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Ch
apter 1: Decisions


“Thank you both for coming,” I said.  “There’s a lot we need to discuss, and some important decisions to be made.  Please have a seat so we can get started.”

Both my business partner Mistress Lilith and her submissive friend Jill sat without a word.  They knew they were here for an accounting over the crap they pulled last weekend.

“To say I’m unimpressed would be the understatement of the century.”

“Where’s Sherri?” Lilith asked.  “She’s the one who deserves a strip taken out of her ass for drugging me and putting Jill through hell.”

“I’ve already had words with her, and we’ll talk about that later.  Right now, I need to decide what to do with you two.”

“Do with us?”

“Yes.  If I’ve got the story straight, it was Jill who set things in motion by drugging Sherri and taking her place for our long weekend show, with you as a willing accomplice.”

“She deserved a lot worse, and still does,” Jill snapped.

“Silence!  It was a stupid thing to do, and you could’ve wound up in jail.  And as for you, Lilith, I can’t believe how stupid you were through all of this.”

“So I made a mistake.  It’s over and done with.”

“You were stupid to help Jill, and stupid to try and sneak her into my Ultimate Bondage Device without telling me.  I don’t care who we put into the UBD, but we could have had a better show if I would’ve known who it was.  She reacts differently from Sherri, and I thought the calibration levels were messed up in my program.  I spent hours debugging it and adjusting the settings.”

Lilith looked embarrassed, knowing she was in the wrong.

“Your stupidity continued by getting suckered by Sherri, who you stupidly let get free early.  All of that pales in comparison to your final bit of stupidity… disabling the safety switch and leaving Jill to a long and cruel session of torment.”

“So where do we go from here?”

“You pretty much screwed us for our upcoming show.  Sherri won’t be available for quite some time, and Jill still needs time to recover.  Unless we can find a new model in the next twenty-four hours who’ll fit into the special suit, we have no show.”

“I can probably manage to do the show, as long as it’s not as extreme as the last one.”

“Our customers expect a quality show, and it’s not worth doing if we can’t do it right.  I think this is the end of our partnership, Lilith.”

“You can’t cut me out now… I have my life savings tied up in this venture!”

“No show, no partnership.”

“There’s still one way we can continue with the show.”

“Oh?”

She took a deep breath before continuing.  “I can fit into the suit,” she blurted.

“It’s an interesting idea, but it’s been years since you’ve been on the bottom, and I doubt you could handle it.”

“If it’s a choice between losing my savings, or losing my freedom for a few hours, I know which I’d prefer.”

“Our customers expect to see you on stage, helping to direct the proceedings.”

“I could put on one of her catsuits and take her place,” Jill said.  “You could run a mostly silent show, saying we want to surprise the model with each new torment, and every now and then I could lip sync to some pre-recorded dialogue of Mistress Lilith.”

“You’re not very dominant, and I doubt you have much skill or experience as a top.  Lilith is probably just as bad as a sub.”

“I can handle it just fine,” Lilith said indignantly.

“I’ll do my part too,” Jill said.  “All I need is a little practice.”

“Hmm… I’m still not sold on it, but I’ll give you twenty-four hours to convince me.”

“What do you mean?”

“You need to prove you can handle being a sub without tapping out, and Jill needs practice as a top.  If you want to go through with this, then we start that practice now, and keep at it until our show starts.”

“No way, Laste.  We could do a couple of quick trial scenes, but all day is overkill.”

“My house, my rules,” I said.  “But let me sweeten the pot a little before you make your final decision.  You two made a lot of bad decisions last week, but all of those were behind closed doors.  Sherri was stupid in front of a live camera.  It comes down to your word against hers for what you did to her, but there’s solid evidence of her actions.”

“What did you do?”

“I gave her a choice.  After reviewing her options, she decided to be a ‘guest’ at my private training academy until I deem she’s learned her lesson.  If you two can save our show this weekend, I’ll let both of you participate in her attitude adjustment, but we do things my way.”

“Our partnership?”

“Will remain unchanged,” I assured her.

“If I get a chance for some revenge, you can count me in,” Jill said.

“Revenge comes at a price.  I’ll let you have your chance, but this whole mess happened because of what you started, and you owe me for that.  Sometime in the future I’ll be calling in that marker, and when I do, I expect you to comply without question.”

“Agreed.”

“Have you made your decision, Lilith?”

“Yes.  Count me in, Master.”



Chapter 2: Submission


I wasn’t thrilled about how things worked out, but I was out of options.  It was a distinctly unsettling sensation to be standing in the dressing room naked, other than the little pieces of leather locked around my wrists, ankles and neck.

It felt even stranger having to help Jill into my favorite latex catsuit and corset.  Once I finished lacing it up, I helped her into a pair of my five inch stilettos and started polishing the catsuit.  If she was going to disguise herself as me, then I was determined she was going to look good doing it.

Once finished, she checked herself over in the mirror and gestured for me to head out to the stage.

“If you’re going to act like me, you might want to consider restraining me somehow and either lead me out or give me orders.”

“You’re right,” she giggled.  “This’ll take a bit of getting used to.”

“Start by clipping my wrists together behind my back and put a leash on the collar.  Maybe add a hobble chain while you’re at it.”

“Good idea,” she agreed.

She quickly did all three things, and with another little giggle, gave a slight tug on my leash to get me moving.

“Quit giggling,” I hissed.

“Sorry,” she said, as she led me to where Laste… I mean Master Laste was waiting.

“Very nice,” he said, looking us over.  “But you’re missing something.”

He tossed Jill a ball gag.  “With the dressing room door open, I could hear you two talking.  I knew Lilith would try to top from the bottom, and that ends right now.”

I gave him a dirty look, but knew he was right, so I opened my mouth to accept the large, red ball.  Jill fastened it rather loosely at first, but Master Laste noticed and had her tighten it several more notches.

“You two are pathetic,” he said, shaking his head.  “I think we’ll need to start with the basics.  Put her under the pulley and tie her wrists over her head.”

I almost turned to move, but checked myself at the last second and let her lead me there instead.  She fumbled a bit getting my hands attached, but nothing a casual observer would notice.  Once my hands were pulled up above me, she turned to Master Laste for more instructions.

“You need to both walk and act with more confidence, Jill.  Strut, don’t shuffle, and tighten up the rope until she’s on her toes.  Would Lilith ever put you into such sloppy bondage?  Do it right, and feel free to improvise.  You’ll never pull this off if you have to keep getting instructions from me.”

She nodded and gave the rope another pull, stretching me only slightly.  I thought it was still sloppy, but she wasn’t done yet.  She walked over to the gear table and came back with a spreader bar.  It wasn’t the longest one we had, but it was enough to make me stand on my tip-toes by the time she was finished.

“Excellent,” Master Laste approved.  “There may be hope for you yet.  Try to remember what’s been done to you in the past, and see if anything fits into the scene you’re running.  Take charge and be creative… you won’t be doing us any favors by going easy on her.”

She nodded, looked me over for a minute, and went to get more gear.  She came back with a vibrator, butt plug, and piece of rope.  I shook my head no over the butt plug, but she ignored me and lubed it up.  It was the smallest one we had, but it still hurt like hell going in.

Not giving me a chance to get used to the weird sensations it was causing, she shoved the vibrator all the way into me with a little assist from the leftover butt plug lube.  Next, she doubled the rope over and wrapped it around my waist with the long end trailing out behind me.

She adjusted it until it was centered at my ass crack and pulled it between my legs, over the rope at my stomach, and back down between my legs again.  She pulled it tighter three times before tying it off at the back, and I definitely
 wouldn’t be forgetting its presence anytime soon.

It looked like she was feeling more confident now; she strode over to the gear table to make her next set of selections.  She came back with a set of clover clamps and an evil looking grin on her face.

“I’ll never forget the first time you put these things on me,” she said.

She pressed the remote to activate the vibrator in my pussy and began to caress my nipples.  It didn’t take long before they were nice and hard.  Starting with my right nipple, she ran the cold steel over the tip a few times before clamping it home.

I’d used nipple clamps during sex before, but never this style and I howled at the amount of pain it caused.  She fastened the other one just as I got my breath back, and a second scream escaped my lips.

“I bet you’ll never forget either.”

I’m sure she was right, although it took a surprisingly short amount of time before the screaming pain receded into a dull throbbing sensation.

“That was a pretty strong reaction to a simple set of nipple clamps,” Master Laste said.  “Her pain tolerance seems to be almost non-existent.  We’ll have to work on that.”

Standing, he grabbed a rolling cart and wheeled it out of sight behind me.  Jill joined him and they had a whispered conversation I couldn’t quite hear.  All I could make out was the sound of several items being tossed onto the metal surface of the cart.

I started to panic, thinking things might be moving along too fast.  Of course, my thoughts no longer concerned them; I was their submissive today, and didn’t have any say in the matter.

“Since you’re a rookie at this, let’s start by tightening her restraints down.  Your aim will probably be bad enough without her moving around more than necessary.”

I saw Jill… Mistress Jill today, I guess… on my left and Master Laste on my right.  They each fastened a rope to the D-ring on my ankle cuffs and pulled them out to the sides.  Each rope was fastened to a ring in the floor, and together with the spreader bar, made my feet pretty much immobile.

“Let’s start with a plain strap,” he said.  “It works best if you take a wide swing and follow through with your whole arm like this.”

Expecting a painful hit, I braced myself, but he didn’t put much power into it.  I felt lucky he wanted to demonstrate slowly.  He hit me several more times and gradually increased the power, but it wasn’t more than I could handle.

“Your turn,” he said.

She walloped me a good one, and shrieking, I tried to jump away.  It was a good thing they took the time to tie my feet in place.

“Not bad for your first attempt, but you want to start off slowly so she can get used to it.  Don’t lay into her until she has some adrenaline and endorphins running through her veins.”

She started whipping me again, but not as hard.  After a few minutes I could she was getting the hang of it, as the strap was landing perfectly flat on my ass.  It meant each strike started hurting more, even without her hitting any harder.

“Good enough for now,” he finally said.  “Let’s move on to the quirt.  The action on this one is roughly the same, but with two thinner straps, it causes a little more pain for the same amount of effort.”

I felt a dozen stinging hits as he demonstrated, and then a short pause before a few wilder strikes.  I could only hope she picked up the technique quickly, or this would turn into a very long session.

I tried to hold as still as possible for her, but as my butt finally started to warm up, the vibrator working inside me became harder and harder to ignore.  My grunts of pain began changing into moans of pleasure.

I must’ve closed my eyes without knowing it, because I totally missed Master Laste stepping in front of me.  He removed both clover clamps at the same time, and the sudden return of blood to my nipples caused me to scream in pain.

It was also enough extra stimulation to trigger my first orgasm of the day, and my howls went on for a lot longer than the pain in my nipples did.  He let her practice for a few more minutes before moving to the next item on his agenda.

“The cat-o-nine tails is actually far more forgiving than either a strap or a quirt, but takes a lot of practice to use properly.  You need to use a little flick of the wrist with any of the multi-strand floggers, or you’ll wind up tiring yourself out before you know it.”

I felt him starting flogging me with a familiar figure eight pattern to the strokes.  It was the way I preferred to wield it myself.

“You can also let the length of the strands do some of the work for you by landing your strike more in the middle and letting the ends whip around your target.”

Oh shit… he wouldn’t, would he?  He did.  The next several hits landed on my ass crack, with the tips passing between my legs before snapping into contact with my pussy.  The crotch rope gave me a bit of protection, but not enough.  My pussy was both swollen and sensitive after my orgasm, and the pain was far out of proportion to the strength of his lashes.

“Don’t try that technique yet,” he said to my great relief.  “Just practice on her ass with downward strikes and remember to work on your wrist action.”

He stepped in front of me again and stared into my eyes, watching my reaction as Mistress Jill slowly figured out the flogger and got into a nice, even rhythm.

“One more thing,” he began.  “I don’t recall hearing you give her permission to cum.  Did I miss it?”

“Umm… no,” she replied.

“If you say ‘Umm’ again, I’m giving you ten of my best lashes with the cane,” he instantly snapped.

“No, we didn’t give the slut permission to cum.  She’s earned herself a punishment.”

I tried to complain it wasn’t my fault and I just couldn’t help myself, but stopped before I’d barely started.  It was no less than what I’d do if I was in charge, so it made sense.  Being submissive to them was a lot harder than I thought it’d be.

“She has a lot to learn, and not a lot of time.  Change her gag before we continue.”

While I wasn’t looking forward to another gag, my jaw was aching pretty bad by now, so I was looking forward to the few seconds reprieve I’d have while she did the change.  A large amount of excess saliva came out with the gag, and it tickled as it ran between my breasts and down my stomach.

She pressed a bit gag against my lips, and I reluctantly opened my mouth to accept it.  She pulled it reasonably tight, but before she buckled it, Master Laste surprised me by suddenly lashing out at my pussy.  My mouth opened a bit wider as I gasped, and she instantly pulled it deeper.

Dammit… that was one of my favorite tricks.  They must’ve planned it out in advance when they were assembling their gear.  The gag was now cruelly cutting into the corners of my mouth, and I gave Master Laste a dirty look.

He simply chuckled and leaned his head to the side to nod at Mistress Jill.  A second later and they began flogging me on both my ass and breasts.  Master Laste was hitting at something closer to his regular strength now, and the pain was building fast.

So was another orgasm, dammit… they still hadn’t turned that damn thing off.  I did my best to ignore it this time, not wanting to risk more punishment.  That was easier said than done, though.  Master Laste would randomly change his aim and strike at my pussy, and the resultant tingle when the pain subsided was driving me crazy.

I tried to beg for permission to cum, but this was the first time I’d ever worn a bit gag and my words weren’t even close to being intelligible.  I managed to contain it for a few more minutes, but it was a losing battle.

I exploded again, and this time Master Laste began whipping my pussy exclusively, driving it into a multiple orgasm that left me hanging limp and exhausted.  I barely noticed they’d stopped flogging me, and I think I missed part of a conversation between them.

I felt my arms being lowered, and Master Laste had to help hold me up as my full weight returned to my jelly-like legs.  My wrists were unclipped and allowed to fall to my sides for the first time since we began.

It wasn’t a long reprieve.  Before my muscles started working again, I felt my wrists being pulled behind my back and lashed together.  My elbows followed suit, but it was a bit of a struggle for Mistress Jill since she’d never done it before… and I’d never had it done to me either.

She finally managed to get them to touch after getting some advice from Master Laste, and all I could do was stand there and take it.  They gave me a minute to get used to it, and Master Laste even gave me a drink with a squirt bottle, although most of it wound up running down my chin.

He suddenly stepped away from me, and without his support, I found myself falling forward.  I had a brief moment of panic, but then felt my arms pull up behind me and take up my weight.  Mistress Jill had put me into a classic strappado position and I hadn’t even realized it!  They were really doing a good job at keeping me off balance, both mentally and physically.

She tightened the rope a little more and then replaced the spreader bar with a longer one.  By now, all I could do was stand there with my head hanging down.  Apparently that wasn’t in the script, though, as I suddenly felt my head pulled up by my hair, followed by the removal of both my slave collar and the evil bit gag.  A large ring gag quickly replaced it, stretching my jaw wide again, and I found my mouth beginning to ache almost immediately.

My neck also wasn’t bare for long.  With Master Laste holding my head in position, Mistress Jill started lacing a posture collar in place.  From the first pull of the lace, it became harder to breathe, and it sure didn’t get easier as she worked her way down.  A ragged gasp was the best I could manage by the time she was finished.

Master Laste slowly circled to my rear, closely inspecting my position.  He apparently wasn’t satisfied, so he reefed my arms up a few inches higher and circled me again.  He stopped in front of me this time and began fiddling with the front of my collar.

I felt pressure against the bottom of my jaw, and silently began swearing.  They’d used an adjustable posture collar, and now it was forcing my neck into an even harsher angle.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“I think it looks about right height and angle, once I get on the stand.”

He nodded and slid a small stand under my head before walking out of sight behind me.  To my great relief, Mistress Jill finally turned off the vibrator and removed my crotch rope.  The instant the rope was pulled away, the vibe slid out of me and landed on the floor with a clunk.

She slowly worked the plug out of my ass, and I felt almost hollow down there without either intruder.  She let it fall to the floor as well, and walked in front of me, moving the stand slightly before stepping on it.

“You’re a complete wimp, have no self-control, and don’t know the meaning of the word ‘submissive’,” she said.  “I have an idea that’ll either teach you or break you.  Laste isn’t happy with how slow this is progressing, and neither am I.  It’s time for a change.”

Not progressing fast enough?  Was she shitting me?  I’d already gone through more in the last hour than most subs did in several sessions!

“It’s time you learned how a submissive properly gives thanks for her training.”

She unzipped the crotch of her catsuit and shuffled forward until her pussy was pressed hard against my face.  I didn’t need an instruction manual in order to figure out what she expected.  I found it harder than expected with the ring gag in place, but I lashed out with my tongue as fast as possible, hoping to get her off quickly.

Master Laste even started rubbing my pussy, and I began to think this wouldn’t be too bad.  It got even better when he picked up the vibrator, turned it on to full blast, and began circling the tip around my clit.  It felt so good I forgot to keep licking, which drew a harsh reminder by way of Mistress Jill’s flogger striking my tits.

I vowed to not let myself become distracted like that again, and redoubled the efforts with my tongue.  Master Laste slid the vibrator back into my pussy and ordered me to hold it in place.  I clenched my muscles to comply, but had a hard time as I felt him lubing up my asshole.

He began pumping a finger into my rear passage, then two, and finally three.  He then stopped for a moment before I felt something else pressing against my rosebud.  His long, hard cock slowly pressed forward with more and more pressure until his head finally popped past my sphincter.

It momentarily took my breath away, earning me another lash to the tits when I’d stopped licking.  He kept pressing forward until he was deep inside of me and then held that position.  He pulled the vibe out and resumed rubbing it over my clit.

My head was awash in conflicting sensations.  The pleasant musk of Mistress Jill warred against the restrictive position of my neck and throat.  The pain of having a huge cock up my ass was countered by the pleasant vibrations stimulating my clit.  I had trouble thinking coherently, and it got even worse as Master Laste began pounding in and out of my virgin ass.

To my surprise, it only hurt for the first minute or two, and then it actually started to feel good.  It even felt good enough that it messed with my plan of getting Mistress Jill off quickly.  She was quick to remind me whenever she felt me faltering, but it started happening more and more frequently as time went on.

I think I finally slipped into subspace.  I’d often described it, frequently seen it, but never experienced it.  My whole body was alive with sensations I never knew existed, and all that mattered was the here and now.

My eyes were open, but I couldn’t see.  My mouth was gagged and my mind blank, but I couldn’t stop talking.  I was on a whole new plane of existence.  If this was what subspace felt like all the time, I regretted not trying the experience before.

Even the pain in my arms and legs became something new and wondrous.  I didn’t even care that the combination of the restrictive posture collar, and Master Laste’s thrusts forcing my face deep into Mistress Jill’s pussy, was preventing me from getting enough air into my lungs.

The slight anoxia only sent me deeper down the rabbit hole.

Mistress Jill’s voice suddenly cut through my consciousness.  “You’ve already cum three times without permission.  If you cum before I do, you’ll really
 regret it.  However, I know the value of offering both the carrot and the stick.  If you can manage to hold out until both Master Laste and I are satisfied, you’ll earn yourself a small reward.”

In retrospect, I should have found that both condescending and humiliating.  Instead, all of I could think of was obeying her and earning her generous reward.  I licked until my tongue ached, and then used the thrusts from Master Laste to give me a boost to get a tiny bit deeper into her pussy.

When I felt her start to grind her mound into my face in time with my thrusts, I knew I’d won.  Holding back my orgasm was the toughest thing I’d ever done in my life, but I managed to do it long enough to win.  She suddenly tensed and shook herself into a massive squirting orgasm, almost drowning and suffocating me before she regained control and backed off enough to let me breathe again.

Unfortunately, her actions sent me over the edge into an orgasm strong enough to cause me to pass out.  I won one battle, but lacked the endurance to win the war.



Chapter 3: Endurance


I awoke by small stages, unsure of what was going on.

I couldn’t move, couldn’t see, and couldn’t speak.  Oh yeah… I was a bondage slut… how could I forget.  As the number of neurons firing in my otherwise empty head hit double digits, I figured out I must’ve been strapped down in the UBD.  I groaned and futilely tried to escape.

My groaning must’ve drawn attention to the fact I was back in the land of the living, since I suddenly felt a hand run over my brow.

“Easy, my love,” Mistress Jill said, trying to comfort me.  “You’ve had a busy day so far, but you need to save your strength and push through to the next level.  It won’t be easy, but if you give it your best, I know you’ll make it to the end and earn your reward.”

Her words comforted me, but it was a small comfort, as the situation I found myself in became slowly apparent.  The first thing to penetrate the fog in my mind was my arms.  They were wretched painfully behind me into a reverse prayer position and locked to the rear of my posture collar.

Queued up next for attention were my tits.  I wasn’t sure all of what was going on down there, but I definitely had something pulling my nipples halfway to the moon, and from the incessant throbbing pressure, guessed they were also severely constricted around the bases.

Figuring it out was enough to make me try to complain, but that just revealed my next major problem; I think I had the giant Ghostbuster’s marshmallow man stuck inside my mouth.  I began to panic and struggle as I realized how stringently I was restrained, but soon calmed down due to a pleasantly sweet smell in my nose.

“Keep her distracted,” I heard a voice say from somewhere far away.

I wanted to tell him I felt plenty distracted, but only a weak giggle left my mouth.  I gently coasted along for a few years before I felt some pleasurable vibrations start in my nether regions.  I felt something large and bumpy slide into my eager pussy, and then something almost as big make its way up my ass.

I should have been complaining over the size of the thing, but it just felt too damn good right now.  My entire body was one massive erogenous zone, and I felt like the queen of the world.  I couldn’t complain, even when the toys between my legs inflated to nearly double their original size.

I didn’t come back down to reality until the vibration intensity passed well beyond ‘jackhammer’ and was something closer to an ‘8.0 Richter Scale Earthquake’.  At that point, my orgasm sent me straight from never-never land, and directly into sub-space.  Do not pass go… do not collect two hundred orgasms.

Ok… so maybe my mind wasn’t completely back on track yet.

Mistress Jill’s next words brought me pretty damn close, though.

“In case you haven’t figured it out, you’re about to star in the UBD during our live show.  You’ve also earned so many punishments… I can barely keep track of them all.  You failed at orgasm control multiple times, you failed to finish your training, and you failed to give me the three or four more orgasms I wanted to get before the show began.”

What was going on?  This didn’t sound like Jill… I mean Mistress Jill… I was confused again.

“You also need punishment for failing to help us suit you up, you didn’t help us strap you into the UBD, and I have a sneaking suspicion you’ll be cumming many, many more times tonight… all without permission.”

This didn’t sound good…

“I know I’ll be submissive to you again someday, but you’ve got a lot coming to you before that day arrives.  Master Laste is determined to fulfill all of the unfulfilled requests we’ve gotten over the last month, so this may take a while.  The show’s about to start, so try to enjoy it if you can… I know I will.”

I barely heard her parting words as another massive orgasm engulfed me and made me see stars.  The intensity of the vibrators never ramped down at all, and I knew I was in deep, deep trouble.  This was beyond what I thought I’d agreed to, but I’d play by the rules.  After all, I’d expect nothing less from anyone else.

By the time the show was over and I’d had about my millionth orgasm, my mind was shattered.  I was broken.  My will was non-existent.  I knew I’d do whatever Mistress Jill asked of me without question and without complaint.  I also knew I’d never had so much fun in my life and I hoped we’d be exchanging the favor often.

Submission could be fun, even for a dominatrix.

###
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