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Chapter 1: A New Venture


“Ok, ladies,” Laste said.  “Here’s what we’ve got in front of us.”

“It looks like somebody puked leather over a trashy seventies disco,” I replied.

“Come on, Lilith… the place may be out of date, but just think of the potential.  With a little hard work, the five of us can turn this old club into something special and unique.  Plus it’s part of Liddy’s settlement to us, so we already own it.”

I sighed and tried to keep an open mind as I scanned the place again.  If I had to make a guess as to what this place was before it closed, I would’ve picked gay biker bar.  It wasn’t exactly a bad place, and the sheer amount of available space would mean we could do just about anything we wanted to do, but it also meant a ton of work to clean and renovate.

It had two public floors, and a basement which was mostly used for storage.  Apparently we also owned the storefronts on either side of the club, so we could have even more space if we somehow needed it.

“We wouldn’t have to clean this pigsty up ourselves, would we?” Jill asked.

“The initial work would be done by others, but most of the décor would have to be done by us.  If we want it to have a true fetish feel, then Joe Contractor would be clueless.  We’d have help for the big or heavy stuff, though.”

“We could save a few bucks by making Liddy clean this hole up,” Sherri said.  “It would be fitting, since it used to be hers before she became a slave.”

“I’m sure she’d be delighted to help,” he chuckled.  “But if we want to open sometime this year, we’ll need professionals to gut this place for us.  In fact, I’ve already hired them and they’ll be here first thing tomorrow.”

“Then why are we here today?” I asked.

“We need to come up with a design plan.  Monica’s getting copies made of the blueprints so we can work off them, but looking at the place for yourselves will let you picture the changes better.”

“I can see the logic in that.  Seeing the way the second floor is partially open to below, yet mostly obscured makes me want to have a special member’s only section up there.”

“I like that idea,” he said.  “It means we could be a little more open with who we allow down here, yet have a semi-private area for the ‘elite’ upstairs.”

“If we put LCD glass up along the balcony, we could turn it opaque if we need even more privacy up there for some of our … umm… special events.”

“Now you’re talking.  Here comes Monica now, so let’s push a few tables together and start putting these ideas down on paper.”

I still wasn’t convinced this was a good idea, but like he said: we owned the dump.  It might not be so bad if the private floor could have parties like the ones at Laste’s house, but we’d have to be careful with who we allowed in.

The main floor would have to be almost vanilla in comparison.  We could still have lots of leather and latex, but there was no way we could have the real hardcore stuff where anyone could see it.  Maybe a few light BDSM shows on the stage would be enough for down here.

It took us most of the night, but we eventually put together something we thought would work.  I was actually looking forward to renovating the second floor now.  We were gonna have some fun.



Chapter 2: Kinky Renovations


“Don’t drag that thing over the floor!” I shouted, shaking my head in disgust.  “If you scratch the floor, you’re polishing it!”

“Sorry, Mistress,” Sherri replied.  “I just lost my grip for a second.”

“You don’t have to call me mistress when it’s just us.”

“Habits are hard to break, and I’m comfortable with it by now.  Not only that, but I’m sure I’ll be starring in several shows up here, and wouldn’t want to slip up by naming you common and earning a punishment.”

“Fine,” I said, with the ghost of a smile on my lips.  “I guess that means you just volunteered to test our fine new equipment and make sure everything works properly and safely.”

“If it means I get a break from hauling this heavy crap, then I’m all in.”

I probably should’ve mentioned that the spanking bench she was helping Jill to move was the last big item we had for today, but that was just too good of a line to ignore.  Maybe I’d tell her at breakfast tomorrow.

“Ok, if you’re so desperate for a break, then strip, wench!”

She looked startled at my command, but didn’t hesitate for longer than a second.  A few months under Laste’s and my care did that to a girl.  Less than a minute later she was naked and standing at attention with her hands behind her head, eyes forward, chest thrust out, and legs spread two feet apart.

I wasn’t mad at her, and if anything this would be a welcome diversion for the both of us.  We’d all worked hard over the last six weeks to get this place ready, so a little play break would be nice.  I had her bend over the spanking bench she’d just placed on the stage and asked Jill to do the honors.  I went to gather some accessories from our prop stand.

She quickly had Sherri’s waist strapped tight to the small padded top, and by means of a hydraulic foot pump, raised it up until Sherri’s feet were just barely touching the ground.  I handed her some cuffs and let her do the ankles while I worked on the wrists.

We tied them off to the very edge of the base, putting Sherri into what would’ve been a harsh spread-eagle if she hadn’t been bent over like she was.   I gave the foot pedal a few more pumps until she was stretched tight and her muscles were straining against the pull.

“This is a little extreme for… mmpmph” she started to say before being interrupted by the penis gag I filled her mouth with.

I had the gag ready, expecting her to start complaining as I stretched her to the max, although I thought she would’ve complained a few pumps earlier.  She sure had excellent flexibility and a high pain tolerance.

“I’m just making sure the hydraulics don’t leak and lose pressure.  It would be embarrassing to have the bench lower itself in the middle of a show.  In fact, I think we’d better leave it pumped up for a while to make sure it’s perfect.  An hour or two should do, unless Laste thinks an overnight test would be better.”

I smiled at her sudden panicked attempt at speech and escape, but her struggles barely moved the bench a millimeter (which was what I really wanted to find out).  I also had no intention of leaving her there overnight, but she didn’t need to know that.

“We’ve got three other props up here to test,” Jill said with a wink in my direction, catching on to my plan.  “Maybe she could test one each day for a full day.  Since none of these things are bolted down, we need to make sure nothing is going to fall over.”

“Yes… safety first,” I agreed.  “But in three days, we’ll have another half-dozen items we’ll need to try.  Proper testing of everything could take weeks.”

“I’m sure Sherri won’t mind.  After all, she did
 just volunteer for it.”

We teased Sherri for several minutes like that, and almost unconsciously began groping and caressing her taut and helpless body.  Jill stretched out beneath her and fondled her breasts while I paid attention to her ass sticking up so invitingly.

I alternated between fondling and spanking for several minutes before letting my fingers roam between her legs.  She was so wet already, her juices were running down her thighs and her snatch seemed to almost suck my fingers inside with her need.

I slowly finger fucked her with one, two, and finally three fingers.  I used my thumb to work her clit now and then, but I mostly stayed away from it since she looked ready to pop at any second.  She’d worked harder than any of us during our renovations and deserved a reward, but it was in my nature to make her work for it.

I pulled my hand away before she could cum, and wiped my fingers off under her nose.  The smell of her own arousal would be there until we decided to let her go, and it seemed to amp her arousal up even more.

Jill was rambling on about maybe keeping Sherri in bondage for our entire first year when I decided to change things up.  Jill was a fully trained dominatrix now, but she was still junior to me.

“As much as I like your ideas, Jill,” I said, trying to sound sweet.  “We open in two weeks, and simply have too many things left to do.  Sherri can’t be in two places at once, and your zeal to make sure everything gets a proper trial run gives me a good idea.”

She wiggled out from underneath Sherri and stood, giving me a suspicious look.

“In other words, strip, wench!”

She hadn’t been expecting that at all, but a ghost of a smile made a brief appearance on her lips and she quickly removed her clothes.  I looked at the three remaining items on the stage, and decided to put her in the kneeling stocks.

It could be used in the conventional way with her hands trapped on each side of her head, but in the kneeling configuration, the second half would come into play.  A second stock with four openings held her hands back next to her feet.

With her legs two feet apart and her wrists outside her feet, it looked dreadfully uncomfortable.  Especially since it meant she had no means of relieving her upper body tension; her neck muscles would probably start cramping within a few minutes.

I fastened a big red ball gag behind her lips and went out into the main seating area to see how the stage looked from different angles.  We’d divided the entire upper floor into smaller sections and if some areas didn’t have a clear view we’d have to change the layout.

I was glad when everything checked out, since the smaller sections were my idea and I didn’t want to have to get rid of them.  Once we were up and running, each section would have its own theme.

Restrained French maid, kinky nurse, ponygirl, latex breath play gear, and more… the servers in each area would be dressed and restrained for a specific kink, and I thought it would help keep things fresh.  Repeat business is the key to a successful club.

“Master Laste wishes to speak to you in the basement if you have a moment,” Monica said from behind me, making me jump a little.  I’d been lost in thought and didn’t hear her come up.

“Ok, can you stay up here and make sure the girls don’t get bored?”

“Yes, Mistress,” she replied and headed straight for the prop stand.

Feeling lazy, I took the elevator down instead of the stairs.  He was waiting for me when the doors opened, looking very excited.

“You’ve got to see this,” he said.  “It’s incredible!”

“Slow down,” I laughed.  “It’s a musty basement with exposed pipes… how incredible could it be?”

“Something’s been bugging me about the layout down here, and I’ve been down here all night trying to figure out what it was.  I finally found what I was looking for, and wanted you to see it for the first time with me.”

“Should I be looking at the dirt piled in the corner, or the cockroach that just ran across the floor?  That reminds me… is the exterminator still coming tomorrow?”

“Yes to the exterminator, but no to the rest.  Does the wall next to the elevator look a little odd to you?”

“It looks like a wall,” I said, after looking closely at both sides to try and see what he meant.  “What are you…”

I stopped myself, finally seeing what he was talking about.  On the left side, the wall was in line with the back of the elevator, but the right side was flush with the front.  It meant there was something hidden behind a fake wall.

I took a closer look, but couldn’t see anyplace a door might be.  I turned and gave him a quizzical look.

“In here,” he said, gesturing to the elevator.

He inserted the operator’s key into the panel and turned it to off.  A moment later he turned past off to where there were no markings, and I heard a faint click.  With a flourish, he put a hand under the side rail and lifted the entire wall up!

“Lidia may have been crazy, but she was rarely stupid,” he said, releasing a section of the shaft wall to swing open.  “Shall we go down the rabbit hole and see what we find?”

I nodded assent and he led the way.  A switch on the wall turned on a string of lights leading downward.  Apparently we had a sub-basement that wasn’t on any of the plans.  After about twenty steps down, we came to a heavy steel door.  Luckily, the key for it was hanging on a hook next to another light switch.

I gasped as I passed the threshold, not quite believing what I was seeing.  It looked like a fully equipped medieval dungeon, complete with torture equipment and jail cells.  It had a torture rack, whipping post, stocks, and about a mile worth of chains hanging from the walls and ceiling.  It even had what looked like an iron maiden.

The one wall that wasn’t covered with chains and manacles had about every conceivable torture device I knew about, and even a few I didn’t recognize.  There were four open bar jail cells and two solitary cells.  It was the ultimate dominatrix secret lair.

“I don’t know what to say,” I whispered, completely stunned at our find.

“I’m fairly impressed myself,” he said.  “The big question for us right now is what do we do with it?  Do we show it off to a few people in the inner circle, or do we keep this a secret for now?”

“We have enough on our plate right now getting the rest of the club open.  Let’s keep this to ourselves for now.”

“Sounds good,” he agreed.  “If nothing else, it’ll give us something new to wow them with if the club starts to become stale.”

I lost track of time and spent close to an hour going through things.  I figured I’d better go release the girls so we could finish sometime tonight, and left Laste to continue his inspection.  When I got upstairs, I was greeted with a trio of moans and guttural screams.

Apparently Monica had taken me literally when I said to keep them entertained.  She’d evidently given each of them a vibrator and set them to run on full speed.  I wondered how many orgasms I’d missed while I was busy downstairs.

She’d even decided to join in the fun herself.  She’d managed to strap herself to the upright whipping post using several long leather straps and two pieces of rope.  She had an inflatable gag in her mouth, and judging from the way her cheeks were puffed out, it was pumped up to the max.  A simple pair of handcuffs completed her self-bondage, holding her arms behind both her and the post.

I tried to look angry, but it was hard to keep a straight face.  I gave her a closer inspection and tightened up the straps she couldn’t get right by herself.  She also had a toy between her legs, but it was running on the lowest possible speed.

I guess she hadn’t been given permission to have an orgasm, so the slow speed would be more of a torture than anything.  She may have stepped over the line in interpreting my orders, but I gave her full marks for creativity.  I decided to be somewhat nice to her and cranked her vibe up to full speed.

The look of joy in her eyes was quickly squashed when I told her she still didn’t have permission to cum.  Both of us knew her orgasm was inevitable, and we both knew it would lead to punishment.  After a few minutes of the vibe running on high, it looked like she stopped caring about being punished, but she still tried to delay her orgasm as long as possible.

All in all, watching the three girls in tight bondage being forced into multiple orgasms made me extremely horny myself.  I slipped a hand between my legs and found my panties were already drenched.  I removed them and pulled them over her face, making sure the big wet spot was centered over her nose.

The humiliation of being forced to breathe my musky odor was the final straw, and she exploded into an orgasm that had her shaking uncontrollably for a full minute.  It was so intense, I thought for a moment she’d passed out at the end, but she managed to hold on.

I left her vibe running on high and went to check on the others.  Jill was in the midst of her own orgasm, and a fairly large puddle beneath her crotch let me see that she’d squirted more than once.  She was obviously tired, but otherwise fine.  I went to check Sherri.

With her mouth fully stuffed and her head inverted, she was having a problem with her saliva building up faster than she could clear it.  I quickly removed her gag so she wouldn’t start choking.  It was always a danger, which is why I wanted Monica to keep an eye on things.

I decided to explain that to her by means of a flogger.  I left Sherri ungagged, but kept her vibrator running.  She wanted to have some fun, so she was damn well gonna get it.  I selected one of the longer floggers and went back to Monica just in time to see her have a second massive orgasm.

I started working her tits over with the flogger, explaining in detail the safety rules that should’ve been second nature to her by now.  I kept it up for a full five minutes before letting her catch her breath.  She had her third orgasm at almost the instant I stopped.

“That’s three times you’ve cum now without permission.  I wonder how many lashes your Master would give you.”

“Twenty per offence,” he said from behind me.  I was startled again, and would have to learn to pay more attention to my surroundings.

I handed him my flogger with a little curtsey.  He took it, but kept staring at me.

“I was expecting Monica to return to assist me.  Instead, I find her tied to a post enjoying orgasms I never permitted.  I’m not exactly pleased with your decisions, Lilith, but fortunately a solution presents itself.”

“What solution?”

“It seems we have one more bondage device left to test tonight, and you don’t seem to be busy at the moment.  Shall we see if we can get four simultaneous orgasms going to christen our new stage?”

My first instinct was to say ‘no way in hell’, but for some reason, the idea held a strange attraction for me.  Maybe it was the fact I felt hornier than I’d ever been in my life, but whatever it was, I slowly nodded my head in agreement.

He led me over to our last prop; the St. Andrew’s cross.  I was in a daze as I began removing my clothes while he went to fill a bag with items from the prop table.  The cross was the largest item on the stage, having a ladder framework built on each side of it to make it easier to restrain the victim.

Our cross had two wedges to allow the model to stand in position while the straps were pulled in place and could then be removed at the end, leaving her hanging… or rather leaving me
 hanging, for tonight anyway.

Four straps on each leg, four on each arm, and three across my torso had me firmly welded in place to the lightly padded cross.  I was surprised he didn’t gag me as well, but maybe he wanted to hear my moans tonight.  Maybe he was hoping I’d start begging to be let down… I may not be used to being on this end of things, but since I was here, I was determined to handle it like I’d expect any sub under my control.

He chuckled when he found out how wet I was, and tossed the tube of lube back into his bag.  He pressed a vibrating egg deep inside me and turned it on low to keep me simmering while he fastened a butterfly vibe over my clit.  I couldn’t stop myself from moaning, and began to wish he’d gagged me after all.

I’d heard all three of the other girls have another orgasm while I was being restrained, and it just fanned the embers inside me into something close to unbearable.  I needed it to be me, and soon or I’d lose my mind.

I tried to jump when he turned the butterfly on, but couldn’t move at all.  After only twenty seconds or so, he turned the butterfly down to low, leaving me hanging with an itch I couldn’t scratch.  I came close to begging him to turn it back up, but bit my tongue at the last instant.  There was no way I’d let him win without a fight, even though it was killing me.

He left me to stew while he delivered Monica’s punishment.  The sounds of the flogger striking her tits and her accompanying moans added more fuel to my fire.  If this kept up, I might actually be able to cum even though my toys were running on low.

I was close, but just couldn’t manage to get that extra microscopic amount of stimulation I needed to get over the edge.  He finished with her punishment faster than I would’ve thought, and decided to be nice enough to allow her to cum without the risk of another flogging.

She came almost instantly, and I almost felt like crying.  He released Jill from the stocks but told her to keep her vibe in place for now.  He let her work the kinks out of her body and went to release Sherri.  Both girls were soon on their feet, although they were far from steady; their legs were like jelly after all their orgasms.

“Sherri,” he said.  “You haven’t had the chance to play with Lilith before… do you feel up to the challenge?”

“I was born ready,” she replied with an evil grin on her face.  “C’mon, Jill, let’s have some fun.”

The two girls swarmed all over me, rubbing, caressing, and teasing me without mercy.  Laste went to release Monica and they both joined in my torment a few minutes later.  Jill was on my left, trying to stick her tongue down my throat while mauling the tit on that side and tweaking my nipple.  Monica attacked my other breast the same way.

Sherri removed the egg and began playing with my pussy, but was careful not to stimulate me too much.  Laste took the butterfly remote and began toying with it while using his second hand to play with Sherri’s swollen and dripping cunt.

It wasn’t long before Sherri was begging him to fuck her, and Laste was obviously more than ready himself.  I felt him turn the butterfly up to full power before dropping the remote and removing Sherri’s harness and dildo.  She went down to her hands and knees, ass thrust up in the air behind her.

He only lowered his pants enough for his cock to spring free before guiding it between Sherri’s legs and ramming it all the way home in a single hard thrust.  Between the attentions I was still receiving from Jill and Monica, the sight of Sherri getting pounded by Laste, and the butterfly buzzing against my clit, I didn’t last long.

My orgasm hit me so hard I couldn’t scream and couldn’t even breathe.  I had spots in front of my eyes before I was able to draw a ragged breath, but my body didn’t give my mind any time to recover.  I was immediately rocked with a second orgasm, and this time I did
 scream in ecstasy.

I simply couldn’t stop cumming.  My second orgasm ran immediately into a third, fourth, and even, a fifth.  I’d never had a string of orgasms like this in my entire life, and I wondered if it was possible to die from orgasm overload.

The butterfly was turned down some, and I finally came down from the orgasm express train I was riding.  The girls stopped mauling my breasts and stepped down from the framework, coming together like long lost lovers.  Laste had apparently said something to them before my brain began working again.

They each removed their vibrators, and after kissing for a few minutes, they both went behind me.  I heard two clicks and then felt my body start falling forward.  I had a brief moment of panic before realizing it was the cross itself; they’d released the lock holding it upright and allowed it to pivot on the center point.

They stopped me when I was horizontal and hanging beneath the cross.  It definitely felt weird to be hanging under it supported by the straps, but there were enough of them that the pressure from my weight was distributed fairly well.

Jill came back around front and lay down on the floor in front of Sherri, wiggling forward until her crotch was pressed in Sherri’s face.  Sherri had just finished having another orgasm, and Laste slowed his thrusts down in order to prolong the experience.

Monica removed my butterfly, and it was both a relief because I was extremely sensitive down there, and a disappointment because I was still hot and bothered.  She started slowly teasing me by running her finger up my labia on one side, then popping the tip of my clit with a quick flick of her fingernail, and running it back down along the other side.

At the end of each round she’d plunge a finger inside my slit and wiggle it around for a moment before beginning again.  After a few cycles it became two fingers inside of me, and then three.  It was an amazing technique, and I soon found myself ready to hop back on that freight train again.

Once she got up to four fingers, she stopped the teasing and got serious about finger fucking me.  She started pressing harder and deeper, picking up the speed until I barely knew if her fingers were coming or going.

Without warning, she suddenly stopped that and pressed her fingers into me slowly, but with a constant increase in pressure.  Just as it was becoming painful, I felt a release of the stretching as her hand made it past my lips and went fully inside of me.  I was very glad she had tiny wrists.

I’d never been fisted before, and didn’t think I was even capable of accepting someone’s hand in there, but Monica proved me wrong.  She began pounding her fist inside me for all she was worth.  I knew her hands were small, but it still felt like she was wearing a boxing glove.

I felt close to another orgasm, but didn’t get the release I expected.  Instead, the pressure inside me just kept building higher and higher until I thought I would explode.  Then she touched the vibrating egg to my clit and I did.

It felt like a bomb went off inside my pussy, filling me with fire until it was quenched by my own fluids as I started squirting, the pressure of Monica’s hand causing it to spray everywhere.  She kept pumping, extending my orgasm until I was completely drained, and then she pumped some more.

Sherri and Jill both came at nearly the same time, and our shared moans and screams brought Laste off as well.  Monica, still fisting me for all she was worth, pressed the vibe hard
 against my clit, sending me over the edge again.

I didn’t have enough air left to scream this time; I simply rode it out as it went on and on and on, until blackness engulfed me.

***

When I awoke, I found myself lying on one of the new sofas we’d placed upstairs, my head cushioned by Monica’s lap.  I felt exhausted, but incredibly content.  Our impromptu orgy had relieved stress I didn’t know existed, and it was well worth losing a night’s worth of work.

“Welcome back,” she said, gently stroking my hair.  “You’ve been out for hours and I was beginning to worry.”

“I’m fine,” I said.  “Better than fine, actually… what time is it?”

“It’s well past midnight.”

“Where are the others?”

“After we cleaned up our mess, they went downstairs to work on something so they could let you get some rest.”

“If we plan on doing something like this again, maybe we should fix up the loft next door into an apartment.  I know I sure don’t feel like driving home right now.”

“I like the apartment idea, and it beats letting the place sit vacant, but Master said we already have sleeping quarters anytime we need them.”

“We do?”

“I’m not quite sure what he was talking about, but he said we’re welcome to stay in the guest rooms in the sub-basement anytime we want.”

I chuckled at his joke… or was it a joke?

“I’ll show you later,” I said, not wanting to get into an extended conversation.  “But if it’s all the same to you, I think I’ll stick to my apartment plan… except maybe for special occasions.”

I lay my head back down in her lap and fell asleep with a smile.
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