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A New Job

Another day and another failed audition.  I was really starting to hate the airheads who beat me out for the parts I wanted, just because their silicone breasts were straining even a double-D cup bra.  If they even wore a bra in the first place, the damn sluts.

Deep down I guess I couldn’t blame them, since I’d looked at enhancement surgery myself.  Only the cost and the fear of surgery stopped me from joining their ranks.  If only there was an easier way, I’d be all over it.

I could barely get enough work to pay the rent, let alone pay for expensive operations, yet it was a real catch-22 situation.  I’d make more money if I had the big bazooms, but I couldn’t get implants unless I already had
 money.

Well, dwelling on it wasn’t getting me any closer to either fame or fortune, so I sat down at my computer and logged into the agency site to see if there was anything else I could try out for today.  Unfortunately, it didn’t seem like a lot was available right now.

I could always go for another bondage shoot, but those weren’t paying as well as they used to, and rope marks or bruises had lost me better parts I might’ve otherwise gotten.  Dammit, I just needed one big break and one good payday in order to get my life back on track.  Where was the devil when you really needed him to make a deal.

Just before I logged out, I saw a new request get posted from a doctor needing someone.  It was probably a lousy photo shoot for shitty money, but it might be worth it if it was quick.  I clicked to check it out, and couldn’t believe what I saw.

Not only was the money good, but they didn’t want anyone with bigger than B-cups, and they needed someone today.  Yes!  I immediately replied, attached my résumé, included my best pictures, and crossed my fingers for luck.  Feeling hopeful, I went to the kitchen to make some lunch, but never even got started before the phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Hello, is this Wendy Casanada?”

“Speaking,” I replied, hoping this might be what I thought it was.

“Hello Miss Casanada, my name is Sara Gustavo, and I’m calling about an ad you just replied to.  Do you know the one I mean?”

“I sure do, I just wasn’t expecting a reply so quickly.”

“We had everything lined up for a shoot this afternoon, but the model got into an accident and cancelled on us.  I still had the job board open looking for a replacement when I saw your reply come through.  If you’re available to come down right now, you’ll save us a lot of grief, not to mention lost money.”

“Call me Wendy, give me the address, and expect me to be there as fast as humanly possible.”

She gave me the details and I was happy to hear it wasn’t too far.  I could be there in fifteen minutes, and Sara was so happy to hear it, she offered me a respectable bonus just for walking in the door for the final interview.

Since I was still presentable from my earlier attempt, I simply checked my makeup and rushed out the door.  Traffic was light today and I arrived there twelve minutes later, not even needing to speed much.  I walked through the door precisely fifteen minutes after I hung up, proud that I managed to be punctual for once.

She greeted me at the door and hustled me straight into Dr. Gustavo’s office.  He was busy talking on the phone when I entered, so I got a chance to study him for a few minutes… and wow, was he ever
 worth studying.

About six foot tall with dark hair, a perfect tan, and a million dollar suit, he was almost like a real-life version of some handsome Greek God.  I hoped my staring wasn’t too obvious, because it was hard to stop.

“Hello,” he said once he hung up.  “Take a seat miss…”

“Call me Wendy,” I said, flashing him my biggest smile.

“Thank you Wendy for coming down on such short notice.  You might just save my bacon with this, not to mention saving me from wasting my money on a lost day.”

“I’m glad to help, and even more glad for the chance to get some good work.  It doesn’t happen often, but sometimes things seem fated to work out in the end, and this seems like one of those times.”

“I couldn’t have said it better myself.  Let me explain the shoot to you, and if you like what you hear, then you’ve got the job.  I should also mention that payment is in cash at the end of the day, and if everything works out good, then this can be a regular job once a week.”

“Would you be offended if I said holy shit and offered to hug you?”

“I think I’m starting to like you already,” he laughed.  “I also think you may’ve been right about fate; I’ve never met a model or actress yet that I’ve taken a shine to after only a few minutes.  Let me give you the fifty cent tour, and then we’ll come back up here to discuss contracts and payments.”

I impulsively gave him the hug I mentioned before giving him my hand so he could show me around the place.  To say I was impressed was an understatement.  Not only was he a genuine doctor with a thriving cosmetic surgery business, but he also had a profitable line of pharmaceuticals and most important for me, a kinky little hobby-type business, specializing in medical bondage.

I winced a little when he mentioned bondage, since while I actually enjoyed it, I hated losing jobs because of it.  My fears evaporated as soon as he showed me pictures of some previous shoots, since the medical type restraints wouldn’t leave marks like handcuffs or ropes did.

I knew I was in before the tour was even halfway over, and actually wanted to get started immediately.  Not only did it look like a hell of a lot of fun, but if I landed the weekly contract, it would mean about five grand a month for me, and all in cash!

The contract looked right to me, and I went through it very
 carefully since I’d been screwed by fine print before.  As far as I could tell, the doc seemed to be a straight shooter, but I’d know more by the end of the day.  I signed the contract and entered his dungeon.


The Doctor’s Dungeon

Every other modeling gig I’d done in the past required me to wear something sexy, something tight, or nothing at all.  Wearing a cheap disposable hospital gown seemed weird, but at least it was easy to get into.

His ‘dungeon’ didn’t look much like the conventional BDSM dungeons I’d been in before, but it somehow looked scarier due to the almost sterile perfection of it.  There were no torture racks or St. Andrew’s crosses in sight, but the exam tables, restraint bed, padded room, and gynecologist chair with built-in restraint straps more than made up for the lack.

Institutional grade restraints took the place of metal cuffs and shackles, and he probably had more straitjackets than the local loony bin.  All in all, it was an impressive and daunting sight, and I hoped I could handle the differences without chickening out.

The first thing he did was have me sit in the gyno chair so he could give me a real and full exam.  It not only covered his ass insurance wise, but was part of the intro for out shoot.  He started off with the simple stuff and checked my heart rate, blood pressure, temperature, etc.

He used a rather nasty spreader gag before checking my throat, but that was all part of what I could expect in a medical scenario like this.  He checked my breasts and abdomen, as well as my reflexes, and made me pee in a bedpan before having me lay back and put my legs up in the stirrups.

Before pulling out his next batch of items, he strapped my legs in place at ankle, knee, and thigh.  As soon as my legs were welded into place, he adjusted the chair and spread them far enough apart that it was right on the verge of being painful.

When I made to complain about it, I got the gag put back in, and the rest of my body was then tightly fastened to the chair.  Twelve straps later I could barely move a muscle, but the nature of the bondage meant it was reasonably comfortable.

He held a metal speculum in front of my face while he slowly coated it in lubricant, and then sat down between my legs to put it to use.  He took the time to spread more of the lube around my pussy, and finger fucked me for a minute to make sure I was good and ready for it.

He was also enough of a gentleman that he warmed it before sliding it up my snatch, and with how hot I was becoming, I was glad he didn’t do anything to wreck the mood.  It might’ve been my imagination, but it seemed like this speculum was a lot larger than ones I’d experienced before.  That, or he just cranked the sucker wide open without much in the way of warning.

The next part of the scene came into play at that point, when he got ‘called away’ for an emergency, and nurse Sara took over while he was gone.  She was either an excellent actress, or she genuinely enjoyed putting her talented fingers to use on all my most sensitive spots.

She slowly worked me up to a frenzy by playing mostly with my clit, and held me there for several minutes while I begged her to let me cum… or at least as much as I could while being gagged so thoroughly.

She made me beg for another five minutes or so before finally pushing me over the edge and letting me have one beauty of a screaming, toe curling orgasm.  Damn, but she sure knew her stuff, and it was several more minutes before I could think straight again.

When the doctor came back, he told me he got my results back and needed to put me under for a minor procedure.  As per the script, I began flailing my head around and struggling in my bindings, forcing him to soak a cloth with chloroform and knock me out.

It was just water, of course, but I had to pretend it was slowly putting me under, and each new breath meant I was growing weaker and groggier before eventually passing out.  Apparently I sucked at it, because he called for a cut almost immediately.

He tried to explain the look to me and even held a tablet in front of my face so I could watch the facial expressions I needed to duplicate, but I just couldn’t seem to make him happy.  He was damn grumpy before he finally said it would have to do since we needed to move on with the shoot.

The rest of the night went by for me on autopilot, since I was so disappointed at my failure to give him what he wanted.  I wasn’t a superstar, but I had a lot of pride in what I did, so his silent disapproval after my failure really stung.

When we were done for the night, he seemed very reluctant to invite me back next week, but eventually agreed to give me another chance.  Despite the thick wad of cash in my pockets, I wasn’t very happy when I got home.

The first thing I did once I’d showered and eaten, was start researching the subject on my computer.  It didn’t take long before I noticed how fake some of the knockout scenes were, and even a rookie like me could see how bad they made the video look.

I tried to emulate the better ones, but couldn’t seem to come up with something that looked believable.  Even after a week, I knew I sucked at it, and I was filled with dread when I returned to his office for my second shoot.

As I was entering the building, I saw another model I knew leaving, and I hoped he wasn’t looking for my replacement already.  This had the potential to be the best gig of my otherwise uneventful career, and I’d die if I lost it because of one stupid little thing.

He made me wait for over an hour past the time we were supposed to have started filming, and I saw three more models come in for interviews.  I was close to tears by the time Sara came to collect me for my shoot, and was scrambling to come up with a workable plan.

When we got to the part where he was putting me under and he called cut, I actually did
 burst into tears.  He immediately released me from the exam table I was strapped to and called for an hour break while I regained my composure.

I was thoroughly miserable and didn’t know what to do.  I knew they were already interviewing my replacement, and after thinking about and discarding a dozen potential ideas on how to save my coveted spot, came up with one so simple that it was almost genius.

“Hey doc,” I called out as I rushed to his side.  “I think I know how to fix all our problems with that scene you hate me in.”

“You’re going to learn how to act?” He replied sarcastically.

I blushed furiously, but bulled ahead with my new plan.

“You’re supposed to be a doctor who’s proficient in all manner of sedation, so why don’t you put me under for real?”

“There’s a lot of risk in even the most controlled of anesthetic sedation operations, and I don’t think you really know what you’re asking for.”

“You think you might fuck it up that badly?” I asked, reversing his earlier challenge.

“No, I just…” he stalled out, realizing the ball was now in his court.  “You really want to do this?”

“Damn right I do.  If nothing else, it’ll give me some real life video footage that I can study so I can learn what it’s actually supposed to look like.”

“Well, I suppose we could give it a try.  It’ll probably slow us down a little in the long run, but not a lot when you factor in all the retakes we’ve needed to do.  It’s highly unorthodox, though.”

“Hey, butthead,” I called out to Joe the camera guy.  “Turn that thing on and record this.”

He chuckled and turned the camera my way, giving me a thumbs-up when it was rolling.  I smiled back at him to make sure he knew I wasn’t serious about his nickname, and cleared my throat.

“I, Wendy Casanada, do hereby give Dr. Gustavo permission to sedate me and do anything the video shoot requires.  He can even fuck me silly if he’s got enough balls for it,” I finished, throwing a saucy smirk in his direction.

With the ball now firmly in his court, he had no choice but to go through with my plan.  I helped him gather up the full range of anesthetic and sedation supplies from his medical center, and haul it all down to his dungeon.

I recognized certain things like the nitrous setup, and the brown bottle of chloroform was almost a stereotypical item, but I was totally clueless as to the rest.  Ether I’d heard of, but chloral hydrate and the other stuff was a complete mystery to me.

The two of them strapped me down in the chair like I was before our break, and I tried to not let my nervousness show.  This was going to be for real this time, and I’d soon be powerless to resist anything and everything they threw my way.

My heart was racing as I saw him soak a thick gauze pad with a hefty amount of chloroform.  He resumed his former position beside me, and whispered in my ear that he wanted me to struggle and fight it for as long as I could.

I nodded, and was taking a breath so I could reply, when he surprised me with the cloth.  It was totally unexpected, and I inhaled a goodly amount of the nasty and sweet fluid that permeated the gauze.  I coughed and gagged a little at the powerful odor that smelled something like industrial strength cleaning fluid.

I started off at a disadvantage, but I’d be damned if I was going down without a fight.  I held my breath for a moment and pretended it was knocking me out, and the second he started relaxing, I jerked my head to the side and took in a lungful of clean air.

It only took him a second to get the cloth back over my mouth and nose, but now I was good for at least a little while.  I’d have to be careful with my timing, since I could definitely feel the effects of that first dose I’d inhaled, and there was a slight ringing in my ears.

My second attempt at getting a lungful of clean air wasn’t completely successful, but I got some untainted air, and only felt the fumes extra effects as a slight tingling in my extremities.  Rather than waiting for me to try again, he went on the offensive when he figured I was close to trying again, and gave me a painful tittie twister that caused me to gasp and suck in a full breath worth of the drug.

My head immediately started spinning and I felt a peculiar numbness start to permeate my body.  He tried to get me again by twisting the other nipple, but I didn’t fall for it this time.  It didn’t matter, though, since holding my breath for so long was starting to take its toll on me.

My next breath took in the full contents of the cloth, and I started to feel like I was floating.  My struggles became weaker and his face started to blur in front of me.  I automatically took in another lungful of the tainted air, and found my eyes were getting harder and harder to keep open.

Even when I managed to get my eyes fully open, there seemed to be a purplish tinge to the room, and nothing would hold still or stay in focus for me.  I couldn’t consciously control my breathing anymore, and was taking in regular doses of the chloroform, sinking deeper under its powerful spell.

It was a real effort to keep my eyes open now, and that was the only thing I knew of.  The rest of my body had gone away somewhere else, and only my eyelids remained under even partial control.  A few blinks later, and even that went away… all that remained was the darkness.

***

I woke up slowly, feeling groggy and a little hung over.  As my mind cleared, I found I was bound on my back, strapped down tight to a table with heavy, wide leather straps.  It took another minute to remember where I was and why I was tied down.

I found out I was gagged when I failed at trying to speak, and I had a breathing mask over my face as well, muffling things even more.  My head started clearing fast at that point, and I thought the gas hissing into my lungs must be almost pure oxygen with how fast the cobwebs cleared.

The last of them got shaken away in an instant when I felt something roar to life between my legs.  I’m not sure what kind of vibrator it was, but it felt powerful enough that I thought it might’ve started life out as a concrete shaker.

I should’ve been numb after the heavy sedation I’d just endured, but the powerful device wasn’t just shoved up my twat, it was also mashed against my clit and I had absolutely no defense against it.  It took almost no time at all to bring me to climax.

Leather creaked and the table shook as my body began shuddering in ecstasy.  This orgasm wasn’t just a release of pent up desire, but an almost brutal explosion of raw lust.  It was also relentless, and the potent thing barely let me finish my first one end before it ripped a second one out of me, and then a third.

It was a relief when I felt it go still and silent, allowing me to recover from the unexpected onslaught.  Nurse Sara leaned over my head, and after warning me not to make a sound, removed my mask and gag.

“It looked like our patient passed the vaginal reflex test with flying colors,” she chuckled.  “But our records indicate she hasn’t paid her bill yet.  I think this is as good a time as any to start.”

She shucked the gown off her shoulders and revealed she was wearing nothing underneath.  Using a small stepladder, she climbed on the table and squatted over my head until her pussy was pressed tight against my face.  She held it there until I started panicking over being suffocated, and then lifted up enough for me to get some much needed air.

“You know what to do,” she said, making herself comfortable.

I started licking for all I was worth, determined to get her off before she decided to try smothering me again.  I didn’t have a lot of experience at eating pussy, but I knew what felt good on me, so I did the same thing to her.

I jumped a tiny bit when I felt the monster between my legs start again, but this time it wasn’t much more than a feather’s touch, barely fast enough to do more than distract me a little and make me horny again.  I continued to eat her out, and I could tell she was getting close.

I knew I had her when she started moaning almost non-stop and her hips began grinding back and forth.  She came a moment later, releasing a flood of juices that coated my face, while her primal screams echoed off the walls.

She rested above me for a minute before shuffling backwards and taking a seat on my hips, making room for Dr. Gustavo to step up.  He was already naked and his rather impressive cock was standing at full attention.  He released the clamp holding the headrest in place, allowing my head to fall back at the perfect height for what I knew he had in mind.

He stepped close enough that I could lick the tip of his penis, but that was about it.  Sara began fondling my tits while I played with his head, and he made me keep it up for several minutes before finally stepping closer.

It was definitely the biggest prick I ever tried to get in my mouth, and he must’ve known what a challenge it was, since he went slow and let me get used to it, instantly backing away whenever my gag reflex started to trigger.

As soon as I got comfortable having the massive shaft down my throat, he began face fucking me, his balls slapping into my nose with each thrust.  I couldn’t do more than try to time my breathing around his strokes, and hang on for dear life while he slowly picked up the pace.

It took another couple of minutes before he tensed up and started cumming.  It felt like he pumped about a gallon of seed down my throat and into my mouth, and I felt a brief moment of pride that I hadn’t choked at all on it.  He made me lick him clean before stepping away and putting the headrest back up.

Sara gave me just barely enough time to recover before she climbed aboard for a second round.  I immediately stuck my tongue between her folds and began gently licking her lips, hoping to give her a real good experience this time.

My motivation for doing a good job was simple.  The teasing vibrations between my legs, coupled with the attention she’d given my tits while I blew the doctor, had left me dying for another orgasm, but I knew I’d have to earn it first.

It must’ve taken close to ten minutes before I brought her to what looked and sounded like an absolutely amazing orgasm that left her limp and spent by the time it stopped coursing through her body.  The doctor even had to help her climb off the table because her legs were too weak.

“That was amazing,” she complimented me, after flopping down in a nearby wheelchair.  “By now, I’m sure you’re dying for an orgasm like that for yourself, am I right?”

I fervently nodded my head.

“Very well,” she said.  “You can have as many orgasms as you like, but you’ll have to work for them.”

The anesthesia mask was put back in place over my nose and mouth, and a button was pressed into my right hand.

“It’s quite simple, really, although you may think differently once you get going.  The button in your hand controls the speed of the vibrator.  The longer you hold it down, the faster it’ll run.  As soon as you release the button, it’ll quickly slow down to the current idling speed, so you’ll have complete control over how much stimulation you receive.”

That sounded good to me, so I didn’t waste any time; I pressed the button and held it tight.  As soon as I did, I detected a faint, slightly sweet smell fill the mask.  Half a minute later I was well on my way to orgasm, but my fingers and toes started tingling, and my ears were ringing as well.  My fingers went slack and I let go of the button, denying me the orgasm I was so close to.

“Oh yeah,” she said, chuckling evilly.  “I forgot to mention that the button also controls the Entonox delivery system connected to your mask.  The longer you hold it down, the more nitrous oxide you’ll breathe in.”

It was fiendishly evil.  Countless times I held the button down and brought myself close, and every time I thought I was going to cum, the gas took effect and started putting me out.  I don’t know how long they left me like that, but it felt like forever.

Sara climbed back up on the table and knelt above my head holding a camera, taking close-up footage of my face going through the lust-denial-sleepy cycle for several rounds.  She eventually took pity on me and had the doc shut the system down so she could scoot forward for another turn.

With how quickly she came this time, maybe it wasn’t pity for me, but pure lust for her that led her to change things up.  She leaned back out of my reach once she’d come down, and sat there enjoying the afterglow while staring into my eyes.

“It’s time for a new game,” she announced.  “I want one more orgasm from you, and I can promise you’ll get one at the same time I do, as long as you’re fast enough with that talented tongue of yours.”

I didn’t care what game she had in mind, but if she promised to let me finally cum, then I was all for it.

“The closer I get to orgasm, the more I’ll turn up your vibrator.  I want us to cum at the exact same time, but I’ll warn you again that you’ll need to be on your A-game for this.”

The doc taped a gauze pad over my nose and wiggled a familiar brown bottle in front of my face.

“I’m going to slowly drip some of this onto the gauze while you’re getting busy, and if you take too long to satisfy Sara, then your promised orgasm won’t happen until you’re out cold.  I suggest you get busy.”

I felt a drop hit the gauze and immediately detected the same smell as earlier when he first put me under.  I wasted no time in finesse and sensual caresses with my tongue, driving straight for her clit the moment it was in range.

I licked, I sucked, and I felt my toy pick up speed as I rushed to bring her to climax.  The doc continued to add more of the drug to the pad on a regular basis, and I was feeling light headed after only a minute.

I tried breathing through my mouth as much as possible, but Sara kept her pussy fairly tight to my face and made it difficult.  My eyelids were drooping again, and I found it hard to keep my tongue working over her sensitive bud.

I didn’t think there was a lot of chloroform on the pad, but it was enough to keep me woozy and completely mess me up.  Even partially sedated, I still kept going, doing my best and hoping she’d cum soon so I could too.

I was so close I could practically taste it, and I knew she was as well.  When her moans reached a fever pitch, I felt the vibrator climb up to full speed again, and I bucked my hips as much as I could to try and get off before the chloroform took me away.

Unfortunately, the bastard cheated and literally drenched the pad just as Sara came.  She ground down on my mouth making it impossible for me to breathe other than through the soaked gauze, and I felt darkness quickly approaching.

I felt my orgasm finally arrive at the precise moment the world went black.  I bet it was a good one, but I’ll never know for sure.

***

When I awoke again, I found myself strapped down on the restraint bed with my arms and legs secured to the four corners.  There was a mirror on the ceiling above me, and I slowly took in what they’d done to me this time.

I had tubes running into my nose and another down my throat.  An IV was connected to my arm, and while I couldn’t see what it was, I could feel something huge was stuck up my ass.  I was also thoroughly restrained with a multitude of those thick leather straps.

“Ah, the patient awakes,” Dr. Gustavo said, stepping into view.  “It’s getting late and you need your sleep to recover for what we have in store for you over the next few months, but before you go night-night, there’s one more thing I need to do.  I need to take your temperature the old fashioned way.”

He crawled between my legs and began rubbing his penis up and down between my folds, transferring some of the moisture onto it.  Still feeling ultra-horny, I welcomed the attention, and welcomed it even more when he slowly slid his rampant prick into me.

I’d gotten scared when he started talking about me being here for months, but his slow, sensual lovemaking soon drove the thought from my mind.  I was in heaven, and his technique was flawless.  I couldn’t properly moan with the tube down my throat, but it wasn’t for a lack of trying.

He brought me to the most wonderful orgasm I’d ever experienced in my life, and I thought I might die from how powerful the waves of pleasure were.  It went on and on for what seemed like forever, and when I felt him start cumming inside me, it drove me to an even higher plateau.

He collapsed on top of me when he was spent, but didn’t crush me for long before raising himself off and stepping to the side.  I simply lay there in the wonderful afterglow, unsure what my fate might be, but content with whatever it was.

He carefully removed the tubes from my throat and nose, planting a big, sloppy kiss on my lips once he was done.  I returned it with interest.

“Ok, cut,” he called out.  “You were superb, Wendy.  I don’t think we’ll ever be able to top that.”

I was a little dazed and confused about what was going on, especially once he quickly released me.  He helped me to sit up while Sara held a glass of water for me to sip through a straw.  With all I’d been through, I’d almost forgotten this was supposed to be a simple video shoot, and it was now over.

They gave me plenty of time to recover from my ordeal and made a copy of the raw footage so I could study it at my leisure.  Sara even drove me home, with the doc following in his car so she could get back easily.

I should’ve been embarrassed when she drew me a bath and climbed in to help wash me, but after what we’d been through tonight, I didn’t mind in the least.  She even tucked me into bed and made sure I was comfortable before saying goodbye.  I fell asleep about two seconds after I heard her leave.

I felt surprisingly good when I woke up the next afternoon, and might’ve slept in even longer if nature hadn’t been calling.  After taking care of business, I went to the kitchen to make some coffee and found a fat stack of hundred dollar bills, a DVD, and a note.

Thanks again for an amazing night.  Please stop by the office at your earliest convenience, as I have a nice big cash bonus waiting for you.  I hope to see you soon, Dr. John and Sara Gustavo.

I’d stop by his office later, but first things first; I grabbed the DVD and put in my player so I could find out exactly what happened last night.  I’d only meant to skim through it, but found myself quickly caught up in the highly erotic scene.

Before I knew it, I found my hands between my legs, and I wound up bringing myself to three orgasms before the movie was over.  I now knew why he was into the kinky stuff he did, and I could barely wait for next Friday so I could do it again.

Then again, I had to go to his office to pick up my bonus, and maybe I could get him to give me another examination… just to make sure I was fine after last night.  Maybe even two exams.  Oh, and Sara should probably check me out as well.  I smiled and started the video again.  After all, I really did need to study it.
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Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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