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Su
bmissive: Seduced


Th
e Fetish Club

I never imagined my life would’ve changed so drastically from the simple act of helping a random stranger in the baby aisle of my local grocery store.  He looked like he hadn’t slept in a week, and for the life of him he couldn’t seem to decide between one brand of diapers and another.  In other words, he was a typical clueless male who’d just had his first kid.

His name was Edward, and he looked at me like I was the original font of wisdom when I gave him a bit of advice in passing, and in thanks he gave me a card for a free night at a club he owned.  I’d never heard of the Argentum Seges
 before, but free VIP admission and all the booze I could drink was more than enough to get me to check it out.

I hadn’t had a good party night since I moved here, and could hardly wait for Friday night so I could let loose.  Not knowing anything about the club I wasn’t sure what to wear, but figured I couldn’t go wrong with my leather mini-skirt, low cut shirt, and black shoes that were comfortable enough I could dance all night if the opportunity presented itself.

Expecting to take advantage of his generous free offer, I took a cab there and was pleased to see a line outside the door already.  It was a good sign that the place was hopping, yet with my card I should be able to bypass the wait.

As I got closer, I was pleased again to see a lot of the people in line were wearing leather, so the outfit I picked should be perfect.  A bouncer with a bored expression on his face was about to wave me on to the end of the line, but then he saw the card I was holding and immediately unclipped the end of the red velvet rope to let me pass.

He bowed to me as I passed, and with a complex hand signal to someone inside, I found myself escorted by a stunning young lady into the coat check area where I was given a gold bracelet so all the staff would know I was a VIP.  Even before it was fastened to my wrist, a second girl appeared with a flute of champagne on a small tray, kneeling at my side before offering it to me.

I accepted it with relish, thinking I could get used to treatment like this in a hurry, and took a slightly larger sip than I’d originally intended.  Holy shit… I’d had free champagne before at various events and it was usually cheap crap.  This tasted better than any I’d ever tried before, and between the personal escort and the top-shelf champagne, I began to wonder how much power my admission card actually conferred to me.

I felt much more confident for a few seconds, but then I started to take in how the waitress was really
 dressed and almost choked on my drink.  What appeared at first glance to be a black and white leather outfit was actually skin-tight latex, and the only leather she was wearing was her accessories.

By accessories, I meant wide leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles, a matching one around her neck, and a thinner one holding the ball gag in her mouth.  Her kinky accessories made my heart skip a beat, but I also found them to be strangely fascinating.  She gave me a little wink when she saw me staring, and rising back to her feet, gestured with her head for me to follow her into the club proper.

The place was just as packed as I’d suspected, although the music wasn’t anywhere near as loud as a regular club.  It was actually a pleasant change from the eardrum pounding bass lines that were currently popular in most places, and having a conversation without shouting might actually be possible for once.

The waitress led me reserved table next to the central bar, giving me a little curtsey and nod to indicate it was for me.  It was raised slightly higher than the surrounding seats, and the small dais the chair was on felt like a throne.  Almost every eye in the place was on me as I sat, and I reveled in the attention.

Having the extra bit of elevation also let me get my first real good look at the place, and I was able to see that all of the serving staff, as well as a fair number of patrons were wearing similar kinky items to what the waitress had on.  It was a little bit freaky and more than a little scary to be surrounded by a room full of masters with their slaves, but it was probably safe since it was all open and public.

I repeated that thought about a dozen times, like it was a mantra that’d only be true if I kept thinking it.  I finished my champagne in a big gulp and set the flute down on the ledge by the bar, wondering if my plan of getting bombed on free booze would be a good idea now that I knew what kind of place this was.

Still, there were big security guys everywhere and I really didn’t want to leave for some reason.  A really hot guy came up to the steps of my booth and asked if I wanted to dance, and that was enough for me to make up my mind.  I was already here and might never come back, so I might as well have a little fun.

After dancing for several fast songs in a row and working up a bit of a sweat, we went back to my booth where I found a fresh bottle of champagne sitting in an ice bucket, along with a pitcher of ice water.  He poured both for me before serving himself, and we practically guzzled the water before turning to the champagne.

We only had time to introduce ourselves as Brandon and Lori before he got called away by the bartender.  I was a little flustered and disappointed to find out he worked here, since in addition to looking hot, he seemed fairly normal and easygoing.  I kind of liked him, but now it felt like it was a simple courtesy dance rather than a potential hookup.

I went back to watching the crowd while I sipped my champagne, trying to get a feel for the place.  It seemed that bondage was considered normal here, or at least not worthy of mentioning by the regulars, yet nobody wearing restraints seemed to be in any distress.  It was really kind of fascinating.

I was still scanning the room when the music quieted down and the lights on the stage came on.  Brandon stepped into the light leading a heavily restrained lady by a short leash.  Naked from the waist up, she looked quite stunning in what little she was wearing, most of which was the thigh high ballet boots that made walking close to impossible for her.

When they arrived at center stage, he hooked a rope to something behind her and held down a button on a remote.  She turned slightly as the rope went higher and I could see her arms were held tightly together in some sort of leather pouch behind her back.

The rope was hooked to a ring at the end of the pouch, and as the rope got higher, it pulled her arms up and away from her body, forcing her to bend over to relieve the strain.  He didn’t stop until she was bent over ninety degrees and her arms were completely taut.

At least I thought she was held taut at the limit of how far her body could go, but then he kicked her legs wide apart and fastened a three foot bar to her ankles to keep them there.  She must’ve really been feeling the strain now, but other than a low moan, she didn’t complain about her strict position.

He picked up a riding crop from a table at the side of the stage and without preamble, gave a sharp blow to her exposed ass.  I think I might’ve jumped almost as much as she did at the surprise blow, and I wondered what she was thinking.

She instinctively flinched away from the blow and had to do a little dance to regain her balance, and as soon as she did, he struck again.  She kept mostly still this time, which was probably a good thing since he began hitting her in a regular and continuous pattern, going from one cheek to the other in rapid order.

As the blows began to pile up and take their toll on her, her grunts and groans turned to shrieks, and then surprisingly into moans of what sounded like enjoyment.  I absently sipped my champagne and watched the strange show, unable to take my eyes off it for even a second.

I found myself breathing deeper and heavier in sympathy for her, and perhaps something else.  I found my nipples growing erect and press into my shirt as unfamiliar thoughts and sensations boiled inside me.

I wasn’t the only one either… just as Brandon was finishing up, she exploded into what had to be an intense orgasm!  There was no way she could be faking it either, since she lost complete control of her body, twitching and shuddering uncontrollably until it passed and she was hanging limply from her arms.

He helped her regain her footing and held her until she was able to stand on her own.  He lowered the winch a few inches to take some of the strain off her arms, but compensated by tying her leash to the floor below her head.  After taking a grandiose bow to the crowd, he gagged her and walked off stage, leaving her to suffer in her bondage.

The stage lights dimmed again except for a single spotlight illuminating her from above, and the music returned to its former volume.  I tossed back the rest of my champagne and refilled the glass, trying to come to terms with what I’d just seen and how it made me feel.

I was still staring at her when a voice behind me made me jump.

“It seems you like what you see, and I bet you wish it was you up there in her place.”

I quickly turned and saw a burly man leering at me, dangling a ball gag and pair of handcuffs from his outstretched hand.  Without waiting for an invitation he sat on the bench and slid over until he was touching me.

“Let’s give it a try, shall we?” he said with a leer.

“No fucking way,” I shouted, trying to push him away.

He quickly grabbed the arm I pushed with and pulled it behind my back where I felt the cold steel circle it.  Completely stunned at his actions, I was too slow to pull away and a second later my other arm was pulled behind me and locked into the cuff.

As I opened my mouth to scream, he jammed the gag past my lips and pulled it deep into my mouth, stifling any noise I tried to make.  The gag strap was pulled tight enough that it dug painfully into the corners of my mouth, and within the space of mere seconds, I found myself inescapably bound and gagged.

“That’s better, isn’t it?” he taunted, reaching around and feeling up my tits.

The shock wore off and I began to struggle as hard as I could, but he only laughed at my efforts and continued to maul my tits and tweak my nipples.  His nasty laugh turned into a grunt of pain a few seconds later, and I felt him being pulled off of me.  I spun around and saw a bouncer pull him out of the booth in a choke hold, while Brandon pushed past him and reached for my gag.

“That shouldn’t have happened,” he said with a growl, as he unbuckled it and gently popped the ball out of my mouth.

“Who was that guy?” I gasped once I could talk again.

“An asshole who just earned himself a lifetime ban,” he said, shaking his head in disgust.  “Do you want to press charges, or should we just toss his ass into the street?”

“Get him the fuck out of here,” I replied, not wanting to deal with either the asshole or the police right now.

“Done,” he said with a nod towards the bouncer.

We watched as the bouncer hauled him out the door, and only then did I remember about the handcuffs still locked around my wrists.

“Wait!  My hands are cuffed and we need to get the key from him.”

“Relax… handcuff keys are standard, and we probably have a hundred lying around here.  We’ll have you out in a jiffy.”

He had a quick word with the bartender who immediately rushed off to get the key we needed.  While we waited, he helped me drink from my glass, apologizing over the incident almost non-stop until she returned with it.

I sighed with genuine relief when they came off since the asshole had tightened them quite painfully out of either haste or cruelty.  Dropping them on the table, he began massaging my wrists until the red marks were mostly gone and they felt much better.

“Thanks,” I said once he’d finished.

I still wasn’t sure how I felt about the sudden assault and my subsequent rescue, but I was definitely grateful for his fast response and genuine concern.  I’d teared up a little during it all and excused myself so I could go to the restroom and freshen up a little.  I was also shaken up and wanted a little privacy so I could compose myself.

I quickly went into a stall and locked the door, taking several deep, slow breaths to help calm me down now that I felt safe.  I felt much better after that, and realized my bladder was a little full from all the champagne.

As I pulled my panties down and sat, I got my next big shock of the night; my panties were soaking wet and the smell of my arousal was readily apparent.  I sat there long after I was finished, confused about how my body had reacted to what should have been a terrifying situation.

I still hadn’t figured it out when I decided I needed to head out, but I got my clothes and makeup back in order and went back to my table.  Brandon was gone by the time I got back, but there was a note.


I hope tonight’s unfortunate events haven’t scared you off, and I really hope to see you here again.  Keep the wrist band in case you want to give it another chance, and I promise, here you will never be touched against your will again.
 – Brandon

I was hoping for some answers, but maybe it was better this way.  My mind wasn’t working at full capacity right now, so taking time to think about it all was the smart thing to do.  As I got up to leave, the ball gag and handcuffs on the table caught my eye, and after a furtive glance to make sure nobody was watching, I slipped them and Brandon’s key into my purse.

Maybe I’d find at least one of my answers if I could experiment in the safety and privacy of my own bedroom.  I left and barely remembered the ride home, and I fell straight into my bed after stripping out of my clothes.  I had the strangest erotic dreams that night, involving Brandon, the ball gag, and the stage at the club.

One way or another I knew I’d be returning there to see him.


Fi
rst Time Bondage

It took me a full month to screw up enough courage to go back to the club, although I’d gotten dressed for it every Friday night before chickening out at the last minute.

I might never have gotten brave enough to go back if it wasn’t for one simple thing; I got extremely turned on every time I gagged and cuffed myself, and curiosity over why my body reacted to bondage finally got the better of me.

I don’t know how he knew, but he was waiting for me in the club entryway with two glasses of champagne in his hands and a welcoming smile on his face.  He looked even hotter than I remembered, and my heart started beating faster when our fingers touched as I took the flute he offered.

“I knew you’d be back eventually, even if it’s just to prove to yourself that you’re not afraid,” he said as we clinked glasses.”

“Oh really?”

“I saw the way you were staring during my demonstration on stage… you seemed quite enthralled.”

“I found it quite… different,” I hesitantly replied.

“I guess that’s one way to put it,” he chuckled.  “If you want to follow me, I’ve got something to show you that might put your mind at ease tonight.”

My nervousness must’ve been readily apparent, or perhaps it was the color of my face that I knew was a bright red due to my embarrassment at his more than accurate observation.  Either way, I quietly followed him through the club and into the back.

It was a combination storage room, lounge, and office, and even though it was packed with a myriad of both bar and bondage supplies, it seemed cozy and orderly.  Best of all, it also had a large two-way mirror on the wall, so I could see everything going on in the club without having to worry about any assholes.

“The executive booth you were in last time is already filled tonight, but I thought you might like to watch from back here, at least at first.  You’re free to go anywhere except the elite members area upstairs, you can ask anyone here anything you wish, and I’ll check back with you as often as I can to see if you need anything.”

“It sounds perfect to me,” I said, giving him a quick hug.  “Thanks for this.”

“It’s the least I can do after what happened last time.  Edward was furious when he heard about it, and he made it quite clear that anything you want is yours without question.”

“Edward?”

“The guy who gave you the executive pass… you don’t even know his name?”

“I just gave him some advice while passing through the baby section of the grocery store, and he gave me the card in thanks.”

“It must’ve been some really good advice,” he chuckled.  “Those cards sell for ten grand a pop.”

He chuckled again at the way my eyes must’ve bugged out.  I knew it was a good gift with all the free top-end booze, but I had no idea it was so expensive.  He moved a big recliner in front of the window and put a small table next to it for me.

“I’ll be back to talk with you a little later, and Jade will be your server for tonight.  You can get anything you want from her, including food, drink, and maybe even an answer or two.”

I thanked him once again and admired his cute ass as he walked away, hoping he’d return before too long.  Even as I thought that, I was just as glad that he gave me some time alone to watch the people in the club, and hopefully another stage show/demonstration.

There seemed to be a lot more people in bondage tonight, and I tried to take in as much detail as possible.  I’d spent a lot of time online researching the subject and I had a much better idea of what things were this time, but it still felt strange to see it live and in person.

I was just starting to get into it when I saw a girl walk up to the door and use a keycard to let herself into the back room.  She was wearing a skintight white latex catsuit, ankle boots with what looked to be a six-inch heel, and leather cuffs at wrist and below the elbow to keep her forearms together.

“Hello Ma’am,” she said, kneeling beside me and looking at the ground.  “Can I get you anything or do anything for you?”

“Are you Jade?” I asked.

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Well, the first thing you can do is call me Lori instead of ma’am, and the second thing is to stand up and actually look at me instead of the floor.  Brandon said you might be able to answer some questions for me, so let’s cut the formality.”

“Whatever you say Ma’am… I mean Lori,” she said, standing and giving me an impish little grin.

“As for the rest, I wouldn’t mind a bit more of this lovely champagne, but nothing to eat right now.  Maybe later.”

“I’ll go see if Charlie has any of the good stuff left down here.  If she doesn’t have any, I’ll have to go upstairs and it’ll take me an extra minute or two.”

“No rush,” I replied, slightly amused at how fast she jumped into action.

I was also amazed at how well she moved under the restrictions of her outfit, and I guessed it was due to a lot of practice.  I wondered how long it’d take for me to be able to move that well while restrained, and then I wondered where that thought came from.  I complimented her on it when she returned.

“This is nothing,” she laughed.  “You should see the kind of uniforms I have to serve in when I work upstairs.”

“You mean they make you wear even more bondage stuff up there?”

“The people allowed upstairs are all friends and family of the owners, and completely trusted.  They’re also all into the lifestyle for real, not just on the weekends like a lot of people down here, so the bondage has to be real.”

“You don’t consider yourself in real
 bondage?” I asked, incredulous.

“Well, the bondage is real, of course, but fairly simple.  It’s not nearly as fun as the stuff I get to wear upstairs.”

“Fun?  You actually enjoy working like that?”

“I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t,” she confirmed.  “In fact, since I’ll be your private server tonight, would you like a little demonstration of some of my favorite things?”

Since learning about bondage was the main reason for coming here tonight, I jumped at her offer, even though the thought scared the shit out of me.  All I could do was nod, but that was enough for her.  She had me unclip the cuffs on her arms so she could get the stuff she had in mind, leaving me alone with my spinning head and whirling thoughts.

She came back fairly fast considering the mountain of stuff she’d gathered up just in case we wanted to ‘play around with different options’ as she put it.  As she laid the gear out on one of the tables in an orderly fashion, I saw gags, cuffs, collars, nipple clamps, hoods, belts, a lot of stuff I didn’t recognize, and, making me blush at just the sight of them, a selection of sex toys.

Showing no embarrassment of her own, Jade quickly stripped out of her regular uniform and restraints until she was standing in front of me wearing only her skyscraper heels and a smile.  I blushed again, and hoped she didn’t notice.

She carefully lubed up the inserts on a pair of thick rubber panties while explaining the pros and cons of the various restraints she’d brought.

“Some of the members upstairs like to have the serving staff completely restrained and wearing the tray that attaches to the corset and over the shoulders, while others like the arms free so we can actually pour the drinks,” she said while wiggling into the panties.  “Which would you prefer?”

“Umm… I don’t know.  This is all new to me,” I admitted.

“Oh, a bondage virgin,” she replied, clapping her hands.  “How about we mix things up a little then?”

“I’m not sure…” I began.

“Nothing too extreme,” she assured me.  “We can start with just enough bondage to show you how things work, yet not so much that I can’t do my job.  I’ll need your help with some of it, though.”

“Ok, what do I need to do?”

“Let’s get right into it and start with this,” she said, holding up a large leather pouch that looked similar to the thing I saw the girl on stage wearing last time.

She confirmed my suspicions by turning away from me and putting her arms together behind her back.  I took it hesitantly, but felt a stirring in my loins the moment I slid it up her arms.  The feeling got even stronger as I began buckling the straps in place, slowly taking away her ability to use her arms.

Unlike the one I saw on stage, her hands poked out through the end of this one so she’d still be able to do a limited amount of stuff, although it wouldn’t be much unless she was even better at working restrained than she claimed.  She had me tighten up the straps several times until her elbows looked like they were touching in a way that made me wince at the strain she must be feeling.

Once she was satisfied with the arm pouch, she had me pick out a collar, recommending that we try the biggest one in the group.  Unnaturally tall, it even had a little cup that went under her chin to help hold her head still once it was buckled in place.

She asked for cuffs on her ankles and thighs next, and I blushed once again as I bent down close enough to smell the scent of her arousal.  She must really be flooding down there if I could smell it from around the edges of the tight rubber panties she’d put on, and it took a lot of fumbling before I got the cuffs in place and clipped together.

I had to stop and take a big drink in order to steady my nerves and regain my composure, and she surprised me by hobbling over with mincing little steps that were all the leg restraints would allow, and before I knew it, she’d grabbed the bottle behind her back and topped off my glass.  I was seriously impressed.

She asked for a gag next, but I decided it was a bad idea right now since I had even more questions now than when I’d arrived.  She reluctantly agreed, but only if I put nipple clamps on her instead.  Blushing was getting to be a real habit now, but I agreed.

Her nipples were already hard and erect so at least I didn’t have to play with them, although I couldn’t help touching them since she wanted me to pull them out a bit before letting the rubber tipped clamps pinch down.  She gave her chest an experimental shake once they were in place, wincing slightly as the heavy silver chain pulled her nipples with the momentum her movement generated.

“Don’t those hurt?” I asked.

“A little, especially at first, but then the initial pain fades and I rather like them.  Taking them off and letting the blood flow resume kinda sucks, though.”

I tried to imagine what it was like and failed utterly.  Maybe I’d try pinching them with a clothespin or binder clip later when I got home, just to see what it was like.  I wasn’t sure what to do now that she was bound by my own hand, but luckily Brandon appeared on stage, giving me the chance to sit, watch, and calm down a little.

Only a little, though, since Brandon’s show involved mummifying his assistant into complete and utter helplessness.  The first thing he did was suspend her from her wrists and put box splints on her legs to keep them from bending, and then he wrapped them several times with plastic wrap.

Several wraps of duct tape were next, and then he put her legs together and repeated the whole process.  He put a solid plastic collar over her neck before continuing upwards and covering her all the way up to and including her mouth.

Some staff members came out and placed platforms around her so he could continue working upwards until only her nose was left uncovered by the multiple layers of plastic and tape.  He made a small breathing hole over her mouth before finishing the job and making another pair of holes for her nostrils.

I saw him pull a small remote out of his pocket as he walked away, although it didn’t do anything I could see.  Jade gasped when she saw him click it, but wouldn’t say why.  I finished my drink and held the glass out for more, which she rushed to fill, although she seemed to be having more of a problem with it than last time.  Maybe her arms were going numb.

“I’d really like a gag now, at least for a little while if that’s ok with you,” she begged.

I nodded and selected a bright red ball gag from the table and buckled it in place behind her teeth.  The show had raised my emotional turmoil to a new high, and I wanted a bit of time to think without interruptions until I felt normal again.

She looked a little unsteady on her feet by now, so I asked her if she wanted to sit for a while, and she quickly nodded yes, looking extremely grateful.  I helped her to sit on the sofa before going back to my recliner, the high back giving me at least the illusion of some privacy.

I sat lost in thought for at least a half hour or more, topping up my own glass whenever it hit the halfway point, just to make sure Jade didn’t interrupt.  I heard her squiggling around on the sofa now and then, probably trying to find a comfortable position for her bound arms.

Figuring she needed them released, I stood and turned to ask her if she was ok.  What I saw made me freeze in my tracks, my question dying on my lips before I could say a word.

Her eyes were rolled up in her head and her body was twitching uncontrollably.  It looked like she was having some sort of seizure, and in a panic I rushed over to remove the gag so she could breathe easier.

She let loose with a scream of ecstasy as soon as the ball popped free, and only then did I figure out she was currently in the throes of passion.  I was so stunned I could only watch slack-jawed as her orgasm ripped through her body, leaving her limp and lifeless as it faded.

“Please,” she begged.  “Remote… far end of table… please shut it off.”

I wasn’t sure what was going on, but her tone made me jump to comply.  She groaned an audible sigh of relief the moment I hit the button, and once again I blushed as I figured out what had happened.

The inserts in her panties must’ve been vibrators on the same frequency as the remote Brandon had used when he left the stage.  He’d activated it to let the girl have some secret fun while mummified, and they must’ve been buzzing away and forcing her to cum the whole time I was lost in thought!

I was still trying to apologize to her for what’d happened when Brandon returned to check in on me.  Between my stammering and Jade’s exhausted giggling, it didn’t take him long to figure out what’d happened, and how embarrassed I was about it.

He helped her to stand and told her to take a break in the staff lounge, although he didn’t make any effort to release her from her bonds.  He simply put her keycard into her hands and sent her on her way with a slap to her ass.

“I’m sorry…” I began, but he cut me off with a wave of his hands.

“Don’t apologize,” he quickly said.  “I don’t think she has anything to complain about, although she’ll be pretty much useless for the rest of the night now.”

“Why didn’t she shut it off herself or at least let me know earlier?  That much stimulation must’ve been almost painful after going on for so long.”

“Well, you had her sit and then turned your back on her.  Putting it simply, she had no choice in the matter until you decided she’d had enough.”

“But I didn’t know what was going on and don’t know the rules!  She knew it, too.”

“Then it wasn’t your fault, was it?”

His logic was kind of twisted, but it did
 make sense now that I was calming down enough to start thinking properly again.  I was still embarrassed, but now a new thought started forming… I wondered what it would’ve been like if I was in her place, helpless to stop the veritable tidal wave of orgasms washing continuously through my body.

He must’ve noticed the change in my demeanor as the thought got my juices flowing, since he sat on the sofa and patted the cushion next to him.  I sat gingerly, and close enough that our thighs were touching since there was a huge wet spot on the next cushion where Jade had been.

Between my emotional turmoil, Jade’s musky scent, and the heat from his thigh touching mine, I found my body starting to react quite strongly.  For some strange reason I found my fear had also evaporated, and I was ready to ask some serious questions about all of this.

“So… umm… she actually enjoyed being helpless like that, right?”

“Most definitely,” he chuckled.

“Why?” I blurted.  “What’s so special about bondage and submission?”

“Well, it’s not the same for everyone, but the most common thing is being able to give up control to someone you can trust.  Jade knew you didn’t have any experience with any of this, yet she knew she could trust you.  If she got into any genuine distress, you would’ve helped her, right?”

“Of course!  As soon as I saw her predicament I rushed to help her.”

“She knew she wasn’t in any real danger so she freely gave herself over to the bondage and the heightened sensations it gave her.  To be quite honest, you probably made her day… or month with that impromptu little session.”

“Heightened sensations?”

“Someone who’s submissive can experience both physical sensations and mental or emotional feelings a lot stronger when the situation’s out of their control.  With someone like Jade, her orgasms are an order of magnitude stronger if she’s in bondage, compared to regular vanilla sex.”

I thought back to how I found myself practically dripping wet from just a ball gag and handcuffs, and knew I wanted to try it for real, although not to the extent Jade and the other girls here did.  Just thinking about it made my body react, and I knew what I had to do.

“Could you tie me up,” I meekly asked.  “Just a little, I mean, so I could find out for myself what it feels like.”

“Are you sure?” he asked, looking deep into my eyes.

“Yes,” I nodded before I could change my mind.

“Stand up,” he ordered, his demeanor changing in an instant.

I was on my feet before my mind even registered the command, and stood there with my eyes downcast.

“Do you trust me?” he asked.

“Yes, I don’t know why, but I think I do.”

“Remove your shirt and skirt.”

I hesitated for a moment as my heart began to race, but slowly reached for the first button and undid it with trembling fingers.  I found the second button was a little easier, and by the time I got to the last one I was a little steadier once again.

I quickly shrugged it off my shoulders and slipped out of my skirt before I could change my mind.  I didn’t feel as self-conscious as I should’ve been standing in front of someone I barely knew in only my bra and panties, and I couldn’t help but be amazed at the change.

“Turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

I did as he said and felt him wrap a piece of rope around my wrists.  Once, twice, three times it went around before he pushed the ends through the middle and cinched it tight.  I gave it an experimental twist and strain to see if I was really tied up and found absolutely no slack or give.

The next piece of rope went around my elbows, and he slowly pulled them together, giving me time to get used to it before pulling it a bit tighter.  He stopped well before they touched and I was grateful for that, since Jade looked to be under an incredible amount of strain with how close she had wanted me to bind hers.

He let me test my binds again once they were tied off, and I found my range of motion to be extremely limited.  It also made me push my chest out and I found my hard and sensitive nipples press even deeper into my bra.

The third rope went around my waist and was looped over itself in the middle of my stomach before being pulled downward and between my legs.  He pulled it taut with a quick jerk that bunched my panties into my crotch and into the crack of my ass.  It also rubbed against my clit and came close to making me cum by the time it was tied off to my wrist rope.

He grabbed my upper arm and steered me over to the lounge chair, helping me to sit and causing more interesting sensations as the rope moved up and down over my sensitive nub.  He reclined the chair back until I was practically lying horizontal and took off my shoes before tying my ankles to the foot rest.

I was now completely bound and at his mercy.

“How are you doing so far?” he asked.

“I think I’m ok,” I said after taking a moment to catch my breath.  “It’s strange and more than a little scary, but I think I like it.”

“I’m going to give you a little time to yourself so you can think about things and experience your first bondage without any outside pressure.  Is there anything you want before I leave to get Diane out of her mummification?”

“Well… how about a gag?”

“I don’t like leaving someone alone when they’re gagged, especially for their first time, but a ring gag should be safe enough.”

He went behind me to the table and said ‘open wide’ when he returned.  I did as he asked and was surprised to feel the ring pop behind my teeth and wedge my mouth extremely
 wide open.  It was close to my limit and even got a tiny bit worse when he pulled the strap tight to buckle it behind my head, but I thought I’d be able to handle it for at least a little while.

It’ll take me about fifteen or twenty minutes to cut Diane loose,” he said.  “Are you sure you’re ok like this?”

I nodded and heard him walk to the table and back again.

“There’s one more thing you might want to try.  Grunt three times if you think it’s too much.”

I had a brief moment of panic when he slipped the blindfold over my eyes and the world went completely dark, but it quickly passed and I leaned my head forward so he could tighten the strap.  He gently stroked my cheek before walking away with a promise to return as soon as he could.

That simple touch was electric and almost made me want to call him back, but I forced myself to remain silent since I really did want a few minutes to myself, and he’d be back soon enough anyway.  I waited until I heard the door close and then began struggling to see if I really was as inescapably bound as I thought.

I had a little more wiggle room than I’d originally thought, but the ropes remained in place without loosening up in the slightest.  The only thing that really moved was the rope running through my crotch, and that moved in a most
 interesting way as I twisted, bucked, and strained.

Without conscious thought my struggles changed from trying to escape to trying to get off.  I pulled back with my arms each time I bucked my hips, and the rope rubbing over my clit brought me right to the very edge of orgasm within a single minute.

Unfortunately, that was as far as it could take me, and no matter how hard I pulled and strained, I couldn’t get that last little bit I needed.  It was beyond frustrating, being so close without being able to get the relief my body was demanding, and I wore myself out trying.

I felt drool running out of my mouth and between my breasts, yet I was helpless to stop it as I lay there panting uncontrollably.  I almost felt like crying with how close I was to climax, and every time I thought I was rested enough I tried again but with the same lack of results.

I’d never been so horny in my entire life and I desperately wished I had a pair of those panties with a vibrator stuffing my pussy and running full blast.  I almost jumped out of the chair the next time I paused to rest and felt the brush of fingertips over my breasts.

“Are we enjoying ourselves?” Brandon asked.

I’d been so preoccupied I didn’t hear him return.  Completely lost in the moment, I nodded while spreading my knees wide and bucking my hips, hoping he’d get the message and give me what I was so desperate for.

He undid my bra and let my heaving chest fall free of the cups, the cooler room air causing my nipples to, unbelievably, harden even more, making me moan with an almost overload of sensation.

I felt his hot breath a split second before his lips wrapped around first one, and then the other nipple, sucking each one gently and flicking his tongue over the tip.  He went back and forth several times until I was almost delirious, before kissing his way down my stomach.

He tugged on the crotch rope a few times before I felt the strands part and pull away, and then he did the same thing with my panties.  I knew they were ruined but didn’t care in the least right now… all I wanted was his touch between my legs, and hopefully something more.  A lot
 more, if I had any say in the matter.

Starting at my left knee he kissed his way towards my cleft, but frustratingly skipped touching it as he simply continued kissing the inside of my right thigh down to the knee.  He worked his way back upwards again, but this time he stopped right where I needed him to, and with three simply swirls of his tongue over my clit I exploded into the orgasm I’d been trying for all night.

The pleasure was so intense he actually had to hold my thighs down in order to keep licking and sucking, yet he was good enough that he never lost contact with the target.  Wave after wave of almost electric ecstasy crashed through every fiber of my being, and rather than fading like the orgasms I’d experienced in the past, I kept climbing higher and higher into unknown territory.

It couldn’t last forever, although it sure seemed like it at the time, but eventually I started coming down from the peak, and was amazed to find that even the aftershock orgasms felt as strong as what I thought a regular orgasm should be like.

He gently stroked my pussy lips while I calmed down, the pleasure being just enough to amplify what was there, without being too harsh on my ultra-sensitive cunt.  He kept it up while I enjoyed the afterglow, and before I knew it, I found myself responding again.

I’d never had or even wanted more than one orgasm in a night before, but now that was all I could think about.  I began trying to hump his fingers, and he surprised me by extending a pair and sliding them inside me.

Now I had something to work with and I began pushing harder and faster against his steady hand, quickly working myself up towards another climax.  Before I could cum, though, he leaned forward and spoke.

“Would you like something a little more exciting than a pair of fingers in there?”

I couldn’t nod my agreement fast enough, and it seemed to take forever before I felt his weight on the chair and between my legs.  It was a bit of an awkward position with my arms still trapped behind me, but he worked his way up until I felt the shaft of his hard prick touch me.

He guided himself inside slowly, shifting his weight slightly until he was where he needed to be.  He pulled out almost all the way and then plunged back in to the hilt in a single hard thrust that made me arch my back and scream with my out of control lust.

It only took him about a dozen strokes before I started cumming again just as hard as before, and maybe even harder since his weight on my body made me even more immobile and vulnerable feeling.  Even with the gag making speech impossible I screamed and moaned and tried to beg him to fuck me harder.

I must’ve got the point across since he began pounding harder than anyone I’d ever felt before, and once again my orgasm brought me to a higher plateau.  It was absolutely amazing to be kept cumming for so long, and I thought my heart might burst from the strain.

I finally started to come down after what seemed like ages, but then I felt him cum inside me and that wonderful feeling was enough to make me peak one final time.  He collapsed on top of me when his seed was spent, making it a little difficult to breath after my massive exertions, but I didn’t care; I think I was in love.

He only lay there a moment before he lifted himself up and reached behind my head to remove the gag and blindfold.  He stared into my eyes for several seconds before leaning down and giving me a long, deep kiss that almost made me melt into the chair.

We kissed for a few minutes, but then he crawled off and raised the chair back to its original position so he could start untying me.  It was almost disappointing to be let loose, but then I began to realize how sore my arms were after being trapped in such an uncomfortable position for so long.

Once all the ropes were gone he had me stand just long enough for him to take my place and then he pulled me into his lap so he could massage the kinks out of my shoulders.  I thought I was in heaven, and he even grabbed my champagne glass and fed me small sips in between ones he took himself.  I could’ve stayed like this forever, but all good things must come to an end eventually.

“So how was it?” he asked, although I’m pretty sure he already knew the answer.

“Abso-fucking-lutely amazing,” I purred.  “I’ve never felt anything like that before… I didn’t even know it was possible.”

“That’s just the beginning,” he scoffed.  “If you want to find out what this lifestyle is really like, I can show you things beyond your wildest dreams.  Would you like that?”

“Yes,” I replied, spinning around so I was facing him.  “Yes I would… Master.”

As we began kissing again, I wondered what else he’d teach me.  Whatever it was I could hardly wait.

###



Su
bmissive: Trained


Th
e New Submissive

I awoke with a start.  I always did when I found myself in a strange bed and my sleep-fogged mind hadn’t managed to catch up with current events.  It wasn’t the warm body spooning me from behind that tipped me off where I was, but the padded leather cuffs I wore on my wrists.

I moved slowly so as not to wake him up and took stock of my current situation.  Yes, I could feel a pair of identical cuffs on my ankles, and the ball gag I’d gone to bed with was hanging around my neck. (He said it was too dangerous to sleep with it in its proper place, especially for a bondage novice like myself.)

The bed I was lying in was in an upstairs apartment in the Argentum Seges
 Fetish BDSM Club, and the warm body next to me was Master Brandon, one of the owners of the club.  I was here after my curiosity about submission led me to my first real bondage experience.

I was a little tired and my muscles felt a little stiff and sore after being restrained in several unfamiliar poses last night, but overall I felt great.  Never in my life had I imagined sex could be so good, and not only were the orgasms more intense, but for the first time I got to enjoy multiple orgasms.

I could get used to that in a hurry.

There was enough light in the room I was able to slip out of bed and into the bathroom without waking him.  I took an extra-long shower after removing my restraints and taking care of business, and felt much more alert by the time I was finished.  I only wish I knew where my clothes were.

There was a bathrobe hanging behind the door and that’d have to do for now.  I wrapped it tight around me and headed into the apartment to see if there might be any fixings for coffee in the kitchen I vaguely remembered seeing on our way to his bedroom last night.

I was so careful to not make any noise that I didn’t realize I wasn’t alone until I turned and saw I was the center of attention for two half-naked girls and a guy covered head to toe in shiny black latex.  I froze like a deer caught in headlights for a moment, but relaxed a bit when one of them smiled and beckoned for me to come join them.

“Good morning,” the first said, standing to shake my hand.  “I’m Jill, and this is Sherri and Gary.  We live here with the other owners, although most of them don’t stay here too often anymore.  It’s usually just us, Brandon, and Jerry.”

“I’m Lori.  Pleased to meet you all,” I replied, pulling the sash of my robe a little tighter before shaking their hands as well.

“It looked like you were trying to not wake up Brandon when you came out, so I’m guessing he’s sleeping in like usual.  Would you like some coffee or something while you wait for your clothes?”

“My clothes?” I asked in confusion.

“Gary found them and ran them through the laundry, although if you had any panties they’re still out there somewhere.”

Brandon had cut my panties off last night before giving me my first bondage orgasm in the back room of the club downstairs, but I kept that information to myself.

“Oh,” I replied sheepishly.  “Umm, thanks I guess, and yes, I’d love some coffee.”

Gary hobbled over to the coffee machine and got me a cup while I sat and tried to regain my composure.  The girls made some small talk amongst themselves while I sipped my coffee, although it was pretty obvious they were curious about me and were just giving me some time to get used to the awkward situation.

Gary went to check on my clothes after refilling my mug, and I found I didn’t feel as self-conscious with him gone.  I decided to join in on the conversation before they started thinking I was stuck-up or something.

“So you two are part owners here as well?” I asked.

“Yup,” Sherri nodded.  “We’re two of the original founders, along with Master Laste and Mistress Lilith.  Masters Brandon and Jerry bought in when those two stepped back a little bit so they could enjoy their respective family lives.”

“It must’ve been Master Laste who gave me the executive pass to your club.  He was buying diapers in a grocery store, and was having trouble figuring out what he needed.”

“That sounds like him,” she agreed with a chuckle.  “He just had his first baby and is fairly clueless about the whole thing.”

“Ah, now I remember you,” Jill said.  “You’re the one who was accosted by that creep last month.”

“You remember that?”

“Things like that rarely happen around here, so it’s a fairly memorable event.”

“I was pretty freaked out at the time, but it sort of opened my eyes a little about your kind of … umm… lifestyle, and that’s what led to me coming back last night.”

“Curiosity never killed any cats inside these walls, although I must admit a few have been skinned a little,” she said with a sideways smirk that made me laugh.

“If you’re still here this morning, it must mean Master Brandon helped you with some of your questions,” Sherri said.  “If you don’t mind me asking, did you get the answers you were looking for?”

“Partially,” I replied.  “There’s still a lot I don’t know about all of this, but I’m looking forward to finding out.”

“Good for you.  If there’s anything you want to find out from someone less sinister than the big bad Dominants around here, I’m usually around.”

“Thanks, I may take you up on that later.”

“One of the other subs will be here soon with some breakfast, and there’s always plenty to go around.  Should I have Gary set a place for you?”

Gary returned with my clothes before I could politely decline, giving me the perfect excuse to step away for a few minutes.  I felt better once I was back in my own clothes, although wearing the miniskirt with no panties gave me a bit of a turn.

I decided to go home so I could think without any distractions, although I had to promise to come back later before they let me leave.  I was glad I took a cab, since my mind was still awhirl, and I probably would’ve crashed my car if I had to drive.

I flopped down on the couch as soon as I got home, wanting to think things through, but my exhausted body had other plans.  I was asleep within minutes, dreaming erotic dreams involving leather and ropes.

***

I was still nervous, even though I was heading to the club for the third time and knew what to expect.  I guess it’s because I knew enough to get me in trouble, but not enough of what the trouble would be.

This strange lifestyle I was skirting the edges of was a lot bigger than a few ropes, a ball gag, and amazing sex… it would get a lot
 harder if I stuck with it, but my curiosity wouldn’t let me quit now.  Technically speaking, I’d already continued on my journey from the moment I called him from my apartment to let him know I was coming again.

I didn’t have to agonize about what to wear or worry about a cab, since they took care of it all for me.  Not only did he send Gary to pick me up in his limo, but he brought the clothes and accessories Brandon wanted me to wear tonight.

It was a deceptively simple outfit consisting of a knee-length dress, two gold bracelets with matching necklace, and a pair of fancy stilettoes.  It looked normal enough that I could walk into any public place and not feel self-conscious, but anyone in the lifestyle would know what it really was; a submissives outfit.

The dress had ties above the shoulders, and no sleeves so it could be easily removed if the person wearing it had their arms restrained.  The bracelets and collar were lined on the inside to prevent chafing, and the decorative bangles dangling from them were actually strong D-rings.

Even the shoes were deceptive since they wound up above the ankles for support, had built in D-rings, and the buckle automatically locked in place once it was shut.  He hadn’t included any underwear in the package so after careful consideration I didn’t wear any of my own.

I felt wanton going out this way, but also excited since there was a perverse sort of freedom in letting him take control.  It felt like the longest car ride I’d ever taken in my life, but we eventually arrived and drove directly into the back of the club, which was basically an oversized warehouse.

He guided me to the club’s office where I’d had my first bondage experience last night, and told me to wait there for Master Brandon.  I hoped I wouldn’t have to wait long, but at the same time I was glad to get a few minutes to compose myself.  My heart started racing the moment the club was in sight.

With conflicting emotions, I gingerly sat in the recliner where I was bound last night.  It was probably my imagination since the leather was recently cleaned, but I could swear I still smelled the musk of last night’s overwhelming passion in it.

My breathing deepened when I closed my eyes and thought about what’d happened here, and I felt my heat starting to rise.  My hands unconsciously went to my breasts and a slight moan escaped my lips.

“Enjoying yourself already, are you?” Brandon asked, sounding amused.

I jumped up, surprised that I hadn’t heard him enter the room and stammered an apology.  “I’m sorry… I don’t know what came over me.”

“Don’t be sorry,” he chided.  “This isn’t something evil or forbidden.  It may be considered taboo in many circles, but that doesn’t mean it’s unnatural.”

“I know so little about this.  I’m not sure what I should be feeling or how I should act… I feel small, if that makes any sense to you.”

“I think I know what you mean, since I’ve seen it before.  The big question, though, is do you really want to find out what those feelings mean?”

“More than anything,” I admitted.

“What I can do is show you a little bit of everything so you can see what you like and we can discover your limits.  There are far more facets to this lifestyle than you could imagine.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, the generic term for the many kinks that are part of the BDSM lifestyle is paraphilia
.  It basically covers any sexual fetish considered to violate the mores of society at large.  Some are rather extreme, and some are fairly disgusting, but one never knows how they’ll make you feel if you don’t even know they exist.”

“Define extreme or disgusting.”

“Well, some people get off on giving or receiving pain.  Sadism and masochism are the respective terms, but even that’s not black or white.  Even someone who isn’t a pain slut can still find a scene amplified by a little corporal punishment.”

I thought back to the girl I saw on stage that’d had an orgasm from being whipped by a riding crop and nodded.

“Others get excited by being humiliated, sometimes in extreme ways like being treated as a human toilet.”

“Eww,” I replied, wrinkling my nose in disgust.

“I feel the same way about that, but you may find the gentler forms of humiliation to be highly erotic.  Being forced to do something you’d never willingly do on your own pushes the boundaries and takes you places you didn’t even know existed.”

I remembered how I got turned on after being accosted by that asshole on my first night here, even while blushing furiously.  I nodded again and he continued.

“Would you like to see or experience some of the more common things that routinely go on here?”

“I think I have to, even if it’s just to find out why I feel the way I do about it, but I’m scared.”

“Don’t be.  If you want to try it for real, then it doesn’t matter how severely you’re restrained, you can always call for a stop and it’ll be instantly honored.  We use what’s called a ‘safe word’ or ‘safe sound’, and it lets the Dominant know that either there’s a problem or that a line’s been crossed.  If you say SOS or grunt it out in Morse code, the scene ends.”

“So even though I’d be submissive, I still have the power to end things?”

“Yup, although it’s not a good idea to end things on a whim,” he said, looking serious.  “Think of your safe word as a fire alarm.  You pull it in case of emergency, but otherwise you leave it alone and trust that your Master won’t do you any real harm.”

What he said made sense to me, and I felt a lot better about submitting to him for real.  I only hoped he’d take things slow so I wouldn’t have to use the safe word and maybe ruin my chances of finding out what my limits really were.

“Would you please show me what you mean and give me some basic slave training?”

“Most of us use ‘submissive’ rather than ‘slave’ since it comes with some darker connotations, but yes, I’d be delighted to train you.”

“Thank you.”

“Thank you what?” he sternly said.

“Thank you, Master,” I quickly corrected myself.

“Good.  You’re learning fast.  Get in the habit of addressing me as either Master or Sir, and do the same for any other Master or Mistress you meet.  Errors are always punished.”

My knees went a little weak at his pronouncement, but I recovered quickly and nodded my understanding.

“Normally submissives are not allowed to speak without permission, but we’ll dispense with that for tonight since you may need to ask a lot of questions.  Just try to control your tongue around the other tops and be as polite as possible.”

My heart skipped a beat when he mentioned ‘other tops’.  I assumed I’d be getting my training in private, but by submitting to Brandon… Master Brandon, it wasn’t my decision to make.  I took a deep breath and knelt before him.

“I’m ready to begin, Master.”

A faint smile crossed his lips as he nodded.  For better or worse, my training was about to begin.


Ba
sic Training

“Stand, turn around, and put your hands behind your back,” he ordered.

I quickly did as he said, although I was trembling slightly.  I heard the click of a padlock and almost said something when I found my arms trapped behind my back, but I bit my tongue in time.  After all, it wasn’t really unexpected.

He stepped away for a moment and got something from the desk drawer.  I heard the jingle of a chain a moment before he locked it to the D-rings on my shoes, and glancing down I saw it was about a foot and a half long.  I was hobbled.

“Turn and follow me,” he said.

We paused at the doorway where he took a short leash off the wall and clipped it to the front of my collar necklace before leading me out into the club.  I froze for a moment, but he got me moving again with a brief tug on the leash.  I could feel my face turning red when I saw the eyes of every stranger we passed staring at me.

He led me to the side of the stage where he picked up his riding crop, a gag, and a few other things I didn’t see since he stuffed them in his pockets before I could get a good look.  He gave me a light tap on the ass to get me moving again, and steered me towards the bar with more taps of the crop on the sides of one butt cheek or the other.

We shared a quick drink at the bar, and it felt incredibly strange to be fed sips of champagne while unable to do it for myself.  I think he was trying to make a point about how helpless I was with even the simplest of restraints, and I began to understand.

He was in control, not me.

As soon as the glass was empty he led me out to the dance floor where I struggled to dance in a way that didn’t look too stupid.  I was normally a pretty good dancer, but there wasn’t a lot I could do with my arms trapped and my feet hobbled.  I was still the center of attention and my embarrassment continued to rise, but luckily we only danced the one song.

He pulled me by the leash to the elevator, giving my ass another swat when I was a little slow to enter it.  The ride was too short since we were only going up a single floor, and I wanted a minute to compose myself, but what I saw when the doors opened made my eyes go wide.

Based on what I was seeing, I wouldn’t have to worry about being the center of attention up here in the private members section.

I thought walking in hobbled stilettoes was difficult, but that was nothing compared to what the waitress walking by had to endure.  Her hobble chain was less than six inches long, and her thigh-high ballet boots must’ve had an eight-inch heel on them!

Her balance was further impeded by the strict and high posture collar that kept her from looking down, and with her arms trapped behind her back in a tight armbinder, she’d be unable to do anything to stop herself from falling if she stumbled.

Her outfit was so severe that the only reason I knew she was working as a waitress was the tray full of drinks in front of her being held up by two straps running to her shoulders from the front, and clipped to her corset at the back.  I stood there in absolute shock for at least a minute while she slowly walked by.

“Let’s get a table,” he said once our way was clear.

That was easier said than done since it seemed everyone in the place wanted to say hello to him, and I had no choice but to follow behind as he went from one group of people to the next.  Everyone he talked to was obviously a Dominant, and while he introduced me to many of them, not a single one said a word to me, and many didn’t even glance my way.

I felt like luggage being towed behind a traveller at an airport.

When Mistress Jill stepped on stage to begin a show, he finally guided me to a half-round booth and helped me sit down and scoot into the middle.  The booth was obviously designed for restrained submissives, since the spot I was sitting in had a recessed area for my bound arms, and some sort of snap hook clipped around my hobble chain the moment I pulled my feet back.

I felt a fresh surge of panic when I realized I’d be unable to leave the booth now, but he gave me a kiss that turned my limbs to jelly and calmed me down before my panic manifested visibly.  He took a glass of champagne for himself from the waitress who rushed (comparatively speaking) over to serve us, and I got a bottle of water with a long straw.

“Greetings and salutations, my friends,” Mistress Jill boomed out from the stage.  “In addition to our regularly scheduled entertainment, we are pleased to host a contest with Mistress Grey and myself for you tonight.”

An imposing middle aged lady walked out on stage to join her, followed by two naked and obviously submissive girls.  I was shocked to see full nudity in a public venue, but I guess the regular rules didn’t apply here.

“Claire’s two new servants have learned most
 of their lessons well, yet are causing her no end of grief with the attitude they have towards each other.  They both consider themselves superior, and rather than working together in harmony to please their Mistress, they each try to sabotage or discredit the other.”

A chorus of boos and jeers echoed from the crowd, and Mistress Jill let it go on for a minute while the two submissives looked more ashamed by the second.

“Since they’re so competitive, we came up with a little contest that’ll let them settle things once and for all, and of course, give them the punishment they so richly deserve for causing Claire such grief and embarrassment.”

One of the girls shot the other a dirty look, causing the other to break her submissive posture as well.  Moving so fast that it seemed like a single blow, Mistress Grey lashed out with her riding crop and struck both girls on the tip of their breasts.  Their gasps of pain were like stereo sound, and their flinching yet quick recovery made them look almost like mirror images.

Even from here I could see the red mark slowly appear around each nipple that was struck, and I winced inside in sympathy for the poor girls.  Once they were both back in their ‘resting attention’ position, Mistress Grey spoke.

“This is mostly my show, but Jill will be assisting with the second girl so the contest is fair, and suggestions from the audience will be accommodated if it fits in with my plans.  On the odd chance anyone wants to make a little wager on the outcome…”

Almost everyone, including my new Master, chuckled at that.

“The wench on the left is Constance, and the other girl is Mel.  They’re fairly equal in most areas, but I’m sure the odds will change through the night.”

“Did I miss something funny?” I whispered.

“Most of us are easily bored, and betting on a contest like this is considered high entertainment,” he mumbled while working away on a tablet.

I glanced at his screen and was shocked to see him enter a hundred grand opening wager on Mel.  At first I thought he must have some inside information if he was willing to bet so heavily, but then the large screens on the side wall lit up with everyone’s current wagers, and I saw the amount he bid was nothing special.  These people were all loony… and stinking rich.

He propped the tablet up on the table after he finished betting and scooted a little closer so he could wrap an arm around me.  I started to panic a little when his hand slipped through the sleeve opening and he began rubbing and squeezing my nipple.

“Please don’t, someone might see and…”

“Shh,” he interrupted, leaning forward and giving me a deep kiss.  “You’re safe here, and nobody would even blink twice if I threw you over the table and screwed your brains out.”

I found that a little hard to believe, but his simple, discrete grope didn’t seem to be drawing any attention so I let it go for now.  In fact, I soon began to wish he’d give my other breast the same kind of attention.

While I’d been distracted, the two girls on stage had been restrained with their arms high above them and their legs spread wide.  They weren’t gagged, but they both wore blindfolds so they wouldn’t know what was coming.

I tried to imagine what it’d be like to be on stage in their place but failed utterly.  It was bad enough being paraded around in public like I’d been, and now fondled, but being bound naked under the spotlight was completely beyond me.

Once the girls were completely taut, the show began with a ‘warm-up’ from the two Mistresses, as each grabbed a pair of floggers and began working the girls over from their chest down to their thighs and then back up again.  Their strikes seemed to be falling in unison with each other, and their choreography was just as impressive as a top Vegas dance troupe.

Brandon’s other hand found its way under my dress and now both breasts were getting mauled.  Since the lighting in our booth was low and everyone’s attention was focused on the show, I didn’t say a word, although a low moan did get past my lips.

It wasn’t long before the two girls were a uniform red from the top of their tits and almost to their knees and the Mistresses walked behind them to work on the rest of their bodies.  I assumed it’d be easier on the girls now that their tits weren’t being tortured, but no such luck was coming their way.

Every time their blows worked past the groin, I could clearly see the strands of the flogger wrap between their legs to strike squarely on their exposed pussies.  I winced in sympathy each time it happened, but my body had a different reaction; I was getting so turned on, my juices were actually running out of me and creating a wet spot on the bench.

A random thought passed through my mind that if my reaction was common, then these people probably had to buy disinfectant cleaner in bulk.

Master Brandon pulled the second hand away and fished something out of his pocket before sliding it back under my dress.  Leaning even closer over me, I felt something cold touch my right breast.

“Take a deep breath, hold it a moment, and then let it out slowly,” he advised me.

I did as he said, and just as my lungs were empty I felt a searing pain bite down on my nipple.  It’s a good thing my lungs were empty, or I would’ve shrieked.  It didn’t take long for the pain to recede to a tolerable level, and once he saw I was coping with it ok, he repeated the process for my other nipple.

It wasn’t as bad the second time now that I knew what was coming, and it almost seemed to send an electric shock straight down to my clit.  If my hands were free and we weren’t out in public,  I’d be willing to bet I could make myself cum in a matter of seconds.

He pulled both hands out and reached down from the neck to pull a thin chain out, and I could really feel the pull on my nipples by the time he had it taut in front of me.  He pulled and jiggled it a few times before pulling it through the ring on my collar and tying it off.

Now that his hands were free, I felt him slide the hem of my dress up so he could stroke my thigh.  I closed my eyes and moaned, enjoying the attention immensely until reality kick in and I remembered where we were.

“Please Master,” I quietly begged.  “Not here… not now… I’m so hot you’ll make me cum and we’re in the middle of a crowd.”

“It’s my decision when and where you cum, not yours,” he sternly said.  “Of course, you could always use your safe word and go home if you think you’ve reached the limits of what you can learn.”

I was torn.  As much as I didn’t want to be embarrassed in public, I didn’t want my training to end before it’d barely begun.  I gritted my teeth, took slow, deep breaths, and tried to get my body to behave itself.

My will was just starting to win the battle when his hand slid over my pussy and a finger pushed past my sensitive lips.  It was almost enough to send me over the edge, but I fought it back (barely) and tried to distract myself by concentrating on the stage.

That might’ve been a mistake, since each girl was in the process of having a large dildo being shoved up their cunts, and they were ordered to hold it in place during their next punishment or they’d get twenty strokes from the cane.  I felt a second finger join the first as he began to slowly finger fuck me.

“Please Master… I’m too close and can’t hold it back much longer.”

“Do I need to gag you?” he asked, sounding somehow stern and amused at the same time.

A gag might come in handy if he didn’t stop, but I didn’t want to lose my ability to speak and maybe convince him to stop before it was too late, so I shook my head no.  His fingers resumed their gentle probing, and it took all my concentration to keep the fire in my loins under control.

The only saving grace was he didn’t turn his attention my clit.  I think I would’ve popped in an instant if he did that, and I almost thanked him for the small favor, but kept my mouth shut in case it gave him any ideas.  I may’ve been a newbie, but I wasn’t an idiot.

His teasing fingers were bad enough… or good enough, depending on your point of view, and he kept me right on the brink of orgasm for what seemed like ages, and all I could do was sit there and submit to his ministrations, knowing he could embarrass me at any moment.

The girls were being spanked now, and with the way both their legs were shaking I could only imagine how hard they were working to keep the dildos from dropping to the floor.  I wondered if they were having such a problem because of the spanking, or if the toys were actually vibrators.

Either way, Mel messed up and let it slide out.  The show ground to a halt while Mistress Jill went and got a cane to deliver the promised twenty blows, and seeing what the deceptively wimpy little stick could do, vowed to myself to never do anything to earn a similar fate.

The first few blows made her grunt, but by the time Mistress Jill was only halfway through, those suppressed grunts became howls and shrieks as the pain built up.  Constance was thoroughly enjoying Mel’s punishment and let loose with an audible snicker, but that turned out to be a huge mistake since the lapse of concentration was just enough to cause her to lose her own toy.

Mistress Grey’s punishment came hard and swift, either out of anger, or maybe just in order to catch up to Mel’s count.  Either way, it turned out to be too much for her and she cried for mercy.  Mel received all twenty of her strokes without breaking, giving her the win.

While the crowd was cheering or jeering, depending on where they placed their bets, he started rubbing my clit with his thumb.  It was like pouring gasoline on an already huge bonfire, and I felt my orgasm rush to the surface and erupt.

I practically exploded with a passion that took my breath away, which was a good thing since it meant I didn’t scream out in ecstasy.  Wave after wave pulsed outwards from my groin and through my entire body, causing me to shake uncontrollably and pull against my restraints.

I’m not sure how long I sat there bucking in my seat while the fires raged, but Mel was already released by the time I could see straight again, and Constance was being tied down over a sawhorse.  Master Brandon slowed his fingers as I wound down, and when he pulled his hand away I saw the whole thing was glistening with my juices.

I quickly scanned the room to see if anyone was watching us, but it looked like nobody noticed.  I guzzled half of my water while trying to calm down, while Master Brandon simply stared at me.

“Embarrassment sometimes amplifies emotions or sensations, especially in unfamiliar territory,” he finally said.  “Do you concur?”

“Yes Master,” I nodded, knowing he was right.

As if to drive home the point, he held his hand up to my lips and ordered me to lick it clean.  I was stunned into immobility for several seconds before a stony look crossed his face and I took a tentative swipe with my tongue.  I’d never even considered tasting myself before, and hadn’t experimented in college like a lot of my friends did, but it wasn’t unpleasant like I thought it’d be.

It was embarrassing as hell, yet I found it strangely erotic and kept going until his hand was clean and he allowed me to stop.  He flashed me an approving smile and tasted my juices second hand by probing my mouth with his tongue.  I was just getting into it when he pulled back and stuck the gag in my mouth.

“Let’s keep that taste where it’ll do some good and remind you of what just happened for a while longer,” he said while buckling the strap tight behind my head.

I heard the snick of a lock and knew he was completely serious about it.  I had a feeling I’d be wearing the gag for the rest of the night, and although the ball wedged behind my teeth had a strong rubber taste to it, my juices had completely coated my tongue and were quite noticeable.

He studied me a moment to make sure I wasn’t going to freak out or anything, and then released my ankles from the bench so I could get up.  Once I was standing he untied the nipple clamp chain from my collar, but rather than removing it like I thought, he attached it to the ball gag straps with a pair of twist ties, forcing me to either keep my head down or yank my nipples quite painfully.

Now I couldn’t raise my head or even turn it without causing what felt like a world class tittie-twister, and I was amazed at how restrictive even the smallest things could be when used by someone experienced in such things.  As he carefully guided me through the crowd towards his apartment, I wondered what other surprises he had in store.


Pu
nishment and Reward

As soon as the door closed behind us, he reached over and tugged the shoulder ties on my dress, pulling them free and letting the dress slide to the floor.  Despite having just cum a few minutes ago, I was still extremely horny and hoped now that we were alone we’d be getting down to some serious sex.  I stepped out of my dress and rubbed against him as best I could with my arms still trapped and my nipples clamped.

He chuckled as he untied the chain from my gag.  “These are called clover clamps, and the harder you pull, the stronger they bite down,” he said, giving me a practical demonstration by pulling on the chain until I was standing on tiptoes.

“They also hurt even more coming off than they do going on, so brace yourself.”

I thought he was exaggerating until the moment he pulled them off and the pain caused me to bite hard on the gag.  He began massaging my poor nipples which made them hurt even more, but only for a few moments, and then the pain began to fade and pleasure took its place.

Once I was back to normal he had me sit so he could remove the boots which was another source of great relief, especially since he spent a few minutes giving my calves a nice massage.  I was just getting used to his pampering when he told me to get up and use the bathroom if I needed to, since it’d be my last chance for quite some time.

I really did need to pee quite badly now that he mentioned it, and I rushed into the bathroom and sat, not thinking about how I’d wipe with my hands still tied.  Once again he was way ahead of me, and I found the toilet had a bidet seat with the controls in range of my foot.

As I finished my business, I shook my head at the things he had available that made life possible for a helplessly bound sub.  He was sitting on the edge of his bed when I walked out, and at a gesture from him, I walked over and sat on his lap.

He licked my lips in a circle around the ball gag, which I guess was as close to a kiss as we could get while the thing was keeping my mouth held wide.  I found it strange at first, but decided I kind of liked it… it was highly erotic to be kissed that way while unable to do anything about it.

He was smiling when he broke away, but quickly pulled me over his lap in a single deft movement until his knees were pressing into my stomach.  With one hand holding my hands up and away from my body, he used the other to caress my ass.

“Remember what I said out there about being the one who decides if, when, and where you are allowed to cum?”

I tried to say yes but the word wasn’t even recognizable to me, so I settled for nodding my head.

“Well, I don’t remember giving you permission to cum, yet it looked like you had one hell of a powerful orgasm out there.  That’s simply not acceptable.”

Once again I automatically tried to speak and complain that I had no choice in the matter, since it was his magic fingers that pushed my button both figuratively and literally.

“It’s especially important in the early stages of training that errors like that are not allowed to go unpunished.”

He punctuated his sentence with a pair of hard slaps to my ass, causing me to jerk and squeal more in surprise than in actual pain.  He rubbed each cheek a few times and then stuck each again, alternating between caressing and spanking until the pain had built up to a level where I was struggling for real.

He held me over his knees until I calmed down enough to stop my futile escape attempts, and then slipped a hand between my legs and right into my pussy.  I was so wet, his fingers made a slurping sound as he pumped them in and out.

“For future reference, the sub almost never gets to cum before her Master, and I suggest you keep that firmly in mind if you want to avoid future punishments.”

He knew very well what he was doing to me, and I knew that he knew.  It was a game, but one with the odds skewed heavily in his favor.  I could always use my safe word, but that would end the night and maybe the whole relationship… I wasn’t willing to risk it, even though I’d probably be earning a second round of punishment in under a minute from now.

I was so horny I thought I might burst from containing the pressure that only got stronger with each stroke of his fingers, but I held on until he stopped his exquisite torment and helped me back into a sitting position.

“Good girl,” he said.  “You learn fast, and just as failure is punished, success is rewarded.  Sit down in the middle of the bed.”

It was easier said than done with my arms still trapped, but I got to where he wanted me so he could tie my ankles to the lower bedposts.  He finally released my arms once my legs were secure, and gave me a few minutes to get the circulation flowing properly again before tying them off the top corners.

He spent a few minutes adjusting the ropes until I was in a spread eagle that was tight, but not uncomfortably so, and finished off by placing a pillow underneath the small of my back.  With how slowly he prepared me and stripped off his clothes, it was far too long before he was naked and crawling into bed to join me, and I found I could barely contain myself.

His touch made my body vibrate like a guitar string and I hoped he was well rested, since even though I wasn’t able to control what we’d be doing, I was bound (pun not intended) and determined that neither of us would be getting much sleep tonight.

Apparently his own lust was a match for my own, since he penetrated me with almost no further delays and began fucking me hard and fast, just like I’d hoped.  I could feel the ropes pulling harshly on my limbs with each powerful thrust, yet it didn’t hurt… it felt exceedingly erotic and seemed to amplify my desire tenfold.

I could actually feel the muscles inside my pussy twitching and contracting around his prick with the effort I was expending in order not to cum, and I prayed it helped get him off before I lost my mind.  I was getting delirious and even started babbling nonsense that wouldn’t have been comprehensible even without the gag.  Just before I lost it completely, I finally heard the words I’d been so desperate to hear.

“Cum for me now,” he roared.

I didn’t need to be told twice, and I don’t think he even finished his sentence before the dam burst and I exploded into the most glorious orgasm of my life.  It was pure, white hot, unadulterated ecstasy, and it consumed me completely.

It was so intense I almost missed it when he started cumming himself, yet each spurt seemed to add another layer of pleasure into an already intense situation.  It felt like my whole body was one massive erogenous zone, and even the lightest touch was like lightning on my already overloaded nerves.

I couldn’t see beyond the stars filling my eyes, couldn’t breathe from the passion overflowing my body, and couldn’t even think past the pleasure he was giving me.  Just before he finished I tensed up so hard I actually lifted myself partly off the bed by pulling on the ropes, but only for a second or two before I collapsed, completely spent.

It looked like my plan of going at it all night was shot, but I no longer cared since I’d just had a lifetimes worth of orgasms piled on me all at once.  Spent as well, my new Master lay on top of me with his weight barely supported by his elbows, and his breathing in sync with my own.

He gently removed my gag once he recovered and rolled off me, locking his lips on mine the moment they were free.  My jaw was quite stiff by now, but I returned his kiss with fervor, enjoying the extra attention while reveling in my afterglow.

He was smiling when we finally broke free, and spent a minute looking deep into my eyes before finally speaking.

“You’re an amazing person,” he said, a tinge of awe in his voice.  “You’re not only the best lover I’ve ever had, but you’re a natural submissive who’s mastered months’ worth of training in a single night.”

“Thank you, Master,” I replied, feeling giddy with his praise.

“I think I love you and might have to keep you tied up forever to keep you from getting away from me.”

“Who says I want to get away?” I laughed.

“I don’t want to rush you any more than I already have,” he said, turning serious.  “I think we might have something very special blooming here, and I don’t want to ruin it.”

As if to underscore his words, he began untying me.  I almost asked him to stop but refrained at the last moment since I realized if I was serious about being submissive to him, it wasn’t my choice.  Plus my bladder had taken a pounding and I really needed to pee again.

“So I really did ok?” I asked after returning from the bathroom.

“Better than ok,” he confirmed, giving me a massive hug.  “You handled all sorts of strange, uncomfortable, and embarrassing situations without complaint, and I’ve never seen anyone learn to obey so fast and so well.  There’s a lot more you’d need to learn, but I’d be honored to claim you as my own and teach you everything I can if you’re up to it.”

A mere month ago I would’ve laughed at his offer of training me to be a slave and I might’ve even given him a swift kick to the nuts, but tonight it seemed like the most natural thing in the world.  I knew it wouldn’t be all roses and sex, and some of it might even be fairly unpleasant at times, but there was only one possible answer.

“Yes please, Master.”

###



Su
bmissive: Claimed


My
 New Master

I was completely content for the first time in ages.  I had an amazing new lover, a wonderful job working for him, and an entire wardrobe full of brand new, custom made outfits.  Some might say that I had the short end of the stick, since most of my wardrobe consisted of restraints, and I had to call Brandon ‘Master’, but I disagree.

Being known around the club as Lori the new submissive suited me to the core, even though I was barely trained and made at least a dozen punishable errors each day.  I didn’t care in the least, since even the punishments he came up with were new and exciting to me.

Some seemed harsh or cruel at the time, but the night usually ended with a mind-blowing orgasm (or several), so it was well worth it.  My only regret was I hadn’t found my Master… and bondage, a lot sooner.

Yes, life was good, even though I was currently being tightly bound in one of my Master’s devilish new creations for my shift as a display model in the fetish shop attached to the BDSM club.  I never thought standing, lying, or hanging around could be so taxing, until I did it his
 way, and today’s display looked especially restrictive.

Like every day since he claimed me for his own, my outfit started with a corset.  Unlike the other days, though, he brought Sherri in to help get me suited up since it was time for me to try wearing a heavy custom leather one, and lacing it up properly would be a real chore.

Master Brandon was also a master when it came to leather work, and even though I was nervous about how restrictive it would be, I was also excited to be able to wear his latest creation.  With my feet anchored to the floor and my hands cuffed high above me, he held it in position on my chest while Sherri started on the laces.

Even with the laces loose, I started noticing the difference in the new corset as soon as the front busks were done up.  Unlike the silk or latex corsets he trained me on, this one had some heavy boning in it that forced my backbone into a straight line, and pushed my C-cup breasts up until they almost overflowed out the top.

I could only take shallow breaths by the time Sherri tied off the laces, but it was nowhere near as bad as I thought it’d be.  Of course, that was only the beginning of what I’d be wearing today.

I’d been proud of myself for not blushing furiously when Sherri had both seen and touched my naked breasts this morning, but that ended when Master Brandon unceremoniously pulled my panties down to my ankles.  My startled squawk was immediately cut off by a ball gag being thrust into my mouth before I could utter a single syllable of the complaint he knew I’d try to voice.

I would’ve willingly opened my mouth to accept the gag if he ordered me to, but I guess it was another lesson he wanted me to learn… or maybe it was just more fun for him that way.  Either way, it was quickly buckled tight and locked in place.

That job done, he freed one ankle at a time so he could remove my panties and put on the ones I’d be wearing for work today.  Even without being able to see what he was doing, I knew which ones he’d selected since the tight, heavy rubber could only mean one thing; one or both of my holes were about to be filled.  Yes, I blushed even more.

Sure enough, I felt his hand go between my legs and brush over my clit a few times before a pair of fingers slid inside.  There was almost no resistance since I’d been dripping wet from the moment we’d started.

My backdoor was another story, but with gentle caresses and a lot of lube, he soon had a pair of fingers working their way inside, preparing me for the butt plug I’d have to deal with today.  It didn’t seem like it was one of the bigger ones, but I had a hard time relaxing with Sherri in the room, which made it a lot more difficult than it should’ve been.

On the other hand, the vibrator he’d chosen slid home with almost no effort, despite it being fat enough to stretch my pussy a fair amount.  They worked in unison to get the panties in place, forcing the two intruders a little deeper inside me, making me groan from the sensations they were causing.

I wiggled around the little bit I could to try and get used to them, but quickly stopped when I realized there was a little nub pressing against my clit that caused all kinds of potentially embarrassing sensations with even the slightest movement.  This would be a very
 long day if I had to do any walking, since I was forbidden to cum without permission.

Ballet boots were next on the agenda, and the thigh-high monstrosities took them around a half-hour to lace up tight enough for the zipper flap to be able to be closed.  It felt like my toes were pointing straight down, even though I saw he’d selected the ones with only six-inch heels instead of the eight or nine inch ones he kept threatening me with.

With how bad these were to walk in, I couldn’t even fathom what a nine-inch heel would be like.  They took a break to rest their fingers and give me time to get used to everything, chatting and sipping some coffee while I simply hung there and drooled.

The reason for the unusual rest break quickly became apparent when Sherri started pulling the corset laces even tighter and removing what little slack was left.  If I thought breathing was difficult before, it was nothing compared to how hard it was by the time she was able to close the flap to cover the laces and lock it down with six tiny padlocks.

My Master seemed quite pleased with the way it looked on me and took several pictures while Sherri fitted a wide leather collar around my neck.  Not quite as severe as a posture collar, it still restricted my head movement a fair amount and added another level to my breathing difficulties.

Almost ready to start my shift, they finally released my arms so they could finish my outfit with a pair of latex mittens that kept my fingers scrunched together and trapped my thumb against the side.  Picking anything up would be difficult, but not impossible.

After a quick polish to remove their fingerprints, I was sent out to the showroom floor with a playful swat to my ass.  I almost fell on my nose with my first step, but managed to keep my balance before disaster struck.  Even with my arms free and no hobble chain today, if I fell there was no way I’d be able to get back on my feet without assistance.

It was only about twenty feet to my ‘station’ in the shop, but between the corset, boots, and the distraction the toys were causing with each step, it felt like twenty miles.  Even though we weren’t open yet, a customer was already waiting in the Master’s chair with a kneeling submissive at his side.

Rather than being upset with how long it took for me to reach his side, he seemed both pleased and amused with the difficulties my new outfit caused me.  My suspicions were confirmed when he had me walk all over the entire shop again and again, retrieving a single item at a time for his sub, often changing his mind about what he wanted when I was already on my way back to him.

I was a little pissed off the first time it happened, but it was all part of the game and I actually began to enjoy it after a while.  After all, it was all part and parcel of what I signed up for when I agreed to be Master Brandon’s new sub.

The hardest part was actually keeping my impending orgasm at bay, while still doing my job as fast as possible.  It was a task that got progressively harder with each step I took, but there was no way I was going to allow myself to be embarrassed by cumming in front of a strange Master, no matter how much stimulation the toys and panties caused me.

At least that was the plan before my Master changed the rules of the game and turned the vibrator on.

As the first of many orgasms wracked my body, I knew it’d be a longer day than I’d initially thought, and I was both dreading and looking forward to the punishments I’d earn.  This was my life with my new Master, and I wouldn’t change it for anything.


Be
 Careful What You Ask For

Working the sales floor while bound and tormented was embarrassing at first, but I relished the feel of the tight uniform and restraints and got used to it fairly quickly.  Each day he modified my outfit a little to both give me first-hand experience with as many things as possible, and also to display them for our repeat customers.

Some days I was restrained fairly strictly, and those were the best.  I enjoyed it so much, I even tried begging Master for more restraints on those few days when it looked like he was going easy on me.  In retrospect I should’ve kept my mouth shut, but my curiosity for all things bondage usually overrode my common sense.

After spending a full and exhausting month working the floor in my new outfits, Master said I earned a bit of ‘rest time’ testing a new design he’d come up with.  I should’ve known something was up from the way he said it and from the size of the smile on his face, but I totally missed the signs he was up to something devious.

My first clue was when he started dressing me with a heavy leather hood that had a built in pear shaped gag and blinders over the eye holes.  He laced it tight enough that it felt like my head was in a vice, although it was such a perfect fit that it wasn’t as bad as it could’ve been.

My second clue came when he added the panties next instead of the corset, and both toys were significantly larger than any he’d used before.  I had a real tough time accepting the butt plug, but he was quite patient with me and worked on it until the fat part finally slid past my sphincter and I was able to breathe a sigh of real relief.

That was the last full breath I’d be able to take, since now
 it was time for the corset.  I knew it wasn’t my usual one when I felt the leather cover me from groin to neck, and it even had straps that went over each shoulder.

It was so rigid it felt more like a suit of armor than a corset, and that feeling only got stronger as the laces got progressively tighter.  He had to stop three times to rest his fingers and let me get used to it before it was fully closed, which was a good thing from my point of view since I might’ve passed out otherwise.

It only got worse when he started lacing the posture collar in place, since this one was incredibly strict.  It not only held my head up high, but he used more laces and straps to connect it to both my hood and the corset, until it felt like one single piece holding me completely immobile from the waist up.

It turned out he was far from done.

A wide strap went between my legs and was pulled just as tight as the rest of my outfit, further restricting my ability to move.  I knew the boots were coming next when my first ankle was released, and like the rest of today’s outfit, they were just as restrictive.

Not only did they keep my toes in the strict en-point position, internal struts kept me from bending my knees even a millimeter and the tops were laced to the corset, completing my encasement.  Or so I thought.

Reinforced gloves went completely over each arm keeping them perfectly straight, and just like the boots, they were laced to the corset at my shoulders.  Now I was really
 completely covered and immobile.  Or so I thought.

I felt him wrap something around my thighs and lace it to the bottom of the corset, gradually working towards my feet and pulling my legs closer together until they were welded into a single unit.  Never in my life had I imagined restriction of this magnitude was even remotely possible, yet here I was.

I wriggled as much as I could to test my bonds, and found almost zero movement anywhere.  The lower body corset was especially restrictive and I wondered how he expected me to do any sort of sales work while wearing it.

Maybe his idea of rest was to stick me in a display case and turn me into window dressing.  I doubted it was that simple, though, since with how completely I was covered, he could’ve got the same effect from one of our manikins and nobody would know the difference.

I stopped wondering about the why
 and concentrated on the now
.  I didn’t think he’d go through this much effort often, so I wanted to enjoy every moment while I could.  It should’ve been an unbearable amount of restraints, but since everything was an absolute perfect fit, I felt like I’d be able to stay like this for days without any risk of losing circulation to my limbs.

I couldn’t feel any stray air currents, couldn’t see or hear… all I could do was feel, and even though the weight of my body was very much in evidence on the tips of my toes, it felt like I was floating through space.  I’d be in absolute heaven if I didn’t have the overwhelming urge to scratch my nose.  A sudden crackling in my ears startled me and brought me back to Earth.

“Well that was a job and a half,” Master Brandon said, his voice sounding amused even with the scratchiness imparted by the ear buds in the helmet.  “I’ll have to talk to Eddy and see if one of his robotic gizmos is able to do all these laces up if we ever want to try this again, since my fingers are worn out and raw after all that pulling.”

I would’ve smiled and even laughed if I was able to at the wimpy billionaire and his first-world problems.

“We’ve been monitoring your vitals from the moment we got the corset in place, and you appear to be holding up extremely well.  If I’m wrong, you can let me know by pressing the button under your left thumb.  Press once if you need to abort, twice if there’s a problem with a specific part of the suit, or three times if you’re good to continue.”

Now that he mentioned it, there were
 a couple of millimeters of freedom at my left thumb, and I could feel the button click when I flexed my thumb and depressed it.  I hit it three times.

“Excellent.  It seems that you’re hearing and understanding me, and want to continue.  You can tap out an SOS at any time if something goes wrong, or just press and hold it if you need to get my attention for any reason.  If I ask you a question, use one tap for yes and two for no.  Do you understand?”

I sighed and hit it once to prove to him I wasn’t an idiot and could understand simple English.

“Very well,” he said, sounding serious.  “Now, don’t panic, but I need to move you now.  The system will go offline until we get you on stage and reconnected to some power again.”

I was glad of the warning or I might’ve really panicked, since his idea of moving me was to pick me up by my waist and throw me over his shoulder.  It was quite disorienting and also slightly amusing since my outfit wouldn’t let my body sag over his shoulder, and I bet it looked quite comical.

I felt additional hands take hold of me when we got to the stage, and my arms were pulled straight out to the sides as they positioned me for whatever it was they’d be doing.  They must’ve also connected the ceiling winch to my shoulders, since I felt the crushing weight of my body and the heavy suit leave my toes.  That was a huge relief, since that was the one thing I was worried about.

By the time I heard the ear buds come to life again, I was held quite tightly in place with my boots fastened to the floor and my arms pulled both outwards and upwards.

“Everything looks good from our end,” he said.  “Press once if you’re still ok.”

I immediately pressed once, eager to find out what he was up to.

“Ok, time for a quick systems check.  Hold on to your hat and enjoy!”

I didn’t have time to wonder what he meant since I felt the vibrator in my pussy roar to life.  I gave myself fully over to the sensations, thinking his ‘hold onto my hat’ comment was permission for me to cum, and the amazing bondage had me feeling extremely horny.

Just as I was getting into it, I felt that one switch off and the one in my ass turn on.  Damn!  I wouldn’t have needed much longer before I popped, and while the butt plug vibrator actually felt pretty good, it wasn’t enough for what I needed.

The next stage of his test surprised me since it stimulated my nipples, and I’d never had any toys up there before.  It felt pretty damn nice, but once again was only enough stimulation to keep me worked up.  He cycled through both nipples, only right, and then only left before moving on.

When he turned on the vibe pressing against my clit, it brought me to the edge in about a nanosecond.  Knowing how much better my orgasm would be if I held on for even a few extra seconds, I bit down hard on the gag and tried to contain my impending explosion.

A few seconds was all I could manage, and also all I was willing to risk since I didn’t want him to end his systems check without getting to cum.  As the air exploded from my lungs, the fire in my groin seemed to take its place, and I felt my orgasm engulf my body from head to toe.

It overloaded my mind for a moment, or maybe an hour, since he turned the other vibrators back on the moment I started cumming, and the combined stimulation was beyond belief.  He was gracious enough to let it fully run its course before first slowing, and then stopping them all, leaving me delirious and panting to try and catch my breath.

“I’d call that a successful test,” he chuckled.

I had to agree.

“We have about twenty minutes before things begin, and I recommend you try to conserve your strength.  I have a feeling you’ll need it, since this will be a very
 long day.  Talk to you soon.”

With that, his voice was replaced by some God-awful elevator music that had me cursing his twisted sense of humor.  Still, I tried to take his advice and not struggle against my restraints, concentrating on keeping my breathing slow and even.  I lost track of time and was shocked when the music shut off and his voice returned.

“Welcome ladies and gentlemen,” he boomed.  “Thanks for joining us, and I hope you find today’s lesson in impact play both enjoyable and instructive.  My own personal sub Lori is our volunteer for today’s session, and I’m sure she’s eager to begin since she’s probably getting bored from just hanging around.”

Even for Master Brandon the joke was weak, but I heard a lot of polite laughter coming from the background in response to it.  I wondered how many people were here, and what he meant by ‘impact play’ lesson.

“Due to the protective full body corset the lovely Lori is wearing for us today, you’ll be able to practice on a live girl for the first time, without the risk of causing any real harm.  Her suit also has a complete sensor suite built into it, and the result of each strike will be displayed on the monitor above her.”

Now it all made sense to me, and I thought back to when I compared the heavy corset to a suit of armor.  In a very real way it was
 armor, and I had a feeling I’d be needing it.  He began talking about targets that needed to be avoided in impact play like the kidneys, liver, and face, as well as the pros and cons of the different ‘implements of destruction’ as he jokingly called them.

He droned on for so long that I was halfway zoned out and getting a little bored.  That was about to change.  Even through the heavy leather suit I felt the impact of the cane on my ass, and while it wasn’t as painful as it would’ve been if my ass was exposed, I definitely knew I’d been hit.

It also caused the vibrator in my ass to spring to life, and the true deviousness of his plan started to become apparent.  Each blow caused one of the vibrators to turn on, and the strength of the blow determined how fast it ran.  For the first time in my life, I wanted to get my pussy whipped.

They used whips, canes, paddles, crops, floggers, and a lot more I wasn’t quite sure of since I still couldn’t see anything.  My body should’ve been bruised and bleeding from the amount of punishment inflicted by his students, but the suit did its job well and I only felt some minor aches and pains.

What wasn’t minor was the state of my libido.  Since very few blows activated the two vibrators that counted most, I was kept in a high state of arousal with no relief in sight.  To make matters worse, this was only the first class of the day, and word of a live model had apparently spread since the second group was filled to capacity.

After a ‘lunch break’ where some water and a nutrient rich sludge was pumped through my gag, he casually mentioned there was only four more groups left to go, although he was prepared to work a little overtime in case we couldn’t fit everyone into the scheduled sessions.  I wished I could’ve flipped him the finger at that, but on the other hand, maybe the next group would have better aim and I’d finally be able to cum.

One could always hope.

I was an exhausted, frustrated, and gibbering wreck by the time the last class was over and he cut me out of my restraints.  I was barely able to stay awake while he bathed and massaged me, and I only spoke a few simple words before falling asleep in his arms.

“That was fun, but next time can you add a few more restraints?  It seemed a little wimpy to me.”

Life was good.


Th
e Ultimate Experience

Master Brandon’s impact play school was the talk of the club for weeks, but even with repeated requests for more lessons with me as the target, he declined, saying he had something else in mind for me.  Despite my repeated attempts to find out what he had planned, all I earned was a few extra punishments for my efforts, and a serious lack of orgasms.

It was frustrating for me, but I knew he was putting a lot of hard work into his plans.  I’d find out when he was a hundred percent ready and not a moment sooner.  Patience was never my strong suit, but I endured since the only other option was to quit my job and break up with him.  Not a chance.

Even though I felt like I was a kid, and counting down the number of sleeps until Christmas morning, I stuck it out.  My only warning the day finally arrived was my orders to clean myself thoroughly inside and out, and wait for him behind the stage of the elite members section upstairs.

Some of the girls like Sherri enjoyed giving themselves an enema, but I had a tough time getting used to it.  Still, I gritted my teeth and made sure I followed my Masters instructions to a tee so I wouldn’t mess up his plans for my so-called ‘Ultimate Experience’ in bondage and submission.

My ablutions were slowed down by my care to make sure everything was as perfect as possible, but with the laser hair removal he’d had me do, the overall time wasn’t much longer than when he’d first claimed me.

When I thought I was as ready as I’d ever be I recited a soothing mantra a few times, slipped a silk robe over my shoulders, and slipped out of our apartment into the club.  There were only a few people up here at this time of day, and none of them even looked my way as I scurried behind the stage.  I had a feeling that’d be changing by the time of my next appearance.

A real Amazon of a girl was sitting in my chair and reading something on a tablet.  I knew her name was Nancy and she was a high ranking submissive, but we’d never had the opportunity to meet face to face before.

“About time,” she grunted, not even looking up from her tablet.  “Your stuff is in the boxes beside me, and you’re to get yourself dressed as much as you can.  I’ll help when needed, and make sure you don’t get anything wrong.  Your Master will be expecting you to be ready in an hour.”

I was intimidated by not only her size, but her demeanor.  With my head held low I hurried over to comply, but glanced up as I walked by and saw her lips twitch into a faint smile.  I knew she was simply playing Master Brandon’s game and immediately felt better about doing this with her.

The box was one of his multi-layer affairs, with the first layer containing two hoods and a type of ring gag with an inflatable insert for it.  The difference between this gag and the others he’d made me wear in the past was this one went over
 my front teeth, not just behind them.  Now I knew why he’d taken the alginate dental mold of my teeth last week.

Guessing I needed to work from left to right, I put ear buds in place, pulled my hair into a ponytail, and started with the latex hood.  It didn’t have a zipper or anything, but had enough stretch to it I was able to pull the opening wide and roll it down my head.  I got lucky and had the eye, nose, and mouth holes lined up perfectly on my first try.

The ring gag wasn’t the biggest one I’d had to wear, but having to fit it over my teeth made it harder than expected to get in place.  It only had a Velcro strap instead of a buckle, probably because of the inflatable panel gag that’d be going over top of it.  It seemed to work just fine, although it cut into the corners of my mouth a little.

The second hood was a heavy leather discipline helmet sitting in a pan of water.  I knew from last time it could be laced up crushingly tight, and wondered how much worse it’d be by the time it dried and the leather shrunk.  I shuddered at the thought, but at the same time I felt my nipples become engorged and rub against the silk robe.

Nancy helped lace it closed, her strength making it seem like child’s play, even with the wet laces.  Since I was conveniently sitting in front of her on her footstool, she also helped buckle the inflatable gag nice and tight, although she didn’t bother pumping it up.

I gave it a quick two pumps just so I could start getting used to it, and revealed the box’s second layer.  It was a beautiful new corset in black and red, and while it went from neck to hips, this one had two holes to allow my tits to poke through.  The holes looked way
 too small, but everything else he’d ever made fit me perfectly so I had to trust him.

It was a close thing, but by pulling and kneading them while Nancy reefed the laces tight, I was able to work both breasts through the holes.  It felt distinctly weird and they throbbed a bit from the constricted blood flow, but I rather liked the way they became extra sensitive.

There was still an inch or two left before the corset was completely closed, but she left it for now so I could get used to it and still have a tiny bit of extra flexibility for getting into the rest of my outfit.  I went to check the bottom layer of the first box and found the toys I’d be wearing for the night.

The vibrator was a knurled and ribbed affair about six inches by two, and had a built-in clit stimulator that made me wet just thinking about it.  The butt plug on the other hand, made me shiver since it was not only huge, but it had the metal strips down each side that meant it could shock me.

I turned beet red when Nancy asked if I needed any help, and shook my head no, determined to avoid that particular indignation.  I think it was sheer desperation that let me slide it home by myself, and I don’t think I stopped blushing the entire time.

The vibrator was no problem whatsoever with how wet I was, but the pair of toys left me feeling stuffed like never before and I had a hard time getting used to it.  A single leather strap connected to the front and back of the corset and held them in place so I could continue.

The overstuffed feeling got worse when I had to sit for the next step and the butt plug was forced a little deeper inside me, but I had no choice since it was time for my ballet boots.  These were in a black and red that matched my corset, and were new to me as well.

They were a lot easier to put on since they only went up to my knees, but they were heavily reinforced and had a daunting nine-inch heel.  They made my calves and feet hurt just looking at them, but I put them on anyway.  It simply wouldn’t do to disappoint the Master.

That was the last thing I could do for myself, since the next item was a pair of solid steel ‘gloves’ that were bent at a ninety degree angle at the elbow, and again at the wrist.  Padding on the inside kept my skin from being pinched as she bolted the sections together around each arm.

I started slipping into sub-space as she quickly inflated bondage ball gloves over my hands, buckled a posture collar around my neck, and finished tightening the corset.  All in all it was some seriously restrictive bondage, but not as bad as last time and I hoped this wasn’t all Master could come up with for my ‘ultimate bondage experience’.

As she led me onstage, I came close to falling with each step I took, and only her quick reactions kept me upright.  With my chin forced up by the posture collar I couldn’t see much of what waited for me, but it looked like a waist-high leather sling hanging from the ceiling.

She helped me bend over it and get into position with my bent arms supporting part of my weight in the front, and my legs mirroring the position behind me.  I felt very vulnerable and exposed this way, and even more so as she began strapping my legs so they were held wide and standing by myself again was impossible.

A veritable web of ratchet type cargo straps went out in every direction and tightened until my body was almost vibrating like a guitar string whenever she touched one.  Now this was more like it!

She went back to each strap several times to make sure none had any slack before picking up her tablet and starting the program Master gave her.  The wall of monitors on the side wall lit up showing my bound body from four different angles, and the toys stuffed inside me sprang to life, eliciting a low moan from my throat.

She snapped her fingers as if remembering something she’d forgotten, and picked up the inflator bulb for my gag, squeezing it until it was pumped up enough to make my cheeks press hard into the leather hood.  I wouldn’t be making any more audible moans.

After less than a minute and just as I was getting nicely aroused, the vibrations slowed down to an almost imperceptible level and the butt plug switched to intermittent shocks.  I swore to myself, guessing she wasn’t going to let me cum for quite some time.

I tried squeezing my vaginal muscles around the dildo to try and get myself off, but that wasn’t enough to finish the job and all I did was make myself extremely horny and frustrated.  I eventually gave up and waited for my Master, hoping he’d give me some serious attention soon.

No matter how often it happens, I’ve never learned to be careful of what I ask for since I’ll probably get it in a way I didn’t expect and definitely not like I wanted.  The moment my Master came onstage, I knew this would be another one of those times.

He sat in front of me in a chair one of the serving girls brought for him, staring straight into my eyes as if he was trying to weight my strength, endurance, and resolve.  I thought it was amazing how well we could communicate without words after such a short time of knowing each other, but I knew I was right when he nodded his head in satisfaction at what he saw.

He reached forward and deflated my gag, unbuckled it, and without further ado, dropped his pants to let his already hard cock spring free.  It wasn’t even close to what I was expecting, but I took it as a challenge and mentally prepared myself to suck his cock in front of everyone.

It wouldn’t be the first time I had to blow him around other people, but in the past we’d always been in a semi-private booth, so it wasn’t obvious to everyone.  Getting over my hang-ups and embarrassment was something he told me I’d have to do if I truly wanted to be his claimed sub, but I didn’t think it’d be this soon.

Still, what did I really have to be embarrassed about?  Every other person in the place took things like this for granted, and I should be proud to be able to give my Master pleasure whenever and wherever he chose.

I still blushed like a virgin teenager, but I took his cock straight into my throat with his first thrust and worked him over as best as I could with the ring gag and my immobility limiting what I could do.

It only took him a couple of minutes before he came with a satisfied moan and shot his load mostly down my throat.  It wasn’t my best showing, but considering my situation I thought I did pretty good, and I even managed to gradually lick his cock clean.

I still had the taste of his cum in my mouth when he put the gag back in place and pumped it up again, but for some reason I didn’t mind it this time.  He gave me a big smile and a jaunty wink just before he snapped the blindfold in place and removed my sight.

I wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but I heard several sets of footsteps all around me, and at least three or four different people started working on my restraints.  After trying to puzzle it out for a few minutes, I determined it was actually five
 people, since I was being wrapped in plastic wrap and all four limbs plus my torso were being wrapped at the same time.

He took away my sight so I couldn’t figure out what they were doing, but he left the ear buds active so I had at least a chance of figuring it out.  That was a part of the game we both enjoyed, but while I heard banging, clanking, and tape tearing off the roll, his plan was beyond my experience.

All I knew was I was gradually getting wrapped with several different layers, getting quite hot, and getting every last millimeter of available movement taken away.  Someone was also fucking with the remote for my toys, giving each one short buzzes and zaps, although nowhere near enough to give me any relief.

Breathing became a real chore before they were even halfway done, since my worked up body was demanding a lot more air than my increasingly restrictive restraints allowed.  It was a close thing, but I managed to stay on the right side of oxygen debt by concentrating hard.

My sense of time was totally screwed, but I was sure it was well over an hour before they finished working on me.  My curiosity was driving me crazy and I really wished he hadn’t blindfolded me this time.  Whatever he was doing was something special and unique.

My ear buds were turned off and I was left alone for quite some time after that, although my toys kept me occupied, alert, and extremely horny.  I’d been right on the very verge of cumming at least a dozen times, but something always messed it up, like the butt plug zapping me with more power than I was comfortable with.

I’d been zoned out for so long I tried to jump and yelp when he ripped the blindfold away, although both actions didn’t have much in the way of visible or audible effect.  My eyes went straight to the monitors once I blinked them clear, and what I saw completely
 blew me away.

Almost my entire body was hidden from view by what looked like fiberglass casts, and each section was redundantly reinforced by steel struts.  The only skin left showing was the parts I actually wanted covered in front of everyone, namely my tits, ass, and crotch.  It made me feel even more exposed than simple nudity.

Yes, I blushed again… bite me.

Master gave me a few minutes to study my absolute bondage before stepping behind me and removing my crotch strap.  I no longer cared about the embarrassment I’d just felt, I just wanted him to take care of my all-consuming need for a good hard fuck.

I almost screamed when I felt him work the butt plug out of my ass, (and not from the pain of being stretched again) since it was extremely hard for me to cum from just anal stimulation.  Why wouldn’t he just fuck me properly already so I could cum?

The moment the plug came free and my rosebud was more like a black hole, his rampant cock took its place, easily sliding deep inside me until his hips were pressed hard against my ass cheeks.

He started off with slow and deliberate thrusts so I could get used to it, but to be honest it wasn’t really necessary.  For the first time, I actually felt loose back there due to the fat plug doing its job and my extreme sexual arousal.

After his initial ‘warm-up’ he began pounding hard into me, the sound of flesh slapping on flesh sounded unnaturally loud to me, yet my body didn’t move even a fraction of an inch.  I latched onto the extreme nature of my bondage and slipped back into sub-space, thinking I might actually get to cum.

Wrong.

I was so close I could practically taste it, but not close enough that I could get past the wall before I felt his seed pumping into my bowels.  It’s a good thing I was still gagged, or my howl of frustration might’ve been heard clear across town.

I felt a few tears leak out of my eyes when he worked the butt plug back into place and gave me a few playful slaps on the ass.  While my body slowly calmed down, I fumed and plotted elaborate revenge scenarios involving ropes, whips, heavy weights, and chickens. (Don’t ask.)

He never bothered to replace the crotch strap after he’d finished, he simply pulled his chair behind me and kept the vibrator from falling to the floor with his hand.  It gave him the opportunity to tease me to an even higher level than before, and my revenge plot started to include multiple chickens and a few select kitchen appliances. (Really… don’t ask.)

I could see by the time stamp on the video screens that it was precisely at the top of each hour when he dropped his drawers and used me for his pleasure, either in my mouth or my ass, but never where I wanted it most.  The only positive thing going for me was he took the time to clean himself off after using my back door and switching to my mouth.

He seemed to be playing some kind of game that I didn’t know the rules for, and he couldn’t be bothered to explain to me.  With my brain working at about two percent capacity due to my long orgasmic denial, I began to despair and think I’d never figure it out.  What was I missing?

Not counting Master or myself, there were five other people on stage with us, but they were simply sitting around a table, drinking, chatting, and having a good old time.  I assumed they were the ones who’d helped put me into my extreme bondage, but that was as much as my brain could compute.

It took four more cycles before more than two brain cells fired at the same time and I thought I figured out what he wanted from me.  During some of my past long-term bondage session, he’d put a computer in front of me with a program that taught me Morse code as a way to communicate while gagged.

I’d gotten pretty good at it after a few weeks, and now it was time to put that knowledge to use and see if I was right.  I took a few minutes to compose a proper message, and then grunted it out as loud as I could.

PLEASE MASTER MAY I THANK THOSE WHO HELPED WITH MY BONDAGE TODAY

I was vaguely aware of the room falling slowly silent once I started my message, and when I finished the last letter I almost wondered if he’d shut off my ear buds since it’d gone so quiet.  I didn’t have to wonder long, though, since the entire room roared to life with cheers, clapping, and enthusiastic foot stomping.

“Good girl,” Master said.  “I was beginning to wonder if you’d ever figure it out.  With no instructions or even a warning, it was a real long shot, and you have no idea how proud I am of you right now.”

I felt my face go flush with his approval, and also with something else; anticipation.  As one, the group around the table rose, with two of them going to the far side of the stage to pick up a low, padded bench, and the rest shedding their clothes.

The bench was slid below me at the same time as Nancy pressed her pussy into my face and I lost my ability to see what was happening.  Not that it really mattered.

As soon as she was in position I darted my tongue out and began licking her moist folds, ending each stroke with a quick flick over her clit.  I was far from the best pussy licker, but I knew what worked for me and figured she’d enjoy the same.

I felt her body tremble at the same time a low moan escaped her lips and knew my gut instinct was right, but by then the next person was in place on the bench below me, and I had my own intimate feelings to worry about.

I had no idea who it was, but as the cock slid inside my flooding pussy I thought it felt like my Master.  I felt a brief moment of guilt in case it wasn’t, but then he began thrusting into me and my lust overrode all my higher brain functions.

He’d barely just begun when I felt the butt plug pop free and a pair of fingers began lubing me up in preparation of my first double penetration.  Surprisingly, I didn’t even blush this time, and I found myself actually looking forward to it.  Everything seemed to freeze for a moment as my last hole was put to use, but then the world exploded.

I didn’t think my tongue action was anything special, but Nancy started cumming very
 loudly and very
 strongly.  She practically flooded my mouth with her juices as she shuddered into an epic climax, which was the straw that broke the camel’s back as far as my pent up lust was concerned.

My own climax, long denied and kept at a fever pitch for longer than I thought humanly possible finally burst through strong enough to make the fiberglass creak when my body tensed and strained against it.

The darkness in front of me caused by her tightly pressed snatch went white with the power of my release, and my whole body felt like it was a guitar string again, thrumming after being struck by a heavy metal power cord.

Each pulse was like a strobe light from the same rock concert, and each one drove me higher and higher into new plains of pure pleasure.  I shook and shivered without much effect, my inescapable bondage only adding more fuel to the fire searing through my soul.

Despite being the last one to join the party, the guy ass-fucking me was the first to cum.  It started a chain reaction that had me slip straight into my second orgasm, Nancy began squirting, and Master filled my cunt with his wondrous seed.

Our combined orgasms and aftershocks kept us going for quite some time, but eventually Nancy stepped back, and the cocks went soft and slipped out of me.  It was almost disappointing for it to end, but any longer and I might have gone noisily mad from the overload of pleasure we’d just shared.

My body went limp and my eyes closed while I recovered, so it was quite a surprise when I felt a latex cock rub against my lips.  I had just enough time to see a black gimp suit before the cock jutting out of it slid into my helpless mouth and lodged itself deep in my throat.

He pulled out to let me breathe only once or twice per minute, and my head was spinning from the lack of air caused by my explosive orgasms and amplified by him keeping his dick deep inside of me.  I was close to panic, but managed to get myself under control before round two got underway.

Even though I couldn’t see, I knew it was a dildo that was forcing its way up my ass, since unless some guy had a dick that felt like four tennis balls joined together, it wasn’t real.  Real or not wasn’t really relevant, though, since I was now impaled with the thing.

When I felt something brush my labia I was fully expecting another cock, but a hot exhalation of breath followed by a warm and wet tongue was enough to tell me I was about to get a licking as good as I’d just given to Nancy.  I really wanted Master’s cock again, but my body wasn’t about to complain, and I knew he needed time to recover, especially since he’d already cum so many times tonight while I figured things out.

I’d heard gossip around the club that Nancy was considered to be ranked third in the art of cunnilingus.  With how fast she brought me to a screaming orgasm, I was almost scared to find out what it’d be like to have one of the top two go down on me.

She was only the third girl to lick me down there, but the difference was beyond belief.  Even though wave after wave of orgasms were crashing through me, I did my best to take notes so I’d be able to return the favor someday.  She really was that fucking good.

Twice I came close to passing out from the non-stop orgasms she gave me and the resultant lack of air it caused.  It was both so good and so bad I actually missed it when Gary came into his latex cock sheath and practically smothered me when he collapsed.

My world blurred from that point onwards as I drifted from one orgasm to the next, with all three of my holes in continuous use in a never ending variety of male and female partners.  At the end, I couldn’t do much to give any of the girls much pleasure with my mouth since my mind had long gone blank, but they knew the signs and adapted the scene to keep it going.

Eventually the last of the assistants, (and whoever else Master allowed to join in on stage) were sated, and only a single person remained.  He was behind me and gently stroking my dripping folds with the head of his cock while I fought back the darkness and got a meaningful amount of air back into my lungs.  I felt weight press down on my back as he leaned over me and spoke with his cheek against mine.

“You will cum at the exact moment I do,” Master said.  “For every second you’re off, either faster or slower, you’ll remain like this for a full day.  You are now truly claimed, and none will doubt you, but do this one last task for me
.”

As he began pounding my pussy as hard as he could without causing me pain, I vowed to show him I was up for any challenge he gave me.  Still, as I felt his urgency grow and my own need match him thrust for thrust, I couldn’t help thinking one simple naughty thought.

It’d almost be a shame if he let me out too quick with how much effort everyone had put into my ultimate bondage experience.  I was fully primed and ready when I felt him begin to cum, but my contrary mind held off for another seven seconds before I allowed the tsunami to break loose.  Seven seconds meant I’d be trapped like this for another week.  Darn.
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Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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