slipped into place.  I guess it was to help eliminate the chance of me being a flight risk, but was hardly necessary.  Two sets of hands had to help me out of the coffin and into the bathroom, where I was given a chance to use a real toilet for the first time in God only knows how long.

After that, they helped me into a shower, cleaned me with surprising care, and then put me into a tub of hot water to help soak the aches out of my muscles.  The two girls (it became obvious at this point) even climbed in with me, and sped the process along by giving me a massage from head to toe.  I wondered for a moment if I’d died and gone to Heaven while they were drying me off and doing my hair, but then I felt a collar being locked around my neck, followed by cuffs on my wrists and ankles.

I was still in the land of the living, and despite my fine treatment so far, knew it wouldn’t last.  Unfortunately, whatever Helena had drugged me with seemed to have messed with my throat, since I couldn’t form any coherent words.  I could only hope the effect would wear off before the inevitable gag made its appearance, and my one hope was extinguished.

When they finished primping me up, I was led into what was undoubtedly a bedroom, and laid down on a soft bed with exquisitely silky sheets.  Apparently my new owner was a man of means, and he either liked to try out the new talent before putting them to work, or I was to be his personal slave.

The two of them quickly had me tied down in a tight spread eagle, leaving no doubt what was coming my way.  The girls removed the blindfold before leaving me alone, but were gone before I could get a look at them.

When my eyes adjusted to the light, I still couldn’t see much, other than I was tied to an absolutely massive bed surrounded by curtains, and other than the light directly above me, the rest of the room seemed to be kept dark.  Having nothing better to do, I tested my bonds to see if maybe I could work a rope loose.

While twisting and flexing my wrists, I froze, seeing something that absolutely blew me away.  The cuffs on my wrists were the same ones I’d worn for close to a year under Master William’s ownership!

How on Earth did they wind up in a Tijuana brothel, unless…

“Welcome home Tess!” A chorus of voices boomed out at the instant the curtains were swept aside.

I was on the stage at the Argentum Seges BDSM Club, surrounded by all my old friends, as well as the people who’d had control of me during my out of control adventures!  The mad doctor was off to the right with his entire retinue, and next to him was Mistress Grey and her two naughty slaves.

Helena was bound and kneeling at the end of the stage, with Master Osric holding her leash.  Both were smiling and laughing at what I assumed was a hilariously stunned look on my face, and even the two guards were enjoying a chuckle at my expense.

As a side note, they didn’t seem quite so ugly anymore, now that they were cleaned up and dressed in contemporary clothes.  Even the gang who’d grabbed me in the alley were there, along with someone I never would’ve expected; my publisher Dusti was sitting in the front row next to Master William, obviously enjoying herself just as much as everyone else!

As I looked around at all the familiar faces, one more familiar thing stood out… me!  I was on every video screen in the place, with all my recent depravities being shown in high definition for all to see.  This had to be the biggest mind-fuck they’d ever done to someone, and that was really saying something.

I think it gave me enough material to keep writing for the next year, but they weren’t quite done yet.  They’d brought me to the club for one final fantasy, and as the entire group around me began to disrobe, I found myself ready and willing to take on all they could give me.

As the group converged on me, the ropes holding me spread wide were removed from the bedposts.  With at least a dozen people kissing, groping, and fondling me, I was held in place at least as well as any other time I’d been restrained.

Master William took pride of place between my legs, and after finding me to be practically dripping wet, wasted no time getting into position.  His large cock felt glorious as it slid inside my eager pussy all the way to the hilt, and I reveled in the sensation.

He took a moment to revel in the sensations himself, but only a moment, and then he really
 went to town.  Each stroke was methodical and every thrust filled me completely in a way only he knew drove me wild.

It took less than a minute before I felt ready to cum, but I held it back by sheer force of will.  I wanted to wait until he was ready as well so we could cum together for the first time in so long.  He almost drove me crazy with how long it seemed to take, but I eventually sensed his strokes take on a new urgency, and knew he was close.

When he finally started cumming inside me, it was like he set off an explosion that tore through my soul from the inside out, leaving me full of nothing but passion and lust.  It definitely stole the number one slot on my list of all-time great orgasms, and that was before it had even finished!

In fact, he went straight from fucking me to licking my clit, and drove my already amazing peak straight into orbit.  I think it was about four orgasms later that he let me come back down, but as the saying goes, there’s no rest for the wicked.

As soon as he slid away, I was rolled over and impaled on Doctor Gustav’s massive prick, while someone else took up station behind me.  With my cunt already stretched to the max by the doc, I found the cock pressing its way past my sphincter to be almost more than I could handle, but then he spoke and I found out it was Master Laste!

There was no way I was going to show failure in front of such a legend, so I forced myself to relax as much as possible, and he succeeded in sliding his dick home.  As the two of them began pumping away, I was suddenly struck with another revelation…

This was the first time I wasn’t embarrassed about anything done to me in public, and even stranger, I absolutely loved being the center of attention like this.  At some point during my adventures the last of my inhibitions had been stripped away, and now I was free to act like a true submissive ,no matter what the circumstances.

Feeling cocky by my newly discovered freedom, I waggled my tongue at Mistress Lilith until she got the hint and slid her pussy under my face.  From that point on it became pretty much a free for all, and every point of pleasure stayed under non-stop use until even the most fervent participant was fully sated.

This time it was my Master who helped me to the bathroom and washed me clean, barely leaving me alone for a second.  He held me close while we both soaked and relaxed in the tub, and took the opportunity to explain some of the things I was confused about.

During the course of my adventure, there were many elements that seemed to be taken straight from the notes on my favorite fantasies.  In the back of my mind I was involved in a complicated game, but there were also enough surprises to keep me off balance and guessing.

He told me that not only was I never alone, but a minimum of three different video feeds were piped to the club at all times.  My ordeal was considered to be the best entertainment they’d had in years, and the amount of tips and donations put aside for me would easily outstrip anything I might make from writing and publishing my stories.

In short, while the original plan was to live out my wildest fantasies, I’d fed those same urges in both the others who’d participated, and those who were following the broadcasts like it was a new soap opera.  I even had some astronomical bids for copies of the videos they’d made, although he suggested I watch it all before coming to a decision about it.

We stayed in the tub until we had more wrinkles than a box of raisins, and then went home.  I thought it was a little funny that I never even considered my apartment as home anymore, and walking through his front door seemed like the most natural thing in the world.

Well… almost
 the most natural thing.  It did
 seem a little odd to be walking in unfettered, but my contract as his sub had run out a week ago, and Master William was nothing if not a stickler for the rules.

I’d have to do something about that.

After living under his care and control for so long, there was no way I could return to the lonely, humdrum life of a simple writer.  Life here was occasionally difficult, but it was never boring, and besides… there was an even bigger and more compelling reason to stay.

I loved him.



Epilogue


I’d been staring at the sales report screen for my client Tess’s last four bondage books for close to an hour, but it stubbornly refused to change.  Four consecutive number one bestsellers was practically unheard of, yet numbers don’t lie.

She’d done better than anyone other than her Master had expected, especially me.

“Why did I ever make that bet with him,” I said to myself for the hundredth time.

I knew why I did it, of course; I got greedy.  The odds of losing were infinitesimal, and the payout for winning was astronomical, so how could I refuse?  With a sigh I picked up the phone and gave him a call to admit my defeat.

“Hello… William?” I asked.

“Speaking,” he replied.

“It’s Dusti.  I just got the report for the last book, and it hit number one on the BDSM chart as well.”

“I guess that means I won.  When can I expect payment?”

“You know very well I can’t come up with that kind of money.  Even getting commissions from Tess’s latest books won’t help, unless you wanna wait about eighteen thousand years.”

“That’s a little long for my liking.  Do you have an alternate plan?”

“Yes, but I’d like to talk about it in person if that’s all right with you.”

“I’ll be free all night if you wish to come over to discuss the matter.”

“Great,” I replied, trying to hide me nervousness.  “I’ll be there in an hour.”

“Until then,” he said, hanging up.

I’d thought about this night for quite some time, and already figured out what I was going to wear to this crucial meeting.  As I finished getting ready and wrapped the long trench coat around my trembling body, I came close to calling him back and cancelling.

Only knowing I had no choice about paying off my debt got me moving out the door and into my car.  I don’t even remember the drive, but before I knew it I was sitting in his driveway, wondering how he’d react to my plan.

The glowing numbers of the clock on my radio told me I was out of time, and since I definitely didn’t want to make a man like him wait, I gathered up my courage and got out.  His butler must’ve been watching and waiting for me, since the door opened the moment I reached the top step, and he waved me inside with a grandiose flourish.

“You are expected.  Master William is in the den,” he informed me.  “It’s the second room on the right.”

“Th - thank you,” I stammered, quickly following his directions.

I peeked around the corner and saw him sitting next to the fireplace with a cognac snifter in one hand and a book in the other.  His feet were kicked up and he looked far more comfortable than Tess, who was on all fours in front of him and being used as his footstool.

“Come in,” he said, without looking up.

I gulped at his words, Tess’s presence adding to my nervousness.  I guess I shouldn’t have minded though, since she was completely obedient to his slightest whim these days, and if the huge red ball gag in her mouth didn’t keep her from talking, then the force of his will would.

Her presence did something else to me as well, and based on the way my body was reacting, I suddenly knew I was making the right choice.

“Have you figured out how you’ll be paying off your debt?” he asked, looking over the top of his book.

“I think I have,” I replied, opening my coat and letting it slide from my shoulders.

The only thing I was wearing underneath it was a simple, black leather collar.

“I think I have… Master.”

###


The Bondage Writer 3:

Publisher’s Peril



Learning the Ropes


If someone had told me I’d someday be voluntarily offering myself as a submissive to a strange and powerful man, I would’ve laughed in their faces.  As of last night, though, I found laughing to be quite difficult due to the size of the ball gag currently residing behind my front teeth.

Yes, for reasons I don’t want to get into right now, I’d gone and done it.  I was now a sub in training, getting a crash course in learning about the lifestyle of my friend Tess.  One might say I was learning the ropes… both figuratively and literally!

I was also learning the cuffs, gags, collars, and the million other things my new Master might use to restrain me.  After over a year under Master William’s care and instruction, Tess had very few inhibitions left, and explained things to me in extremely graphic and juicy detail.

You might not think hearing about cuffs and the like was very steamy, but once we got past the basics, she pulled out their selection of more personal and intimate toys, and that’s
 where the descriptions got interesting… and embarrassing. 

I wasn’t the type of person one would call shy or naïve, but she made me blush dozens of times during my initial tour of our Master’s playroom, a.k.a. what was soon to become my new home.

While Master William had quickly accepted my offer to become his new slave, he realized I’d need a transition period to take care of my business as an editor and publisher.  For the first month I’d get to stay at my place for the work week, only showing up here on the weekends.

During the second month it’d be reversed and my time would be spent as five days here with two away, until I finally moved in full-time.  It was actually quite generous of him to give me some time to adjust, but he firmly believed in quid pro quo.  That meant he expected me to learn his rules both fast and without flaw.

Hence tonight’s crash course under Tess’s tutelage.

“You better not be daydreaming, Dusti,” she warned, breaking me out of my reverie.

“Mmpph mmopt,” I replied, forgetting about the gag again.

She giggled at my futile attempt at speech in a most annoying manner, but didn’t press the issue.

“Master William is letting you start your service in a very easy way, but that doesn’t mean he’s willing to put up with any shit from you.  Any failure or disobedience comes with consequences, and I highly recommend you figure that out sooner, rather than later.”

I nodded my head in acknowledgement this time, allowing her to continue giving me the grand tour.  I tried to pay closer attention to the things she had to say, but my head was spinning from information overload by the time she was done, and I wasn’t sure how much I’d remember by tomorrow.

“You can take the gag out now,” she said, taking a seat on a waist high bench that looked like it might be comfortable, if not for the dozen or so leather straps dangling down the sides.  “It’s almost dawn, but sit with me for a few minutes before you go home, and I’ll answer any questions you might have.”

Removing the gag was easier said than done, since my jaw seemed to be locked in place after wearing it all night.  I suppose I’d eventually learn how to get used to it, but this was my first time wearing one, and my mouth wasn’t used to the strain.

“Come here and let me help you with that,” she said, noticing my difficulties.  “I guess I might’ve been a little overzealous by giving you one that size and leaving it in for so long.”

She popped it past my teeth with a practiced ease, and told me to get a drink if I wanted one.  With how much I’d been drooling, I hadn’t realized how dry my mouth actually became, so I gladly grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge.  A few minutes later my mouth was working again, and I felt up to asking some of the questions that had piled up since we began.

“I guess the first question I should ask is the obvious one,” I began.  “How stupid was I to sign up for this?”

“I’m slightly prejudiced, but I think it was a great idea.  Master William is one of the better Masters out there, so I know you’re better off than if someone like Mistress Grey or Master Osric managed to get hold of you.

I nodded and shuddered, recalling the video feed I’d seen from when Tess was in their hands.

“I’ll be here with you as well, so you’ll have my support, advice, and training to help you learn what’s expected of you.”

“What is
 expected of me?”

“In short, obedience,” she replied after a moment.  “There are actually twelve rules a proper sub must adhere to, but as long as you remember to obey, you’ll do fine.  It’s not going to be quite as easy as you might think, though.”

“Why’s that?”

“He’ll constantly be testing you to see how well you’ve learned your lessons, and most of his tests could be considered humiliating at best.”

“Could you give me an example or two of what I might be expected to do?”

“His imagination is a thousand times better than mine, but you already know a little of what he can come with from reading my stories.  He also likes to throw out random surprises, and that could be anything from telling you to lick my pussy during dinner, or going to the local adult toy store so you can test and rate an assortment of dildos for the salesclerk.”

“He wouldn’t really expect me to do something like that in public, would he?” I gasped.

“Probably not on your first day, but I can guarantee he’ll do everything in his power to embarrass you in ways you can hardly imagine.”

“Why?”

“Because causing your own humiliation or degradation is one of the hardest things you’ll ever do, so it’s the quickest way of proving your obedience to him and his friends.”

“His friends?”

“If you think this is going to be a private lifestyle, you haven’t learned a thing from my books,” she laughed.  “I can hardly wait to see how you react when he takes you to the club for the first time.”

“I guess I hadn’t really thought about it,” I replied, knowing she was right.  “I should’ve known better, but I had visions of being locked away in his dungeon and being simply tied in all sorts of weird positions while being used for hot sex.”

“I’m sure there’ll be plenty of that, but at least half of all domination is mental, so the things you want to do the least will be those he’ll definitely use to test you with.  To give you fair warning, I have a sneaking suspicion he won’t even wait a single day before giving you your first test.”

“But I won’t even be here tomorrow,” I objected.

“That’s irrelevant,” she countered.  “One of the things you’ll need to learn is even if he isn’t with you, your Master is still in charge.  He could be on the other side of the world, but if he calls and tells you to do something, you better do it… and don’t even think about lying to him about it either.”

“I think you’re just trying to scare me now.”

“Maybe a little,” she agreed, with far too big of a smile on her face.  “But that doesn’t mean I’m lying.”

More than anything, the way she said that convinced me she was telling the truth, and I began to wonder if I hadn’t bitten off more than I could chew.  By the time I got home and found a package waiting for me inside, there wasn’t any more doubt; I knew
 I was in trouble.



My New Routine


By a sheer act of will I left the box unopened while I took care of my regular morning routine, but after I’d cleaned up and eaten, I knew I couldn’t put it off any longer.  The first thing I saw inside was a note, and reading it seemed like the obvious thing to do.

Dusti,

Your first task is to put the contents of this package to their proper use.  Obedience earns rewards and failure brings consequences.  Think of the carrot and the stick while deciding what to do.

Your Master,

William

Tess hadn’t been fooling around when she said I’d be tested sooner rather than later, but I hadn’t expected my first trial to come so soon.  I also wondered why he sent the package to my place instead of giving me the stuff before I left, but I guess he had his reasons.

Maybe it was to let me know my home wasn’t a private refuge any longer, and I needed to treat my time here as a privilege, not a right.  At the very least, it told me he knew where I lived, and that he’d somehow gotten a key.

Since it wasn’t something I could complain or even worry about, I shrugged it off and began opening boxes.  If he wanted to play, then I was gonna do my best to show him what I was made of.

The first box I opened contained one of those sports bands that monitor your heart rate, although this one was obviously a custom job.  Not only did it look like it monitored more than one I might find on a store shelf, but it was also built into an unusually heavy-duty wristband.

Yes, it came complete with a shiny new D-ring, and was my first wrist cuff.  My second cuff only differed from the first in that the functional part looked like some sort of smart watch.

It was only while I was admiring them in a mirror and seeing if they looked like restraints, when I realized there were no keyholes.  The ends had snapped together seamlessly, with no obvious way of opening them back up!

After a brief moment of panic I chuckled, knowing he’d won the first round but not the war.  As I opened up the next box, I was determined to not let him get to me so easy from now on.

I felt my face turn red when I saw the box contained a chastity belt, and then grow even redder when I spotted the dildo attached to the crotch.  Ok… maybe he knew more than a few tricks to keep me off balance, but I was still determined to take as much of this in stride as I could.

I decided to open the rest of the boxes now so I could get all my surprises over with at once.  Black pumps with four inch heels, a white corset, a collar and ankle cuffs that matched the bands on my wrists, a red ball gag, some sort of charging station, and a few short chains were soon laid out on the floor before me.

I probably sat there for an hour trying to take it all in so I could figure out what his plan was, when my computer started beeping at me with the sounds an incoming video call makes.  I rushed to answer it, somehow knowing the call just had
 to be from my new Master.

Close… it was Tess.

“Hi Tess, what’s up?”

“Me, but that’s another story.  For now, you need to listen carefully to instructions from our Master.”

I had to bite my tongue, but I kept silent and nodded.

“First off, there are rules you must obey at all times, and a few more you must obey while you’re at home.  Did you unpack your present yet?”

“I was just looking through the stuff,” I said, holding up my wrists.

“Good,” she replied, sounding relieved.  “I can see your collar and gag are missing, but are you wearing the rest?”

“Not yet.”

“Put on the collar and chastity belt first.  The first shows the world you belong to Master William now, and the second guarantees it.”

“How do I take them off when I need to shower or go potty?”

“Everything is completely waterproof, and as for the belt, think about it for a minute… it wouldn’t be much of a chastity belt if you could take it off on a whim.  It has holes in the appropriate places, although I suggest you take care of business before
 your shower, since it might be a little messy until you get used to it.”

I wrinkled my nose at that, but kept my mouth shut.  At least now I knew why there wasn’t one of those cone shaped plugs for my ass.

“Go take care of anything you might need to take care of, then put those two things on and bring the rest back here.  Hurry please.”

I wasn’t sure what the rush was, but I got up and did as she asked anyway.  Oddly enough, it took me longer to snap the collar around my neck than it did to put on the far more intimidating and confining chastity belt.

I tossed the remainder of my ‘presents’ back in the big box and carried it back to my desk, the dildo feeling distinctly odd inside me as it shifted with my steps.  Even the rubber nubs protecting my pussy and clit moved a little, making me suddenly even more nervous about having to wear the thing.

“Put the shoes and ankle bands on first,” she said upon my return.  “Our Master wants to get you into some real shoes ASAP, but is generous enough to allow you work your way up to them.  You’re to wear the shoes a minimum of twelve hours a day, but there’s no limit to how much of that time can be spent sitting.”

I didn’t think four inch heels were anything to sneeze at, but then I’d rarely worn anything other than running shoes or sandals.  While I was putting them on, I just had to ask.

“Define ‘real shoes’?”

“Six inch heels are the minimum requirement, but some pairs go up to nine inches.”

“Nine?” I replied, positive I couldn’t have heard her right.

“You’re not in Kansas anymore, Toto,” she said with a chuckle.  “Anyway, let’s move on.  Put the gag in your mouth, but only buckle the strap tight enough to hold it in place.  When you’re alone, you’re allowed the slack so you can push it out of your mouth in case of emergency.  Wear it for a few minutes and then spit it out and let it hang around your neck.”

“I’m guessing he wants to get me used to wearing gags in the same way as the shoes?” I asked before pushing the ball past my lips.

“You got it.  Wear it as often as you can during the day, but not when you go to bed.”

I worked my jaw to see how bad this one was, and was relieved to find it reasonably comfortable.  While slightly larger than the one I’d worn for my tour of Master William’s dungeon, it was also softer and had a fair amount of give to it.

While I got used to it, she explained how I needed to adjust the corset so I could get into it on my own.

“Wrap it around a pillow so it has some support while you lace the back.  Get the ends to just barely touch along its entire length, tie it off, and then do up the flap to cover the laces.  Once that’s done, open it up from the front and put it on.”

I tried to do as she asked, but there wasn’t any give anywhere, and I couldn’t quite get it hooked together.  I spit out my gag to tell her it was too small, but she gave me the answer before I could ask.

“There’s a sort of pry bar with a small hook on the end.  Use that to help close the busks.”

It wasn’t easy, but once the first one was hooked the others weren’t too hard to close.  She told me to go look at myself in a mirror, and what I saw almost made the discomfort worth it.  My waist looked tiny compared to what I was used to seeing, my breasts looked bigger, and even my posture was improved. 

Even with the boning, I was pretty sure I could get away with wearing it undetectably since it was an under-bust style.  After replacing the ball gag, I admired myself for another minute before returning to the computer and showing Tess what my ensemble looked like.

“Nice,” she said once I resumed my seat.  “Hopefully we can get you into a real corset next month, but that’s a pretty good start.”

Only the gag stopped me from querying her ‘real corset’ comment.

“Each day you’ll receive instructions you’ll need to follow instantly, perfectly, and without question.  Failure in any way will result in additional and unpleasant tasks for you, plus a punishment session for me.”

“Why would you be punished for my fuck-ups?” I asked, spitting out the gag again.

“I’m in charge of your initial training, which makes you my responsibility.  He also thought it might be some additional motivation for you, knowing I’d be caned whenever you failed him.”

“You’re lucky I like you, or I might’ve found learning and obeying to be extremely difficult,” I snickered.

She appeared nervous at that, but refrained from commenting.

“For the most part, you’ll be spending your days doing the exact same things you would normally do, except you’ll be wearing your new accessories.  Since you rarely need to leave home to take care of business, the only things you’ll be allowed to wear are what the Master provides.”

“What about when I do
 have to go out?”

“You’ll have to ask for permission first, and then wear what the Master or I tell you to.”

I was a little offended by that, but quickly realized it wasn’t any different from what would happen once I moved in with them.  She explained how the charging station worked, and suggested I set it up at my desk so I could recharge everything while I was working.

I’d missed it while putting it on, but apparently my chastity belt needed charging as well.  That meant the dildo inside wasn’t quite as innocuous as I’d initially thought, and their control over me was a lot more devious.

She said I could have the day off to take care of any shopping or outside errands, but I wasn’t allowed to remove the corset and shoes until I went to bed.  I needed to be at my computer at eight the next morning to answer her call, and would be required to leave it open all day to ensure I was following orders.

Thus began my new routine.

***

At first, my tasks were fairly easy, such as hobbling myself with a short chain and learning how to walk around without falling on my face.  My feet ached constantly for the first week or so, but once my body adjusted it seemed almost natural, and my confidence grew.

Predictably, no sooner than I got used to the four inch heels, they were replaced with a five inch model that strained my calves just like the others had.  I had a feeling I’d be wearing at least six or seven inchers by the time I was ready to move in as his full time sub.

I wasn’t always given an active task, but found those days to be the hardest of them all.  On those days, they activated the vibrator in my pussy and another one hidden behind the rubber nubs over my clit, teasing me mercilessly.

I wasn’t allowed to cum, and between the vitals they were monitoring, as well as the body language I was revealing through the webcam, they were too damn good at making sure I followed orders.  I became unbelievably horny day and night, even when they weren’t actively messing with me, and would’ve agreed to practically anything after my first week like that.

Of course, I was in this state because I’d already agreed to do anything, leaving me nothing to bargain with, even if I dared to bring up the subject.  Even when I spent the weekends with them, I was denied the relief I was getting truly desperate for.

My work suffered due to my constant distractions, so he allowed me to continue with my five day at home routine during my second month, but his generosity came with a price, namely some public humiliation.  On a brighter note, (that was one of Tess’s favorite phrases) I’d even be allowed to earn the right to cum if I pleased him enough during one of my kinky excursions.

My first public appearance was at their favorite BDSM club, where I posed as a bondage model while Tess did a book signing event.  It was a long, hard day, but one I actually enjoyed once I got used to being stared at.  They changed my bondage every hour, and I got to try all sorts of new things.

They put me in numerous rope positions, an armbinder strappado which wasn’t exactly my favorite, and a tight leather straitjacket that was.  Master William let me cum for the first time in ages when he saw how much I liked it, and not even the crowd of people watching dampened the strength of my reaction.

I was mortified afterwards, of course, but my face had been covered since before we walked into the place, so at least my identity was safe.  Unfortunately, it seemed to give him several ideas on new ways to torment and embarrass me in public.

One in particular stands out as worth mentioning…

Not long after I graduated to six-inch stilettoes, he sent me an email with instructions I needed to complete within a certain amount of time.

1 – Shower, fix my hair nice, put on makeup.

2 – Dress in something sexy, bordering on slutty.

3 – Take a cab to a bar located about a mile from home and ask for Frank.

4 – Follow his instructions and then walk home.

Sounds simple enough, right?  Wrong.

The moment I walked into Frank’s bar and introduced myself, he pressed a button on a remote that started the vibrator in my pussy running on low.  By the time he finished pouring me my first drink, that one stopped and the one over my clit sprang to life, also at a low speed.

I sat on a bar stool and tried to remain calm, but both toys seemed to be running on a random program for both speed and duration, so it was tough to stay balanced.  By the time I finished my sixth drink and was told to go home, my head was spinning from more than the alcohol.

I couldn’t help but notice a large wet spot on the stool I was sitting on, and tried to clean it up a little, but without much success.  I hurried away before attracting even more attention than I already was, and made a pit stop in the ladies room so I could gather my courage and get ready for the long and difficult walk home.

Feeling much better with an empty bladder, I made for the door slowly and carefully.  Between the booze, the high heels, and the constant distraction between my legs, walking with poise and grace was damn near impossible.

Heck… who was I kidding… forget poise and grace… walking in a straight line
 was damn near impossible right now.

Every person I passed on the street stared at me, making me feel self-conscious about how I looked and was acting.  To all the random strangers I passed, I’m sure I looked like nothing more than a drunken whore.

I was only about a quarter of the way home when I felt both vibrators kick on at the same time, and at maximum speed.  I barely managed to stagger over to a light post before the buzzing toys sent me over the edge, and only my firm grip on the pole kept me from falling to the ground while the orgasm blasted through me.

I tried to pick up the pace once I felt able to walk again, but everything seemed harder now that the floodgates had burst… no pun intended.  I was definitely feeling the cocktails I’d drunk too fast, my legs were still weak from the strength of my climax, and the toys seemed to be running even faster over my overly sensitive cunt and swollen clit.

I came four more times before reaching my door, and almost got arrested when a cop spotted me during the last one!  I managed to talk my way out of it with just a warning since I was so close to home, and I promised to never appear like this in public again.

Unfortunately, I’d taken too long to get home, which meant I had to watch Tess get flogged.  She was also forced to cum practically non-stop for over an hour while the whipping was going on, and the speed of my toys was adjusted to keep me just on the edge again. 

All in all, it was a night I’d never forget.

Waking with a hangover the next morning, I was a little slow, so I almost forgot what day it was.  When I finally figured it out, the adrenaline rushing through my veins actually cured my hangover and cleared my head enough so I could start packing.

Today was moving day.



Much to Learn


I didn’t need to actually pack a lot, since underwear was forbidden, my business attire was unnecessary, and he’d be providing a whole new wardrobe for me from the extremely detailed measurements Tess had taken that first day.  In fact, most of the packing I’d done had been in my office, not my closet.

Just like Tess my days would be regimented into a strict schedule, allowing time for exercise, business, meals, rest, and even leisure time if he felt I earned it.  Of course, the bulk of my time would be spent in training, since I had much to learn about behaving like a proper submissive.

Tess’s video chats over the last two months would give me a good head start, but I knew receiving orders directly from the Master would be somehow different.  For one thing, if I hesitated or screwed up, I knew I could get more than a harsh word about the way a sub should comport herself.

I’d spent hours practicing all the weird and humiliating slave girl positions I’d be expected to fall into when the Master approached, ordered me to present myself, had me wait, and dozens more that barely made sense.  There were even subtle differences I needed to remember if I was presenting myself to my
 Master or a different one.

Now that I was actually here I’d be able to get some practical experience with the various poses through something Tess called bondage yoga, where I’d be restrained through several of the classic positions in a row.  She always smiled when she talked about yoga lessons, and I couldn’t wait to try it and find out for myself what the fuss was all about.

All that aside, I knew the biggest change wasn’t going to be bondage, obedience, humiliation, or corporal punishment; it was going to be sex.  I was still a little nervous about some of the things I might be expected to do, but just thinking about being ravaged by the Master got my juices flowing.  I hoped he didn’t make me wait too long before letting me find out if real bondage sex lived up to Tess’s stories and my own imagination.

While the sex part was still in the future, I got to find out firsthand what the bondage part was all about.  It had taken about five minutes from when I walked through the front door, to being naked, bound, and gagged in his basement playroom – also known as my new home.

It wasn’t anything too severe, as far as bondage goes, but it was still a huge system shock to be ordered to strip naked and present myself for my first restraints.  He used rope to mimic the belt/cuff/hobble setup the police use to transport prisoners, did the same to Tess, and made us put away all my belongings.

It turned a twenty minute job into a two hour affair, and earned me my first demerits.  Tess earned demerits too, and since she was supposed to know better she had to endure a much harsher punishment session than I did… and mine felt bad enough as it was!

I was made to bend over a waist-high padded bar, where I was quickly and efficiently immobilized with arms below me and my legs spread obscenely wide.  My long, auburn hair was braided together with a leather thong, and connected to a curved piece of steel with a golf ball sized knob at the end of the hook.

He made sure to step in front of me when he began squirting lubricant over the ball, so it didn’t take a genius to figure out where the ball would soon be hidden.  Sure enough, after a few squirts of the cold gel landed in the crack of my ass, he began pressing it against my backdoor.

Since I had no experience with it personally, I tried to recall everything Tess had told me about anal, and how trying to fight it would only make it hurt.  It wasn’t easy to relax when my heart was racing like it was, but between my efforts, his patience, and the impossibly slippery lube, he soon had it past my sphincter.

Now that the ball part was inside, it didn’t hurt or anything, but it really
 felt weird.  It felt like I had to take a shit, and resisting the urge to try pushing it out was harder than I thought it’d be.

That option was removed a moment later when he removed the slack from the thong, pulling the hook tight against my ass, and pulling my head back in the process.  Once my head was pulled back enough I had no choice but to look straight ahead, he left me to take care of Tess.

Working about five feet straight ahead of me, her wrists were tied together behind her back, and cinched to ensure no slack.  Her elbows were next, and Tess was flexible enough he actually got them to touch!  I wondered if my arms were flexible enough to do that, and suspected I’d be finding out eventually.

Using a rope from above, he pulled her wrists up until her body was bent forward and parallel to the ground in a stringent strappado that got even worse once he forced her legs apart with a three foot spreader bar.  I was suddenly very thankful for the support of the bar below me.

He removed my gag before selecting a thin, springy cane from his collection of punishment implements, making me instantly break out in a nervous sweat.  Tess had once shown me the marks left behind from the cane, and I hoped to avoid learning what it felt like for as long as possible.

He went to Tess first, and began tapping it up and down her ass, sort of like he was warming up.  Without warning, his next tap became a real blow, and Tess’s whole body suddenly tensed and strained against her bonds.  Her howl was surprisingly loud considering the size of the gag she wore, and my nervousness changed to actual fear.

Stepping behind me, I felt the stinging taps of the cane run up and down my own ass, but when the real blow came, it came from his open palm.  He actually began spanking me!

It was embarrassing as hell, but I didn’t even think about trying to complain since the alternative was the cane.  After ten blows warmed up my ass, he went back over to Tess to give her the next stripe.

He followed that pattern until Tess had five parallel lines on each ass cheek and I’d been spanked ten times for each of them.  I thought our punishment was over when he put the cane away, but he was just getting warmed up.

A long plank was slid between Tess’s legs, tied to ropes above her, and pulled up until she could only touch the ground with the tips of her toes.  Most of her weight was being supported by her crotch in a way that had to be excruciating.

Satisfied with her predicament, he studied me for a moment before heading to his supply cupboard, collecting something I couldn’t see but was sure I wasn’t going to like.  On his return, he began touching me intimately for the first time, with one hand exploring my pussy, and the other fondling my breasts.

Far from being scared like when I’d imagined being in a situation like this, I found myself growing hot in almost record time.  His skilled fingers were driving me towards one hell of a climax with almost no effort required on his part, but he stopped just before I reached the peak and gave me the shock of my life.

I learned the hard way what nipple clamps felt like.

Surprisingly, while the initial pain was what you’d expect, it soon changed to more of a dull throb that wasn’t too bad as long as I kept perfectly still.  Unfortunately, keeping perfectly still wasn’t something he was going to allow.

“It’s time for you to learn your first lesson, Dusti,” he said, squatting in front of me so we were eye to eye.  “Tess tried to teach you the need for haste in following my orders, and failed miserably.  Let’s see if I can instruct you any better.”

He went back to Tess and tied a pair of five pound barbells to her ankles, and then raised the winch holding the plank until Dusti and the weights were completely off the ground.  From the way she was reacting, it seemed like it hurt even worse than it looked.

“Tess will stay like that until I’m satisfied you’ve learned the need for haste.”

I wasn’t sure where this was going until I saw him remove his belt and unzip his fly.  He stepped out of his pants, folded them carefully, and put them to the side, but kept his belt.

“I hope you know what to do,” he chuckled, stepping close to my face.

I sure did, although he wasn’t making it easy for me.  I had to stretch and strain forward with every millimeter of slack available to me, which also made me pull the hook deeper into my ass just to get my tongue on his half-mast cock.

It became slightly easier once he was fully hard, but only slightly, since he would back off without notice so he could deliver a whack to both of our asses with his belt.  When he resumed his position in front of me after each pair of blows, he was sometimes barely within reach, and occasionally so close his cock was pushed down my throat.

Fighting down my gag reflex and going to town on him whenever he was close seemed like the only way to finish this fast, but unfortunately, he wasn’t in any kind of rush whatsoever.  Every time I thought I was making good progress, he’d mess with my nipple clamps and throw off my rhythm, or step back and deliver another strap to the ass.

It must’ve taken at least thirty minutes or more before he was ready to cum, and I was getting worn out from blowing him for so long under such unfavorable conditions.  I didn’t even mind when he shot half his load in my mouth and half over my face in about the most humiliating way I could imagine, since it meant our punishment was finally over.

Or at least mostly over.  Knowing what my reaction was going to be like, he put my gag back in place before removing my nipple clamps.  Yes, they hurt even more coming off than they did going on, but that too faded after a minute or so.

He freed only my arms, making me untie the knots holding my ankles with fumbling fingers, before I could free Tess from her ever increasingly painful predicament.  He left once Tess’s feet were back on the ground, and gave us permission to soak in the hot tub for a while.

Despite getting the easy end of the stick, I was incredibly grateful for the small favor, and only my difficulty with undoing Tess’s knots kept us away as long as it did.  When we finally made it outside to the hot tub, I was surprised to find Master William already there, meaning we needed to present ourselves before him in a kneeling submissive pose.

He allowed us up after only a moment, and gestured in an almost offhand way for us to join him.  I had to bite down on my gag when the hot water hit my burning ass, and was pretty sure Tess did the same since hers was in a lot worse shape than mine was.

Still, after a few minutes the burning changed into an almost pleasant throb that the hot water was quickly washing away.  He let us remove our gags when his maid Francine came out with a tray of water and champagne for us, both of which tasted exquisite beyond belief with how thirsty I hadn’t even realized I’d become.

He also gave us permission to speak freely, and it became almost surreal with how normal the night suddenly seemed.  Tess, most likely looking for new material for her latest bondage novel, made me relate my thoughts and feelings of my first punishment session in incredible detail, which actually helped me understand my reactions better.

We stayed in the tub until we were practically parboiled, and then jumped in the pool for a few laps as a way of both cooling off, and working muscles that might otherwise grow stiff.  I was actually feeling almost human again by the time we sat down to eat, but then it was time to resume my training.

Yes… I had much to learn about this new lifestyle, but now I could see it was going to be wildly varied under Master William’s dominance.

***

It took the rest of the week before I started feeling somewhat comfortable with my new routine, and Tess definitely helped however she could.  Our days began at six in the morning sharp, with the threat of ten lashes for every minute we spent in bed past our wakeup call.

We had only fifteen minutes to use the bathroom, which meant we usually had to share a shower and help scrub each other’s back, although that was all we dared help each other with.  If the Master caught us getting intimate with each other without his permission, punishment would be swift and severe.

We were usually still mostly wet when we began our stretching and warm-up exercises, but the cooling evaporation was usually a boon once we began working out for real.  He made sure we never worked out on the same machine twice in the same week, and usually picked it for us.

He would also add difficulties to our workout for any mistakes made the day before, most of which were painful, sexual, or both.  On my third day, I had to clock in twenty miles on the stationary bicycle, while being fucked by a dildo poking through the seat and powered by my own pedaling.

I was impossibly ordered not to cum, received five minutes of flogging every time I did, (three times) and was further humiliated by being made to orally service both him and Tess while they got to sit and eat breakfast.

After breakfast I had to practice obeying orders verbally, by gesture, and by touch of the crop.  A tap to the inside of my thigh meant I was to spread my legs, one between the shoulder blades meant I needed to thrust out my chest, and one in the small of the back meant my posture was lacking.

There were dozens of commands I needed to memorize, and every mistake was instantly corrected with a real swing of the crop, and earned me a demerit for the weekly punishment session we both suffered.  I naturally earned at least a dozen demerits for every one Tess incurred, but Master William took my inexperience into account and usually put me into a somewhat easier predicament than the ones she had to endure.

By the end of my first month he deemed me to be passable as a sub, and announced it was time for my first public appearance.  We were off to the Argentum Seges
 BDSM club (The Silver Crop) where I’d be shown off in front of his friends.

God help me.



Humility and Submission


I was a little excited to get out and experience the club for real, but was mostly nervous.  This wasn’t just a game, and if I did anything to embarrass him, I knew I’d be paying the price for a long time to come.

I was especially nervous, since Tess warned me I’d probably be forced to do something guaranteed to embarrass me and disappoint him, sort of as a rite of passage.  I vowed to myself I’d do whatever it took to prove my commitment to him, and prayed I was up to the challenge.

After all, these people had decades of experience in dealing with submissives, and knew every way possible to make their life difficult.  I had guts and resolve, but practically no experience, so the end result was almost guaranteed to be unfavorable.

Getting ready took a long time, and was the first time in a month I was allowed to wear clothes of any kind.  (The chastity belt or straitjacket doesn’t really count.)  Tonight I got to wear the sexiest, yet strangest outfit I’d ever laid eyes on.

I started with the red thigh-high latex stockings he’d selected, taking care to make sure there were no wrinkles, creases, or bubbles to mar their sleek and shiny appearance.  They seemed to hug my legs like a second skin, and while odd, I decided I liked it.

I needed help from Tess with the matching latex opera gloves, mostly because they ended in stiff mittens with a ring at the tip, rather than useable fingers.  Most of my manual dexterity had just gone the way of the dodo.

She had to help me with my new corset as well, especially since it was a full length, heavily boned monstrosity that drew my waist down at least an inch more than any of the other ones I’d worn.  She clipped my mitten rings onto ones on the corset to keep them out of the way, and continued my outfitting with a very stiff and very tall posture collar that kept me from turning my head.

A fat bit gag came next, followed by a short latex miniskirt, knee boots with six or maybe even seven inch heels, and wide leather cuffs for my ankles, knees, wrists, and elbows.  I thought we were done when she told me to walk around a bit to get used to it all, but Master William had one more surprise in store for me.

A big red butt plug.

When I think back to this night in the years to come, I realize my first butt plug was tiny compared to the ones I’d get to experience down the road, but at the time it seemed unbelievably huge.  My virgin ass was so tight he didn’t even bother using a crotch strap to hold it in place, and walking became unbelievably awkward with its ‘massive’ presence making itself known with each mincing step I took.

Sitting in the car for the ride to the club was even worse, but let’s not talk about that, other than to say the roads these days have a lot of big fucking bumps

I was glad Master William was one of the exclusive members of the club, since it meant we didn’t have to wait in line, and got to go immediately upstairs to the private section.  I’d only been here once before, and that was as a guest when Tess was wrapping up a long and complicated bondage fantasy.

I guess I was still going in as a guest tonight, but one who could wind up as entertainment if I wasn’t careful.  As we were going up in the elevator, Master William warned me one last time to be on my best behavior, but he needn’t have bothered; I was going to do my best to be deferential if noticed, and invisible if not.

The restrictive collar kept me from looking around much when the doors opened, and most of my concentration was spent trying to stay upright.   Master William had attached a leash to the front of my collar, and was pulling me along at a frightful pace.

Of course, the ‘frightful pace’ for me was nothing more than a slow walk for him, but let’s see him try and walk in this getup and see how fast he moves!  He took us to a table near the stage, and sat in a huge, overstuffed armchair.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Tess go to the far side of the chair and kneel beside it, so I took my cue from her and knelt on the other side… or at least tried to.  The corset kept me from bending at the waist, my hands were still connected to my sides and therefore unusable, plus my ultra-high heels were unforgiving if my balance wasn’t perfectly centered.

Just as I was bracing myself to simply drop down fast, I felt a hand grab the back of my collar and help me down.  As I was finally able to assume the proper submissive position, I was so relieved I almost peed myself!

“So this is the new one I’ve been hearing about?” the man behind me asked.

“Aye… this is her first outing,” Master William replied.

The man stepped around to get a better look at me, but I only got a slight glimpse of him before remembering to cast my eyes down.  I needed to remember to think like a submissive, or I’d wind up in trouble.

To some of the people here I wasn’t a person; I was a thing… a possession to be used when wanted, put away when not, and given to someone else when no longer of use.  I personally wanted to avoid becoming a thing for as long as possible.

“She’s cute, but obviously green,” the man continued, groping my left tit, perhaps to see if it was natural or silicone.  “It’s been a while since we’ve had a real newbie up here, so I might have to steal her away for a show later.”

“No problem… she’s here to learn.”

“Excellent,” he replied, squatting and slipping a hand between my legs.

He explored my pussy with nimble fingers for a few moments, and Master William didn’t seem to mind the liberties he was taking.  I wondered how far this was likely to go.

“She may be green, but she looks to be a natural born submissive,” he chuckled, wiggling a pair of obviously wet fingers in front of my face.  “I think I’ll have one of the girls put a towel on the floor under her crotch before the floor becomes a slipping hazard.”

On a scale of one to ten, my embarrassment gauge shot up to around eighteen.

“Fetch us a round of drinks, Tess.  Edward and I have some business to attend to.”

“Right away, Master,” she replied, standing and bowing to both of them.

“Dusti will need a new gag as well,” he added before she hurried off.

While waiting for Tess’s return, my Master asked the other one about mundane things like how his wife and kid were doing, and if he had any news on some sort of expansion for the club.  I finally figured out the man was Master Laste… one of the club owners, and was immensely glad I hadn’t objected to his personal and intimate inspection.

When Tess returned with her tray of drinks, I understood why I needed a new gag.  It was possible to drink while wearing a bit gag, but not without at least half of it winding up on the floor.

The new ball gag she pushed past my teeth had a tube running through the middle of it, which fitted a long, flexible straw and allowed me to drink while remaining bound and gagged.  I only got water instead of the fine champagne the others enjoyed, but that was probably a good thing.  I needed my wits about me tonight, no matter how badly I wanted a stiff drink to help calm my nerves.

It didn’t take them long to conclude their business, which to my immense surprise was arranging to use Master Laste’s yacht for my birthday!  I hadn’t even been aware he knew when my birthday was, let alone throw a party for me.

I felt quite happy and flattered he was willing to go through so much trouble for me until I realized it might not be all fun and games… or rather it might be fun for him and his friends, with me as the game!

Master Laste stayed at our table after their business was concluded, and was joined not long after by someone I assumed to be his own personal slave.  She was dressed much as I was, but was experienced enough to know how to get down on her knees without assistance.

She did it by simply bending over and placing her forehead on the table, using it to provide stability for her descent.  I’d have to remember that for next time.

Over the next hour or so, dozens of Doms and Dommes stopped by our table to say hello to my Master, and to check out the ‘fresh meat’ which was me.  At least half of them probed me as intimately as Master Laste had, with one particularly striking Mistress diddling me during her entire five minute conversation.

I began to think I might actually need the towel Master Laste had joked about earlier.  She wiped her hand over my lips and under my nose before she left, leaving me with no choice but to smell my own musk for the remainder of the evening.

I hadn’t thought my personal embarrassment meter could’ve possibly gone any higher, but it seemed to climb a few notches with each new visitor, and the worst was still to come.

It seemed everyone somehow knew about my upcoming birthday, and those that weren’t able to attend in person stuck a small card into the top of my corset.  I had no clue what was going on, but I was absolutely positive I wasn’t going to like finding out.

When nobody new stopped by for around an hour or so, Master Laste had one of the girls (her name was Jade) help me to my feet and escort me back to the elevator.  I was close to genuine panic when I realized I was being separated from my Master, but the girl helping me assured me everything would be ok, and for some unknown reason I decided I could trust her.

“Wow… you’re one lucky girl,” she said once the elevator doors were closed behind us.  “I’ve never seen so many gift certificates being used for one girl at the same time!”

Gift certificates?  What was she talking about?

“I’ve got a few ideas on specialty things you might like, so if you want me to, I’ll take lead and help you get the most out of it.”

I still had no idea what was going on, but nodded anyway.  As long as someone
 knew what the hell was going on, I probably wouldn’t get into too much trouble.  I only wish I’d known Jade was part pain slut and part nymphomaniac beforehand.

I also wish I’d known our destination was the clubs kinky gift shop… the public
, kinky gift shop… the crowded
, public, kinky gift shop!

I was still trying to come to grips with what she was about to do with me when she sealed my fate by clipping my leash to a hook above.  A brief test showed I was now attached to a sort of guide rail that’d only let me move forward, and ran around the perimeter of the entire store.

It looked like Jade had just ensured I was going to take a shopping trip through each and every section of the place, and now I knew precisely what the gift certificates were for.

The first shelf we came to contained gags of every shape and size imaginable.  Ball gags, ring gags, bit gags, pear gags, penis gags, inflatable ones, and some that simply defied description.

Jade picked out one that not only inflated, but had a mouth guard shaped piece that fit over my teeth to ensure the removal of even the slightest chance of intelligible speech passing my lips.  She also managed to swap out my ball gag for the new one without giving me the chance to complain, and pulled each of the full head harness straps a lot tighter than I was comfortable with.

One of the store clerks appeared beside us with a large cart, and took the appropriate gift card from my bosom, but not before getting a good grope of the tit behind it.  The next section contained leather good of all sorts, where Jade chose an open ended armbinder for me.

Before putting it on me or freeing my hands, she used a leather belt to pull my elbows completely together, and then asked two of the stronger looking guys watching to help her lace it as tight as possible.  My arms were practically crushed together by the time they were done, and I hoped I wouldn’t be forced to wear it this tight this for too long.

She let the two guys pose for a picture with me… each with a hand on my ass… and I wondered how long it’d be before the pic wound up on Facebook or the like.  I worried about it until I saw what the next shelf contained, and then my fear was replaced with a far greater one:

The next shelf contained butt plugs, and Jade had an almost childlike look of joy on her face.

The two guys eagerly agreed to help again, and each took a leg and lifted me up until my feet could be dropped into a set of raised boxes outside my legs.  It left me completely vulnerable in a sort of spread, squatting position that was close to perfect for what she had in mind, which I imagine was the whole idea.

To make sure I stayed still during my fitting, a rope was tied to the rings on my hands, and pulled up until my shoulders creaked.  I was definitely at her mercy, or rather her non-existent mercy.

The old plug made an audible pop when she removed it, but I was way past the point of blushing by now.  Then her two helpers started taking video while she shoved the end of a grease gun up my ass and began filling me with lube, and I proved myself wrong.

Jade assured me the plug she’d chosen was only two sizes bigger, but I swear it felt like she was trying to lodge a football up there!  Even worse, either Jade didn’t realize how little anal experience I had, or didn’t care.

She rammed the thing home so hard I came close to passing out.

Since the elevated blocks were holding me perfectly positioned for access to the other hole in my nether region, she left me there while she selected several dildos and vibrators from the next section.

Fat and thin, ribbed and knobbed.. .she must’ve tried at least two dozen toys on me, and by now there were at least forty or fifty people standing around us.  Once again I thought my embarrassment couldn’t possible get any worse, but then Jade thought a few of the dildos she’d chosen looked like too much fun to pass up, and tried them out herself before sticking them up me!

In the end, she shoved a short, fat, knob shaped thing up my twat, added a butterfly vibe over my clit, and turned both on to a setting that would inevitably force me to experience my first public orgasm.  Trying to contain the impending explosion took all my concentration, so I hadn’t realized what was in the next section until a line of fire exploded across the top of my tits.

Yes… we’d entered the corporal punishment area, and Jade was holding a wicked looking cane.

With an almost feral and hungry look on her face, she methodically tried out each and every cane or crop that caught her fancy, and my boobs began to look like abstract art done in purple and red.  It took a sharp warning from the clerk to get her to stop, but by then it was too late and my tits felt like they were on fire.

Jade was summarily dismissed by a Domme named Lilith, and I was returned with my birthday presents to Master William.  Up until this point, the fire burning on my chest was enough to keep my orgasm at bay, but once I was back with him and relatively safe, the result was a forgone conclusion.

I exploded into a climax that took the pain I’d experienced and turned it into an orgasm of epic proportions.  Only the effectiveness of my new gag and the severity of my restraints kept my release from echoing through the room, as wave after wave of unbelievable pleasure washed away the pain, transforming it into pure ecstasy that simply wouldn’t stop.

My first climax ran almost instantly into a second, and then a third without the slightest decrease in intensity.  By the time I was in the midst of my fourth, I realized I might be in serious trouble, since Jade was the only one who knew the toys were running roughshod over my most sensitive areas, and she was elsewhere being punished for her overzealous handling of me.

By the time someone figured it out I was practically comatose from orgasmic overload, but unfortunately for me, my Master had plans that simply couldn’t be put off.  After all, it was only a bit more than a day before my birthday, and he needed to get me ready for the trip.



Bound to Travel


Thinking back on it now, I’m fairly certain my time with Jade was all a setup designed to make sure I provided both a good show during my first public appearance, and to keep me from struggling while I was bound for shipment.  I’ll attest to the effectiveness of their plan, since my limbs were completely limp and unresponsive the entire time I was being packed up.

They started by placing the bottom of a wide crate in front of me, and placing me in the middle of it.  My ankles were quickly fastened to the front corners, and cargo straps attached to rings on each side of my corset.

Those straps were connected to the back corners and ratcheted tight, but only after a wide, triangular shaped wedge was placed below my crotch.  When the straps were bowstring taut, the wedge was crushed against my pussy, which forced the twin invaders even deeper inside me, and mashed the butterfly even harder against my clit.

The rings at the ends of my fingers were also attached to something behind me, and then another cargo strap was used to pull my head both forward and down by the D-ring on my posture collar.  Additional but totally redundant straps went over my back in several places, and if you look up the word immobile in the dictionary, you might find a picture of my current predicament.

I couldn’t move, could barely breathe, and wasn’t even able to gather my wits since some asshole was playing with my buzzing toys and keeping me off balance.  Tubes were shoved up my nose, goggles placed over my eyes, and then it felt like my entire head was wrapped with something like strips of latex.

My concerns about being able to breathe were allayed when I felt cool, clean air begin to flow through the nasal tubes, but that did nothing to alleviate my fear of being vibrated apart.  Yes, my toys were running at warp nine again, and I wondered if it was possible to be orgasmed to death.

In an unexpected change, the toys cut off before I could cum again, leaving me hanging in a way that was surprisingly frustrating considering how badly I’d been mentally begging someone to shut the toys off.  I hoped I wasn’t about to be cursed with getting what I was asking for.

I think I was wrapped in some sort of rubber sheeting that had all the air sucked out of it when they were done, which probably did little to increase the actual amount I was restrained, but made it feel about ten times more restrictive.  I found out later it was a modified vacuum bed setup, but was only used because of the final layer of protective packaging they wanted to use.

Expanding and hardening foam.

Once the sides were installed and the foaming material sprayed over me, my immobility became absolute, but in a way that didn’t allow for any painful or dangerous constrictions.  My isolation was so complete I never even heard them nail the lid shut, or felt them wheel me onto the delivery truck.

Of course, the real reason I was oblivious to anything occurring in the outside world was due to the cleverest part of their plan.  The goggles over my eyes were VR goggles playing a hardcore bondage sex video, I had miniature speakers in my ears providing stereo sound, and the vibrating toys began syncing up to the action the sub I was watching was experiencing.

After a few hours like that, it really seemed like I was the one being bound and fucked, instead of the actress I was watching.  I apparently even had some kind of electric shock pads glued to my tits and ass, since I felt the blow every time she was struck!

Through it all, a voice I could barely make out was speaking in the background, but my subconscious must’ve been able to hear it better, since after a while I found myself mentally matching the words he uttered in a nonstop and continuous loop.

Rule number one:  The slave must always instantly and completely obey.  Only through unquestioning obedience will a slave find happiness.

Rule number two:  A slave must never hesitate to follow her Master’s instructions, or complain at what those orders might be.  A slave can only find happiness through complete trust and acceptance of her Master’s will.

Rule number three:  The slave will always put her Master’s will and desires before her own.  No slave can find happiness if her Master is unhappy or left wanting, and cumming before him is one of the greatest failures imaginable.

Rule number four:  A slave must never lie to her Master, or try to hide a lie by remaining silent.  Only the Master knows best, and thinking otherwise is grounds for the harshest punishment imaginable.  Do not embarrass your Master by trying to think you could ever know more than he does.

Rule number five:  Never do anything which might cause your Master embarrassment.  He is your alpha and your omega, and will keep you safe as long as you prove yourself worthy of his attentions.

Rule number six:  You must always treat your Master with absolute respect and deference.  Doing otherwise is a cardinal sin, on par with breaking rule number four.

Rule number seven:  You must always address your betters properly.  Naming your Master or one of his peers is an embarrassing offence that will be immediately and severely punished.

Rule number eight:  You will assume the proper form and posture at all times, knowing without prompting which position is most appropriate, and falling into it without delay.  Laziness means a loss of all privileges and an increase in punishment levels.

Rule number nine: You must never deny your Master anything he asks of you.  No matter what you may think of his orders, your Master knows best, and only instant obedience will be tolerated.

Rule number ten: You must never hide a transgression from your Master.  Not telling him of your errors is the same as lying to him, and is almost too shameful to comprehend.

Rule number eleven:  You must never make demands of your Master.  His will and desire is the only thing that matters; yours is irrelevant and often contradictory to grander plans he may have.

Rule number twelve: You must always love your Master.  Only his love for you keeps you by his side, so do nothing to jeopardize his affections.

After hearing those rules for around half a day, I could’ve recited them in my sleep, and probably did.  Not once was I allowed to cum during my trip, although I came close a few times to tricking the computer controlling my tormenting toys, meaning I arrived at our destination horny, frustrated, sore, tired, and willing to obey my Master in any way he deemed fit for me to serve him.

The words I was almost aching to be able to say were simple:

“Yes, Master.”

***

I must’ve been deeply asleep when I was delivered and unpacked, since the next thing I knew I was laying comfortably on my back and loosely restrained to a deck chair on a boat.  When the deck pitched enough I could see the tops of some palm trees in the distance, and the salt tang of the ocean was heavy in the air.

I was naked of course, and luckily underneath a shading umbrella since we were somewhere that had the hot, humid feel of the tropics.  I shuddered to think what getting flogged would feel like if I had sunburn.

As I woke up a little more, I began inspecting my restraints, since they were more than a little unusual.  Both my cuffs and the short attached chains were completely clear, and seemed to be made out of plastic.  The cuffs were a lot softer than the chains, but seemed to be just as strong… or at least stronger than I was, which was all that mattered.

My wrist cuff chains were also long enough to reach a sweating bottle of water on the deck to my right, and I had to force myself not to guzzle the whole thing at once.  While emptying the bottle one sip at a time, I tried to look around for more clues about my current location and predicament, but couldn’t see much.

I was alone, on the foredeck of a fairly big and fancy boat… presumably Master Laste’s yacht… and could faintly hear some steel drum calypso music in the distance.  I wasn’t gagged, so thought trying out to attract someone’s attention was probably safe.

“Hello?  Is anyone here?  Hello?” I called, without luck.

Given no other choice, I lay back and made myself comfortable, finished my water, and waited.  I was almost asleep again when I heard a door open and close behind me, followed a moment later by a familiar face leaning over the back of the chair to look down at me.

“Hiya, hon,” Master Laste’s personal slave Monica said.  “Welcome to the Caribbean.”



Practical Research


While I couldn’t get any straight answers out of anyone about our itinerary, I spent the next week lounging around in minimal restraints, while soaking up hot tropical sun and cold fruity drinks in roughly equal amounts.  I was pleased to find the strange clear cuffs didn’t mess up the near perfect tan I was working on, and couldn’t remember the last time I was this relaxed and happy.

Tess and our Master were here, of course, as was Master Laste, his wife Shelly, slave Monica, and dozens of others I’d only briefly met at the BDSM club.  The list of Dominants included Mistresses Lilith, Sylvia, Jill, and Grey, plus Masters Brandon, Jerry, Liam, Osric, Paul, Lucas, and Richard.

I was fairly certain each Dom and Domme had at least one or two subs with them, but rarely saw them since they weren’t given the same amount of freedom I was currently enjoying.  I only saw Sherri, Gary, Nancy, Rose, Alice, Rocky, and two of Mistress Grey’s girls who I didn’t get a chance to talk to, since they were currently being punished quite severely for something.

I was the only sub who didn’t have to spend any time on serving duty, presumably since this vacation was supposed to be my birthday present.  I even got to order those who were on duty around, which was especially nice when I needed someone to oil me down from head to toe.

Monica was especially helpful in making sure not a single part of my body went uncovered, and sometimes spent over an hour making sure I was fully taken care of.

Nights were frequently spend anchored near one of the small, unnamed islands in the area, which allowed us to have open fire cookouts, beach parties and other fun activities.  I got to experience sex on the beach for the first time, but it wasn’t all that great in my opinion, since sand got absolutely everywhere… and I do mean everywhere!

Rose was an absolutely incredible swimmer who could hold her breath underwater seemingly forever, and was able to pick fresh lobster, scallops, and conch almost at will.  Combined with the fishing some of the Masters enjoyed, and the skill of Master Laste’s chef, it meant every meal was an amazing and delicious feast.

The only thing that seemed odd was Tess.  Despite our luxurious surroundings, she spent almost every waking hour working on her laptop, and while she frequently consulted with everyone else, I wasn’t allowed to speak to her at all.

They were up to something, and it didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out the ‘something’ had everything
 to do with me.  I also had a sneaking suspicion I’d be finding out tomorrow, since that was my actual birthday.

I hate it when I’m right.

All of us female subs were woken up at dawn and ordered to clean ourselves both inside and out, since it’d be the only chance we’d get.  I hated even the thought of giving myself an enema, but if I didn’t do it myself, someone else would do it to me, which was even worse.

One by one the other subs were gagged, blindfolded with pads that just barely covered their eyes, and led out of the cabin until only I remained.  Being the last one taken had multiplied my nervousness tenfold, which was probably by design since I was most likely the star of whatever scene we were about to begin.

When I was finally collected, ring gagged, and blindfolded, I’m pretty sure I was led to the stern of the boat, where there seemed to be quite the bustle of activity taking place.  The instant I was told to stop I felt something click against the rings on my wrist cuffs, and a moment later felt them being pulled high above me.

Hands suddenly seemed to cover my body, with one set massaging my breasts, another wrapping a wide belt or small girdle around my waist, a set on each leg to pull them apart so yet even more fingers could probe my ass and cunt.  I was almost in sensory overload after my long, boring wait, but didn’t mind the highly erotic attention in the least.

Without warning all the hands seemed to leave at once, and I was pulled completely off my feet.  A moment later I felt a cold spray hit my feet, travelling up my legs all the way to my waist.

The hands returned as soon as the spray stopped, guiding my legs into some sort of hot rubber suit.  It was hard to tell since I was blindfolded, but I think at least two or three people were pulling on it, using my own body weight to help them get the thick tubes up my legs.

When they finally reached my hips, I felt my feet being forced into an en pointe position, and my legs were practically welded together.  Something hard was pressed against my pussy and pushed in all the way to my cervix, and then the same probe was pushed up my ass a moment later.

It felt like something was still stuck up each hole, and I suspected my new pants had built in sheaths.  It wasn’t too bad, although I had a feeling the weird tickling sensation they caused when I moved my hips would make me increasingly horny as the day wore on.

I jumped when I felt more of the cold spray cover me from my hips to the top of my tits, but not when I felt more of the hot rubber suit being pulled on.  When they had it bunched up around my waist, I was lowered back down to the ground so they could fasten my wrists my upper arms.

Another wide strap went around my arms near the elbows, and then they helped me to lie on the deck.  I barely felt the strap go around my ankles, but definitely knew it was there when I was pulled up by it until I was dangling upside down in midair.

Now the suit was pulled up (down) around me, further trapping my arms in some sort of pouch.  I vaguely wondered if this was what it’d feel like to be stuck inside an inner tube.

Before they covered my breasts, I felt rubber bands snap over them, which were then rolled down to the bases.  They used an even dozen on each one, and I imagined my tits looked like bright red balloons due to the trapped blood.

While I was trying to get used to the throbbing in my chest, I felt twin points of sharp pain explode at my nipples, as something seemed to simultaneously pull them out and crush them flat.  I wasn’t sure what sort of nipple clamp could do that, but my sensitive buds could attest to the fact that they do
 exist, and really do
 suck to wear!

Once my tits were ‘capped’, the top of the suit was pulled into place over them, and something brushed along the edges.  I began to suspect they’d sprayed me with some sort of glue, rather than lubricant like I’d initially thought.  That’s why they’d had such a hard time getting it on me, and now they were sealing the edges!

Once both ends were glued down and it was given a few minutes to dry, I was lowered to the deck and helped to sit upright.  Someone immediately began fussing with my hair, while two people… or one extremely talented ambidextrous person… began covering my entire face and neck with makeup.

A gruff, female voice ordered me to close my eyes and keep them shut so she could finish my makeup, which didn’t take long, thank God.

The full body suit was extremely hot and stifling, and they’d worked on me for so long I thought I might suffer a heat stroke, even though I was pretty sure we were in the shade.  It was a genuine relief when I heard the gruff voice announce I was good enough, and then felt the cold edge of a glass against my lip.

The ice cold water felt heavenly as it went down my parched throat, and even the copious amounts spilled over my chest felt great.  When the glass was empty, I felt a rubber membrane cover the opening of the ring gag, and then I was lifted off the ground by my ankles, hips, and shoulders.

I was carried horizontally for a short distance, and then told I could open my eyes.  In the same instant, I felt the hands heave me forward, and the first thing my eyes saw was the clear water of an ocean lagoon in the instant before I splashed down.

Now I knew why my ring gag was covered over with rubber, and what kind of suit I was really wearing.  I kicked with my tail fin to propel me back to the surface for a breath of air, and floated there for a moment while I watched the other mermaids swim around me.

It was tough to tell who was who at first, since our fish suits and makeup jobs were pretty much identical, and only our hair remained to tell us apart.  My feet were covered by a large, pretty tail, my elbows were the point of my pectoral fins, and from looking at the other girls, I knew I had a dorsal fin on my back.

The entire suit glistened with realistic looking scales that faded into a sparky green makeup above my seashell capped tits.  It was just as good as anything you might find in a Hollywood studio, and I wished they would’ve let me look in a mirror before throwing me overboard.

Maybe later.  For now, I decided to join in on the fun the other girls were having, and took a deep breath before kicking off in their direction.  My deep breath taught me something neat as well; if I sucked in or blew out hard enough, I could get air through a hole in the rubber membrane!

Someone had spent a lot of time, money, and energy into developing this suit, and I wondered who it was.  Whoever it was, they were an absolute genius; within five minutes I’d mastered how to efficiently move around, and could swim faster than everyone except Rose.

They let us cavort and play the game of tag that developed for close to an hour before blowing the ship’s horn to summon us back for instructions, fluids, and makeup fixes.

“Alright ladies,” Master William boomed out once we were all taken care of.  “Here’s what’s going on.  We are gathered here today to give Tess the chance to get some practical research into a new book she’s writing.  Her outline was so good, we decided to not only give her fodder for her story, but film it as well.”

I hadn’t noticed any cameras until he mentioned it, but now I could see them everywhere.  This was going to be fun!

“We have a complete script for our story, but we’re going to keep it to ourselves unless absolutely necessary.  Since your instructions will be rudimentary, don’t be afraid about screwing up, and just do what seems natural at the time.  Where’s Rose?”

Rose swam to the front, somehow managed to stand upright in the water, and the sharp exhale of air she used to call attention sounded almost like a dolphin’s squeal as the air caused the rubber bladder to thrum.

“Since she’s by far the best swimmer among you, Rose will be your pod leader.  If in doubt, follow her lead.  Rose… take the girls out about a hundred yards or so to let them develop a travelling formation, and then bring them back so we can begin.”

Rose let out a squee of acknowledgement, and headed for the open ocean at top speed, leaving the rest of us struggling to catch up.  Once we were all heading in the right direction, she swam back to join us, and the order we’d wound up in became our pod positions.

We assumed a roughly wedge shaped formation with Rose at the front, Sherri and me behind her, and the rest of the girls falling in wherever they could.  Rose had to slow down considerably so the last two girls could keep up, which meant our practice swim was slow, leisurely, and quite enjoyable.

She gave us a few minutes to rest when we reached the required hundred yards, and then announced it was time to return with another laughing, thrumming squee that almost sounded like words I could understand.  This was the coolest day ever, and I imagined the best was still to come.

We were given another rest break on our return, while Master William had a whispered conversation with Rose and Tess, probably working out some last minute details for the script.  At last they broke apart and took up their pod positions again, so Rose could lead us onward to whatever fate was in store for a dozen submissive mermaids.

We started off by heading out to the open sea like before, although Rose did her odd tail-walk several times once we were well clear of the boat.  After her fourth such display, she must’ve spotted something above the swells, since she let loose another loud squee and took off at a ninety degree angle to our previous route.

She did the tail stand every few minutes over the next mile or so, to ensure we stayed on course.  She eventually guided us into another ninety degree turn, and now I could see we were heading back towards land.

Most of the big swells vanished once we entered the well sheltered cove, and swimming became much easier, allowing the two slowpokes bringing up our rear to keep up better.  I tried the tail-walk thing myself, and while I couldn’t stay vertical as long as Rose could, I did good enough to see this new cove was breathtakingly beautiful.

A semicircular white sand beach was protected on each end by coral reefs, and the water below us was filled with the kinds of colorful fish you only expect to find in an aquarium.  The water also seemed to be the perfect temperature to relax in, and I hoped we’d be staying here a while.

She brought us to a halt about twenty yards from shore, and swam into the formation so she could nudge the weaker swimmers on the rest of the way, giving them a chance to rest.  Once the slowpokes figured out what she was doing and beached themselves, she allowed the rest of us to resume our earlier play.

We frolicked and swam for probably another hour before she led the rest of us to shore, and only once I was lying on the shingle did I realize how much energy I’d spent.  I was definitely overdue for a break, but was determined to head back out as soon as possible since I had no idea how long this special day would last.

I rested and enjoyed the sun for about fifteen minutes before several loud, sharp squee sounds erupted from off to my right.  Tess was near the far end of the beach near some flotsam that’d washed up, trying to get our attention.

The whole lot of us made our way over to see what all the fuss was about, and it didn’t take long to figure out this was something she’d arranged in advance.  One piece of debris had a long tube sticking out of it, and contained fresh, cold water.  (I even heard ice cubes rattle inside when I jostled it.)

The second piece with a tube contained a food paste, but unlike the liquid protein meals I’d been fed before, this one wasn’t flavored with strawberries or bananas; fitting into our mermaid theme, this paste tasted like sardines!

I thought it was pretty gross, and so did everyone except for Rose.  Well… she probably thought it was disgusting as well, but she toughed it out and ate her fill of the revolting stuff anyway.

I personally thought Rose had bigger balls than anyone on the boat, but let’s keep that a secret, shall we?

The sunset was beautiful that night, with just enough clouds in the distance to ensure a truly spectacular display.  As night fell and the air cooled off, we wiggled our way up above the high tide line and made comfortable burrows in the soft sand for our beds.

I’d intended to spend some time stargazing, but between the still warm sand, the slightly cooler air, the energy I’d spent swimming, and the hypnotic sound of the surf, I fell into a deep sleep almost instantly.

***

An insistent and panicky sort of squee woke me up at dawn.  Rose was trying to get us back in the water for some reason, and only once we gathered in formation did I realize why.

Three of our number were missing!

We wound up swimming aimlessly for a while, as if somehow our missing members would materialize, but of course they didn’t.  When we calmed down, Rose led us back to the debris for food and drink, and once everyone had had their fill, (a single mouthful of the sardine paste was all I could handle) took us back out to sea.

She led us three more coves over, and by coincidence, it too contained flotsam with fresh ice and conveniently placed external tubes.  Ok… I guess we were still running to the script.

We spent the day playing in the warm waters, sunning on the hot beach, or simply letting the shoreline waves relax us.  Tess even led us in some songs that sounded weird when hummed through the odd rubber membranes, but was pretty damn nice when it was something several of us knew.

I think we hummed Greensleeves close to a dozen times before we got tired of it, and I hoped it was being recorded.  On a slightly more prosaic note, I found out that while both nether orifices were lined with a rubber sheath, I was still able to pee through a small hole in the suit.

Details like that could’ve ruined our adventure if not taken into account, and I sure wasn’t ready to quit yet.  When night fell we burrowed into the sand again, and I fell asleep just as fast as I had last time.

***

Another sunrise, and another squee of alarm for a wakeup call.

Only Tess, Sherri, and Rose remained now, and we headed back out to sea as soon as we’d broken our fast, so to speak.  Determined to lead us out of whatever danger had befallen our sisters, Rose drove us mercilessly onward until well into the afternoon, until even her boundless energy was flagging.

I barely had enough strength left to wiggle up to the shoreline debris (yes, amazingly there was cold water and fish paste here) so I could quench my thirst.  I left the foul paste alone, despite a distinct rumble out of my belly.

Through trial, error, and squee gag-talk, Rose made us rest while she swam around as a guard, rotating us through a roughly one hour watch schedule to ensure we all got as much rest as we could.  At sunset she wouldn’t allow us make our customary burrows either, forcing us to stay partway in the water so we could make a quick escape in case our unknown adversaries made an appearance.

I was assigned the graveyard shift, and only by a stroke of luck did I see our assailants sneaking towards us, only visible because of the full moon.  I drew a deep breath to squee my warning, but had it aborted for me as a net suddenly wrapped around me from behind, dragging me down into the water and trapping my fins.

Ropes were quickly and tightly wrapped around both me and the net before I was pulled into the air again, and this time I aborted the warning squee myself, as I saw it was too late.  At least a dozen shadowy figures were swarming over my pod sisters, leaving no chance of escape for any of us.



Party Time


Our captors transported us into the heart of the island by the simple expedient of tying a long pole to our backs, and carrying us between a pair of them.  Struggling did no good, since even if I managed to break the ropes holding me, I’d be no better than a fish out of water.  I still tried, though, and earned a few stinging swats to the ass from a stick one of them stopped to cut at the side of the trail we were following.

After about a half hour or so, we emerged into a large clearing lit with bright, burning torches around the perimeter, and a bonfire in the middle.  It also contained my missing pod sisters, each of which was tied facedown between two stout, horizontal poles by what had to be miles of jungle vines.

The four of us received identical treatment, and completed the circle of helpless mermaids tied in a wide circle around the central fire.  Finally given some respite, I took a closer look at our captors, and almost broke out laughing.

Each and every one of them was dressed only in crude grass skirts, wooden masks, and war paint.  They looked completely, totally, insanely ludicrous, but would’ve been right at home on the set of Gilligan’s Island back in the sixties!

One of them… I think it was Gary the gimp… began beating on an animal skin drum, providing the beat for everyone else as they danced in a circle around the fire.  I was really glad my gag was still in place, or I probably would’ve burst out laughing and ruined the moment for everyone.

Despite my strenuous position, I found I was actually enjoying the show, and wondered how they were going to include us poor, captive mermaids in the fun.  I didn’t have long to wait before finding out firsthand.

Once their victory dance was complete, each ‘native’ went to cut a pair of long, springy sticks from the surrounding woods, and stepped in front of one of us.  When everyone was in position, Gary changed the beat to a simple rhythmic heartbeat pattern that was echoed with a pair of blows from the sticks to our asses.

After a dozen blows, the men rotated clockwise to the next girl and delivered another dozen blows before moving to the next.  Each blow definitely stung, yet our mermaid suits provided quite a bit of protection, so it wasn’t anywhere near as bad as it might’ve been.

By the time the men had completed a full circle, practically every grass skirt had a long, meaty protrusion front and center, which was now put to use in time with the beat.  The drum went thump-thump, thump-thump, and each beat of the drum and swing of their switches was matched by a hard cock ramming into my mouth and out again.  Thump-thump!

They continued to rotate in a circle among us every dozen pairs of beats, in what had to be the biggest mass-synchronized blowjob in history!  Thump-thump!  Thump-thump!  Thump-thump!  Thump-thump!

I think I was the lucky recipient of the first guy to shoot his load, but wasn’t quite sure since most of them seemed to cum at around the exact same time.  Synchronization indeed!

The guy who’d finished with me rubbed his cock clean in my hair… the bastard… and took a seat closer to the fire where bottles of a dark amber liquid were being passed around.  When the last of them finished, the female natives appeared out of the bushes to tend to us.

The ladies costumes were even more ludicrous due to the use of coconut shells to cover their bosoms, and once again I was within an inch of laughing out loud and spoiling everything.  The girl attending to me must’ve seen the mirth on my face, and stomped quickly away to retrieve something I was sure I wouldn’t like.

She returned with something that looked like a shepherds crook, except the end of the crook part was carved into the shape of a big, fat cock!  She waggled it in front of me for a moment to ensure I knew what was coming, and the only consolation I received was the fact it was glistening and dripping with what I hoped was a very good lubricant.

I think the presence of my ass sheath made it easier for her to shove the thing home, or possibly my extended use of the big butt plug while being shipped here had loosened me up a little.  Either way, she managed to get the entire thing inside me with minimal difficulties, and as a final bit of retribution, tied my hair off to the other end of it to ensure it wouldn’t go anywhere.

Now that I was properly punished, she lubed up another dildo stick, and began working below me to get it into my snatch.  It wasn’t easy with how tight my legs were trapped together, but she was persistent and ultimately successful.

Between the pair of invaders filling me, I was definitely situated well in the overstuffed category, yet unable to get much in the way of pleasurable stimulation out of them.  My pussy dildo was long enough that the far end was pressed into the ground, yet the ropes were too tight to allow for more than maybe a half-inch of movement on it.

About the only thing I accomplished was to wear myself out and make myself hornier than ever.  The other girls received pussy poles like I did, however I was the only one who had to endure the ass crook!

I thought that was distinctly unfair, but unfortunately nobody asked my opinion in the matter.

Once our nether regions were taken care of, the women fed and watered us… yes, I had to endure a full meal of the fucking sardine paste… and then the men seemed to be ready for a second round and stepped into position.

The beat Gary pounded out was the same as before, yet now had an additional effect; with every thump-thump, the dildo in my pussy echoed his beat in a way that soon had me hovering on the edge of orgasm.  Thump-thump!  Thump-thump!

By the time the third guy stepped in front of me, it became an unstoppable torrent of pleasure that continued through not only his turn, but halfway through the next guys as well!  Thump-thump!  Thump-thump indeed!

When I finally came back down to Earth and my vision cleared, I realized I was hearing squee-moans from the other girls, and the night had pretty much devolved into a simple, yet frantic mass orgy.  The men would come and go at will… no pun intended… ramming their cocks down our throats, whipping our ass or tits, or using our vibrating poles to make us cum over and over and over again.

It wasn’t just us mermaids getting stuffed either, since I clearly heard several unimpeded orgasmic screams fill the clearing, one of which came from someone bent over Gary’s drum as he played a different kind of beat of flesh against flesh.

Only when the last, stalwart native had been completely sated did they remove the poles from the phalluses they left stuck inside us, and take their leave.  Yes, I still had both of the damn things inside me, and the next chance I got I was going to have a sharp word or five with Tess over the way I was singled out!

The clearing fell mostly silent when the natives cleared out, broken only by the occasional rustling of vines and a squee-moan from one of the others.  When I’d finally regained enough strength to try to break my own vines, I realized why the two sounds seemed to be linked.

The phalluses between my legs had been dormant since the natives left, but once I began moving, the vibrations returned.  It was quite the dilemma, since I was fairly sure I could wear through the vines eventually, but doing so would cause me to literally fuck myself!

We were told at the beginning of our adventure to not be afraid of acting on our own, so despite how sensitive my pussy was after the night long orgy, I began struggling for all I was worth.  At first I stopped every minute or two to allow my impending climax to recede a little, but after hearing several of my pod sisters break free, I forced myself to keep working through each and every one, despite how painful they were getting.

When the vines finally gave way and I fell to the sand below, I breathed a real sigh of relief and simply lay there for a brief rest.  By the time I raised my head again, I saw over half of us were already free and moving down the forest path like inchworms.

I joined the line myself, wincing as my dildos came back to life in areas grown sore and oversensitive.  Our progress was slow, since our entire line ground to a halt every time the vibrators ripped an orgasm out of one of us, meaning the sun was already up by the time we hit the beach.

We waited at the water’s edge for the rest of our pod, but eventually had to give up on the last three.  Rose made us drink our fills before heading out to sea, in what was to become the most difficult thing I’d ever done.

Not only did she make us swim all day, but the motion activated toys were still trapped between our legs, and the constant string of orgasms they caused damn near drowned the lot of us!  It was dark by the time the yacht was in sight, and there wasn’t a mermaid amongst us who could do more than accept sips of water and small bites cut from my dolphin shaped birthday cake.

Thank God it tasted like vanilla flavored buttercream, and not bloody sardines!  As a final treat, Master William put me back in the water after everyone else had gone to bed, and made slow, sweet love to me in the gently lapping waves.

It was definitely a birthday I’d never forget… especially after I received my own copy of the movie they’d made.



Breaking Writer’s Block


I was shipped back to the states in my mermaid costume, mostly because the solvent they’d brought to dissolve the glue didn’t work!  In fact, it took over two weeks before the last spot of glue was picked clean and I felt like my old self again.

We had to cut the original suit away, but Mistress Grey was kind enough to provide replacements we could wear without the nasty glue, so Tess and I got to enjoy the occasional swim in the pool out back.  We grew to love the water so much, Master William bought us even more toys such as an inflatable straitjacket and helmet, or cuffs that acted like water wings.

Life was pretty good for the next few months, but like always, had to eventually change.  In our case, the change came when Tess developed a bad case of writers block and needed inspiration.

Fortunately, there was one thing about living as a submissive that was really nice; when a problem struck, it was up to our wise and creative Master to come up with a solution, and all we had to do was follow his instructions.  It sure cut down on the stress we had to deal with, although it was occasionally a (literal) pain in the ass.

It was also confusing on occasion, such as the grand plan he came up with this time… he wanted us to go jogging
!  Even worse, he selected the clothes we’d be wearing, which were the ugliest
 spandex catsuits I’d ever seen.

Tess’s was a blindingly neon green color that could probably be seen from orbit, and my yellow one wasn’t much better.  I thought we looked completely ridiculous, although the skin tight material was quite flattering to the ample curves in our tits and ass areas.

Along with the catsuits, we both wore our decorative steel ‘travelling’ cuffs on our ankles, the smart watch and fitness monitoring wrist cuffs, matching collar, ( a girl’s gotta accessorize, ya know) and running shoes that matched our clothes.  Overall I think we would’ve made quite the pair if someone could’ve turned down the amperage on our outfits by a few hundred percent.

Of course, being who he was, Master William also had us use a few hidden accessories that made me both nervous and excited.  I thought the pair of chrome ben-wa balls he handed me would make jogging an interesting experience, but not as much as the vibrating egg or electric butt plug.

Both toys were what I jokingly called industrial grade, since they were super powerful and needed an external battery pack, which we hid inside a normal looking fanny pack.  Also powered by the battery was a pair of small cameras, hidden in the sunglasses he gave us before shooing us out the front door.

That was that.  Other than telling us to go for a jog, he hadn’t said a word.  (Or allowed us to say a word, but that was standard operating procedure.)  We looked at each other for a moment once we were alone, shrugged in acceptance at the exact same time, and started off down the driveway.

His driver, Mr. Gerard, was waiting at the gate in his car, and simply pointed to the right.  As one, we turned to the right and started jogging down the road towards town.

“What do you think he’s up to?” I asked Tess.

“I have no clue, but I suspect it’ll be more than a quick lap around the neighborhood and back in time for tea.  Mr. Gerard seems to be following us, so I’m sure we’ll receive more instructions when the time comes.”

I glanced over my shoulder to see she was right.  I also saw a camera mounted on the front bumper, and wondered if he planned on putting together another video of our latest adventure.  Surprisingly, I hoped he was.

A year ago I would’ve been aghast at being featured in something that made a hardcore porno look like a Saturday morning cartoon, but now I was looking forward to it.  My, how times change once most of your inhibitions were shed.

Just as I was thinking that, I saw his car pull up beside us and match our speed for a moment.  He raised a hand and pointed something at us, and then fell back behind us again.

He’d turned on our toys.

I felt a sharp shock hit me from the butt plug, and then again and again.  After a few more zaps, I figured out I was getting a shock every time I took a step, and silently cursed his motion sensing technology.

Tess had gasped when Mr. Gerard had hit the remote, but rather than winching with each step like I was, she was practically purring.  It didn’t take a genius to figure out she had her egg running instead of the butt plug.

By the time we reached the main road, the strength of each zap I was receiving had easily tripled in strength, and was becoming increasingly painful.  If the pattern continued, I wouldn’t be able to keep running for more than a few minutes longer before needing to call for mercy.

I’d already fallen behind Tess by several yards, although it probably wouldn’t take much to catch back up since she was panting far more heavily than could be accounted for by our easy jogging pace.  If the strength of her vibrator was increasing at the same pace my shocks were, she had to be close to orgasm by now.

Sure enough, a moment later she stumbled as her orgasm overrode her body, and only grasping a nearby tree kept her from falling to her knees.  I was wishing our roles were reversed as I passed her gyrating body, and all of a sudden they were!

I stumbled a little myself when I felt the egg working its magic on me, the vibrations feeling many times better than normal after having the plug shock the shit out of me for so long.  I suppose I should’ve waited for Tess to recover, but the waves of pleasure slowly washing out from my pussy overrode my brain, and onward I went.

She caught up anyway after a few minutes, matching my pace so we could talk.

“It feels like someone jammed a Taser up my ass,” she said, wincing at each step.  “Do you think it’s gonna switch each time one of us cums?”

“I dunno,” I replied.  “If so, then sorry toots, I’m gonna hold mine back as long as I can.”

“What do you think would happen if we stopped running and stood perfectly still?”

“We can give it a try, but I doubt Master would leave us an easy loophole like that.”

It was worth trying, though, so we both came to a stop a moment later.  I felt the vibrating egg die, and from the look of relief on Tess’s face, she stopped getting shocked as well.  It worked for about ten seconds or so, and then we both fell to our knees as our butt plugs began shocking us continuously at an incredibly high setting.

Yes… we stumbled into motion and let the controller resume working off the motion sensor.  I mumbled a few choice curse words once we got going again, since I was getting zapped again, and Tess had a smile on her face.

It wasn’t fair!

I ran past her with the idea of stopping a little ways ahead to see if I could reset the system again and get my vibrations back, but then discovered the true secret of the controls.  The moment I pulled into the lead, my system switched from shock to vibration!

Tess was no dummy, though, and figured it out the moment she began getting shocked again.  She started running and closed the gap, but there was no way I was gonna let her pass me!

I broke into a run myself, doing my best to ignore the powerful thrum of the egg, as well as the subtle, yet erotically effective ben-wa balls, as their cores started bouncing around like mad.  It definitely made concentrating difficult, especially once my climax grew close.

Between my body’s instinctive betrayal, and Tess’s extreme motivation to pass me, my orgasm never happened.  She stuck her tongue out as she took the lead, and as my pleasure turned to pain, I lost my rhythm and fell back by a few yards before getting my groove back.

After that it became a battle of endurance, with neither one of us wanting to get stuck in the rear position and be punished.  We changed positions many, many times over the next few miles, with neither one of us being able to stay out front long enough to reach orgasm.

Both of us were covered in sweat from our extreme exertions, which was probably a good thing, since otherwise the stains in our crotches would’ve been hard to explain to anyone we passed.  Neon spandex did absolutely nothing to hide the proof of our arousal, which was most likely part of his plan.

Running was taking so much of my concentration I almost missed seeing Mr. Willis the bodyguard standing on a corner, who directed us onto the path of the public park.  We both managed to make the turn, though, and he began following us with a camcorder.

Another man stopped us about a hundred yards later by holding up a remote that turned off our toys, and we both fell to the ground in relief at getting a chance to rest.  As I lay there gasping for air, I finally recognized the man as Gary the gimp from the club, although he looked quite different wearing normal street clothes.

“It’s time for a contest,” he announced, once we’d recovered a bit.  “The two of you will have a jumping jack competition, with the winner getting this nice, cold bottle of water to drink.  The loser will get something to drink as well, although you might find it a little warm, salty, and not nearly as refreshing.”

“Gee… whatever could he mean?” I sarcastically mumbled under my breath.

“On your feet, ladies, and begin on the count of three.  Whoever cums first is the loser, however if both of you can hold out for fifteen minutes, then the rules allow me to declare both of you winners.”

He sat down on a park bench and aimed a video camera at me, with Mr. Willis doing the same for Tess.  On his count, we both began doing jumping jacks to the beat he provided with his tapping shoe.

Once we were perfectly in sync with each other, he turned the vibrating eggs back on and declared the contest to be underway.  I would’ve cursed up a storm if I had the breath to spare, since I was going into it at a distinct disadvantage.

Tess not only had more than a year’s worth of experience in orgasm control, she’d already cum during our run, while I’d merely been brought to the edge a few times.  I was feeling hornier than a toad before we’d begun, and the feeling was only growing stronger with each passing second.

I lasted less than five minutes before an almost painfully intense orgasm exploded between my legs, causing me to fall to the ground and writhe almost uncontrollably while the waves of ecstasy washed away conscious thought.  When it passed and he turned off the toy, I saw Tess sitting on the bench with the water bottle in her hand and a shit eating grin on her face.

Hooking a finger into the ring on my collar, Gary hauled me to my feet and pulled me into the brushy area near the creek so we could have some privacy while I worked on getting my ‘drink’ for second place.

“Stop, lie face down, and grab your ankles,” he ordered once we were out of sight.

Knowing resistance was futile, I did as he commanded.  He quickly threaded a rope through the D-rings on all four cuffs to keep me in a sort of hogtie, and then pulled me up to my knees.

Wasting no time, he quickly dropped his pants and pulled my face into his crotch, leaving it to me to get his already partially erect cock in my mouth.  Partially erect became throat-spearing hard in a matter of seconds, and breathing became difficult as he grabbed me by the ears and took control of the blowjob.

As humiliating as it was to have my head bobbing rapidly back and forth over his huge member, it was preferable to the alternative, which was him holding his cock rammed all the way down my throat.  Between the lack of air and the way my gag reflex was going non-stop, I was in something near a full-blown panic after almost passing out during the third cycle.

Half a minute of bobbing and half a minute of near suffocation seemed to be what he wanted, and I was powerless to alter the arrangement.  It left me so disoriented I’m not even sure how many cycles to took before he finally stopped and stayed inside my throat, letting my gag reflex milk his prick until he shot his load.

The world was fading in front of my eyes before his cock shrank enough to let me get a ragged breath of air and push back the darkness, but my ordeal was far from over.  He let me fall to the ground after he finished, but I didn’t even have time to get my breath back before Mr. Willis picked me back up and pushed his cock past my lips.

He was even worse for holding his cock down my throat, and I think I greyed out for a while, since the next thing I knew I tasted his seed on the back of my tongue, and his cock was already back inside his pants.  Like Gary, he left me lying on the ground to try and recover as best I could.

Mr. Gerard came up next, but unlike the others, he lay down on the ground himself, and let me do all the work myself.  Since breathing was more important than humiliation at this point, I took full advantage of my reprieve and gave him the best blowjob I could.

The only thing he did to ‘help’, was when he started cumming he pulled me up by my hair so he could shoot his load over my face, completing my degradation.  When he untied the rope holding me in the hogtie, I wiped off as much cum as I could, although there was nothing I could do about the spunk in my hair.

When we emerged from the bushes, Gary commented quite loudly on the grass, mud, and cum stains I’d acquired, just as an older couple walking their dog were passing by.  I began to almost wish I had
 suffocated on one of their cocks, but luckily they kept on walking.

Tess let me finish the last of her water, and although it did little to remove the taste of cum from my mouth, it did restore me quite a bit.  Gary then told us to follow him, our toys were turned back on like before, and our run continued.

All three guys were running with us now, meaning we drew a fair amount of attention… especially due to their off-color comments about us.  They even named the gyrations we involuntarily started whenever approaching orgasm.

“Hey Gary… it looks like Tess’s Tushy Twitch is starting again!” or “Check out Dusti’s Derriere Dance!”

Those were the polite ones, but even those were shouted out to make sure everyone looked our way at the worst possible time. 

Unlike before, my ordeal had robbed me of my strength so Tess was able to stay ahead of me almost constantly, and the only time I got a reprieve was when she was driven to orgasm.  That happened three times before we arrived at our final destination… the Argentum Seges
 BDSM Club.

Oh shit.



Twenty Four Hours


“Welcome, slaves,” Master William’s voice boomed out, causing every eye in the place to look our way.  “You’re both late and have earned my displeasure, but one of you has quite obviously done a lot worse than the other.”

The telltale stains covering me left no doubt as to who he was talking about.

Without prompting, I went to him and fell to my knees with my head hung low, awaiting word of whatever he had in store for me.  He chuckled and patted the top of my head, pleased with my display and acceptance of my fate.

He snapped a leash to my collar and ordered me to follow him on my hands and knees, while the guys related how well or how poorly they thought I’d performed on them at the park.  He led me around the entire lower floor until he was sure everyone knew what kind of lousy cocksucker I was, and then took me upstairs to the private part of the club.

He handed the leash off to Monica and told her to take care of me while he took care of a little business with the owners.  His innocent sounding words held a bit of an edge to them, so I was sure the ‘business’ had to do with me and Tess, but I was too tired to worry about it right now.  I followed Monica to the bathroom, snagged a big bottle of water as we passed the bar, and drank half of it before we even got there.

“Take your time, hon,” Monica said, hopping up on the counter.  “It looks like you’ve been worked hard and put away wet.”

“In more ways than one,” I mumbled, heading for a stall.

Monica said I could take my time, but I still rushed as much as I could since just getting out of my catsuit and removing my toys took an ungodly long time.  I also had to regrettably put everything back in place, since I hadn’t been given permission to do otherwise, and that seemed to take just as long.

I suppose I could’ve asked Monica for assistance, but let’s be honest here… who would voluntarily bend over and ask a near stranger for help with shoving something up their ass?  I might get there someday, but that day wasn’t here yet.

I drank a second bottle of water while cleaning the dried cum out of my hair and fixing it as best I could.  Yes, I let Monica help now, since it was something she’d hardly bat an eye at.

Tess walked in while she was still fussing with it, which was apparently our cue to rejoin the others.  She hadn’t said a word (since she couldn’t at this point) but apparently Monica knew what the plan was for us, and I regretted not trying to pump her for information while we were alone.  All I could do now was study Tess’s new outfit and try to guess.

Starting at the top, Tess wore a full head harness ball gag that looked like it was really stuffing her mouth to the max, with each of the straps pulled just about as tight as they could get.  A tall posture collar made out of thick, black leather looked like it applied a fair amount of pressure to the bottom of her jaw, adding to the gag’s effectiveness and keeping her head almost completely immobile.  The black leather armbinder crushing her elbows together almost looked tame in comparison.

The rest of her outfit looked like it might all be one piece, but in a way I’d never imagined.  The only way I can think to describe it is as a fishnet catsuit, with the ‘strands’ of the net being made out of half-inch wide leather strips, spaced about three inches apart.

It looked extremely uncomfortable, yet amazingly hot!  She also wore ballet shoes connected by an eighteen inch hobble bar, which increased the effect of the rest of the suit.

As I followed her back to the club I was a little surprised I hadn’t been bound at all yet, and wondered if he was saving it for the stage in order to add even more to my humiliation.  Let him… after what I’d already been through, I could handle it easier than a walk in the park!

I saw the club had filled up in my absence, and some of my bravado slipped away, although I tried to keep it from showing.  It wasn’t easy since Master William was waiting for us by the bar, and pulled me by my leash straight to the stage where an odd, bulky contraption was sitting under a spotlight.

“Sit and don’t say a word, or you’ll be the target for public flogging practice for the next few months,” he ordered, unclipping my leash and tossing it aside.

The chair wasn’t deep enough for comfort, and it was too high as well, but at least it was padded.  The backrest was reclined and had a half-moon cutout for my neck that I thought would be fairly comfortable until I realized what it really meant.

The chair was actually a set of sitting stocks, and once my hands were put into the grooves at the sides, the front part was swung into place and locked shut.  The stocks were quite wide, meaning I could see almost nothing of the club anymore, other than the red leather covering the top of it.

Hmm… a padded, leather covered top?  I had a hunch I knew where this was going, but after my earlier ordeal in the park, hoped I was wrong.

Nope.

“Hello everybody,” Master William began.  “As most of you already know, my two slaves had a contest today, with Dusti here losing.  Unfortunately, the plans I had for the loser were interrupted by business that can’t be put off, and I need to fly to New York within the hour.”

Wait, what?  If he was leaving town, why was I trapped on stage in this contraption?

“I expect I’ll be back around this time tomorrow to properly chastise her, but since I already promised everyone a show tonight, I decided to leave Dusti here with you.  I have no doubt you can think of a few ways to keep her from getting bored in my absence, so feel free to use her in any way you deem fit.”

No… he wouldn’t, would he?

“I’m also told she did rather poorly earlier giving head, so if anyone is willing to help instruct her, I’d be eternally grateful.  Have fun for the next twenty-four hours, and someone try to remember to feed her or give her a drink at some point.”

I heard his footsteps fade into the distance, but was too stunned to even think about breaking his order of silence until it was too late.  I was now on my own, with only the vaguest of instructions for someone to ‘try to remember’ to take care of me.  Fuck.

Once my Master was gone, the vultures immediately descended.  I felt the front of my catsuit being cut open and ripped until it was hanging in shreds at my sides and I was exposed from neck to thigh.

I felt a hand on each breast and fingers on each nipple, with more down below working to remove the egg and ben-wa balls.  I barely had time to blush from the sudden, intimate contact, since the first of my ‘helpful instructors’ was climbing onto the padded platform in front of me.

It was Gary, and he was back in his normal gimp suit, although with one obvious omission; they neglected to cover his cock when they redressed him, and he looked quite ready to resume where he’d left off in the park.

Once he was seated in front of me, he wrapped his legs around my head and pulled himself closer, leaving me no choice but to open wide and accept the inevitable.  Like before, his cock went down my throat and cut off my air, but unlike before, he now had a lot more leverage to use against me.

I thought he’d shoved it in deep before, but now he used his powerful legs to practically crush my face against his groin and squeeze my head until I thought it might pop like a balloon.  I couldn’t even hear anything anymore with the way his thighs seemed to seal my ears shut, and I hoped he didn’t get carried away and forget I still needed air once in a while.

He actually did remember, but not often and not for long.  I was definitely in a far worse situation than I’d been in the park, and things were made even harder with all the extra attention being forced upon the rest of my body.

My tits and nipples were being constantly groped, pinched, licked, twisted, slapped, clamped, sucked, fondled, or otherwise mauled, and once the last ben-wa ball was removed, I received just as much attention down there.  Someone began fucking me with a fat, knobby dildo, and my clit was also being teased with a thin but powerful vibrator.

There were so many conflicting sensations I could barely even think, so I took the simplest route possible; I did my best to finish sucking Gary off, so I could get enough air in my lungs to hopefully cum myself before someone took his place and I needed to start again.

My plan almost worked, but then the dildo began rumbling like a cement mixer, and the additional vibrations sent me over the top before I knew what was happening.  With all the attentions I was receiving, I actually bucked and thrashed hard enough to move the massive frame I was restrained in, and my convulsions added to what Gary was feeling as well, causing him to blow his load down my throat in the middle of it all.

Once again I came close to blacking out, although only part of it was through a lack of air, with the bulk being the raw strength of the orgasm they’d drawn out of me.  I thought I’d never stop cumming, especially when my fading climax was almost immediately ignited in a second explosion of pure, raw ecstasy.

By the time my second orgasm faded enough that I was able take stock of my surroundings, a new, hard prick was brushing against my lips.  As he wiggled his butt closer so he could get it in my mouth, I suddenly realized I didn’t even know who it was, and had no way of finding out until he finished with me and climbed off!  Not that it mattered at this point… I suspected every man in the place would be taking a turn or two with me over the next twenty-four hours, and my lessons might not be restricted to only the guys!

Sure enough, my fifth… or maybe it was my sixth ‘customer’ didn’t have a cock.

“Run her up and down,” Mistress Grey commanded someone below us.  “But under no circumstances is she to cum unless I say so.  If you fuck this up I’ll stick the pair of you in the oral seat for the next six months!”

She said something else as well, but I couldn’t hear what it was since she wrapped her legs around my head like Gary had, and pulled me so hard against her snatch I thought she might be trying to get my head to go inside!  It didn’t, obviously, but it definitely gave me the chance to stick my tongue deep inside her already wet cunt and start licking like my life depended on it.

With Mistress Grey in control, it actually might, but I couldn’t dwell on that right now.  I knew I wasn’t very good at eating pussy, so I licked and sucked for all I was worth in order to hopefully please her as fast as possible.

She had other plans.  I did pretty good at the start, but apparently she wanted this to last, so she began backing off out of reach fairly often.  I didn’t mind that part since it let me get my breathing all the way back to normal, however, the other side of the coin almost made the tradeoff not worth it.

Her command to have her subs run me up and down meant they would bring me close to orgasm, and then stop to whip my pussy and tits with a flogger until my potential orgasm was nothing more than a memory.  I lost track of how many times they did it, but it was definitely in the double digits, as was the number of times Mistress Grey backed off to let her climax cool.

When she finally allowed me to make her cum, the flood of her juices practically drowned me, and by squeezing my head tight, I was forced to drink almost all of it and then lick the rest off her snatch and thighs.  It left me so worn out, it was almost a relief when I saw the next person was a guy so I could give my tongue a bit of a rest.

Unfortunately, he thought it was funny the way Mistress Grey’s two subs were keeping me horny and frustrated, so he asked to borrow them for his turn.  She readily agreed, and volunteered their services for anyone who wanted them for the rest of the night.

The next four guys and three girls all took her up on the offer, leaving me a gibbering wreck before someone decided they wanted to see how many times they could make me cum during his blowjob.  Even I didn’t know how many times it was, suffice it to say that ‘lots’ was a gross understatement.

It left me completely wiped out, causing a discussion to begin with those still waiting their turn.  They thought I might not last through them all, so they decided it’d be best to start double dipping.

My brain was working too slow to figure out what that meant at first, but when the next guy was still climbing up to the platform, I felt the hot, meaty tip of a cock press against my cunt and figured it out.  I was about to get it from both ends at the same time!

In a way, it was almost a relief to get two done at once, since they weren’t far off with their assessment of my condition.  It also let me cum on a semi-regular basis so I got neither overly frustrated, nor overly stimulated.

It would’ve been actually quite pleasant if not for the simple fact I’d been stuck like this for far too long, and the two bottles of water I’d guzzled were making their presence known in the vicinity of my bladder.  I had no idea what time it actually was, but it had to be well past pee-o-clock by now, and I hoped the ‘someone’ looking after me would figure it out before I accidentally pissed on someone.

I had no idea what the penalty for an offence like that would be, and definitely didn’t want to find out the hard way.  Just the thought of relieving myself on someone like Mistress Grey was almost enough to make me do it with the guy currently sticking it to me, which would’ve been almost too ironic to take.

I reached my limit two guys later, when we both came at the same time, and he pulled out a little faster than most of the others had.  To my utter mortification, I let loose with a stream that would’ve done a horse proud, and couldn’t stop it no matter how hard I tried.

When I was finished, I had to endure the laughs and jeers of the crowd while someone mopped up the mess, and I thought I might die of embarrassment.  Since the cleaning supplies were already out, they cleaned me up well between my legs, inside my snatch, and to my horror they pulled the butt plug and cleaned me there as well!

I thought my degradation had been complete before, but the next guy to take his turn brought me to a new low by taking advantage of my newly exposed asshole.  I was still a complete newbie when it came to anal sex, so I wasn’t sure if he was overly big or I was still too tight, but either way it felt like he was going to split me in half.

To my relief he didn’t, and it got a little easier once the head of his cock was past my sphincter and probing into unknown territory.  After a minute or so my body adapted somewhat, and he was able to fuck me proper without it hurting too much.

I was relieved when he wasn’t able to last long inside my ultra-tight ass, but then he extolled the virtue of it to the next guy in line, so of course he had to check it out for himself… as did the next guy and the guy after him!

It was only by chance I didn’t have a pair of sweaty thighs covering my ears, when I heard someone say they were approaching the six hour mark, and I could probably use a drink that wasn’t milky white and salty.  Six hours… no wonder it felt like my cunt and ass were on fire!

I’d swallowed so much cum I hadn’t even realized I was getting dehydrated, so I was glad at least someone was paying attention.  A straw was placed in my mouth and a bowl full of a yellow liquid placed on the platform before me.

I had a moment of panic, thinking they were going to make me drink someone’s piss, but then my nose caught a whiff of it and I realized it was only apple juice.  I drank it all greedily, even though it might get me into trouble later, since I already needed to pee again.

Someone took care of that, though, by holding a bedpan between my legs.  I couldn’t even muster up enough energy to blush about peeing in front of everyone, and simply accepted it as part of what I’d have to deal with on occasion now that I was a sub.

Just as I was coming to terms with that, I was struck by an even bigger revelation… I didn’t actually mind being treated this way!  I hadn’t been gagged tonight, yet not once had I tried to speak to anyone, or even beg for mercy.

When Gary or some of the others came close to suffocating me with their cocks lodged down my throat, I could’ve bitten down a little to let them know I was in trouble, yet the thought never once crossed my mind until now.  Now that my brain was in gear again, I also realized I could’ve used one of the club safe words or signals to indicate when I was in trouble, the need for mercy, or even when I needed to piss so badly!

Why hadn’t I thought of any of that before now?  An even better question was now that I’d thought of it, was I going to do anything different during the eighteen hours I had left before Master William’s return?  I somehow didn’t think so.

I’d been put through almost every indignity imaginable tonight, yet the only thing I was wondering was who I’d be pleasuring next, and if I’d be allowed to get pleasure in return.  It was quite liberating, actually, and explained why Tess had decided to stay with Master William after her yearlong contract ended.

As my break ended and the next two guys took their places, I only had one thought in my head.  Bring it on, boys… eighteen more hours is nothing compared to the eighteen years I’m shooting for now!



Epilogue


“So they really kept you restrained in full view of everyone, while using you in any way they wanted, and you actually want to go back?” my new editor Hazel asked in disbelief.

“For the thousandth time, yes,” I replied starting to get exasperated.  “Look… just edit Tess’s damn story about it, and keep your comments to yourself.  Being a dedicated sub isn’t something you’ll ever be able to understand unless you experience it yourself, so don’t even try.”

“It sounds like rape and torture to me,” she retorted, unwilling to let it go.

“You can’t rape the willing, dear,” I countered.  “And like I said, when I eventually used my safe word, I was completely released within thirty seconds.”

“By then every single guy had used you as a cum bucket at least two or three times, and you were practically comatose from it all!”

“I think you’re just jealous because I had more sex in twenty-four hours than you did in your entire life.  Have you even had
 sex yet?” I teased, getting bored with the conversation.

Her instant blush and stuttering denial made me realize she probably hadn’t, and I felt sorry for teasing her about being a virgin.  I could respect her choice, but personally thought staying celibate was a massive shame with someone as hot as she was.

Just imagining her tied naked to a St. Andrews cross was enough to get my juices flowing.

“I’m sorry you don’t like the subject matter I asked you to edit, and I’m sorry about teasing you for not agreeing with my lifestyle choices,” I apologized.  “But I really was serious when I said you shouldn’t judge things you don’t know.”

“I’m sorry for being prejudiced as well, but I just don’t understand how someone could willingly put themselves through ordeals like what’s in this manuscript.”

“Does that mean I need to start looking for another editor?”

“No,” she instantly replied.  “To be brutally honest, I can’t afford to be picky on what jobs come my way, so I’ll take any work you care to send my way.  I’ll even promise to keep an open mind about it in the future.”

“That’s all I can ask of anyone.”

“Besides,” she whispered.  “I suppose since you’ve forgotten what embarrassment is about, it’s safe for me to admit that certain parts of your story had me picturing myself as the one in bondage.”

The look on her face was priceless… almost like I’d caught her fornicating with a goat or something.  It took a lot of effort to keep a neutral look on my face, but I managed.

“To me, that’s a perfectly natural and healthy reaction, dear, so don’t be ashamed about being curious.  In fact, I’m sure Master William would be more than willing to have you stay for a while as an honored guest so you could observe firsthand what Tess and I enjoy on a daily basis.”

She stammered a hasty refusal, but whatever Hazel was, she definitely wasn’t a poker player.  It might take a while, but I already knew we’d be making up the bed in one of the guest rooms for her arrival in the near future.

I only hoped she didn’t take too long to accept what her subconscious had already decided to do; it’d been a while since any of us had been around a true virgin, and I could hardly wait to tell the Master about her.
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