
        
            
                
            
        

    






Laste Chance Bondage Inc.:

Volume #13

The Fetish Dungeon

© 2014, Edward Laste

All Rights Reserved




This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


Table of Contents


Chapter 1: Risk vs. Reward



Chapter 2: Jill’s Ordeal



Chapter 3: Sherri’s Service




Chapter 1: Risk vs. Reward


“I wonder where she’s at,” Sherri said, for about the tenth time.  “You’d think someone who put up so much money for the privilege of getting to top us for the day would at least want to be here on time.”

“From her point of view, it doesn’t matter when she arrives,” I replied.  “The deal was for twenty four hours from the time she begins with us, so she won’t be losing anything by starting late.”

“Maybe not, but I might lose something; my mind.”

“You can’t lose what you ain’t got, girl.”

She stuck her tongue out at me and began pacing.  “I just want to get this over with.  I think the waiting is harder than anything she could do to us.”

I laughed at that.  “If you really think that, then you’re in for a rude awakening.  This is Claire Grey we’re talking about, and she doesn’t hold the reputation as the cruelest mistress in the inner circle for nothing.  Even Laste and Lilith tread lightly around her.”

“Gee, thanks for all the help in calming me down and making me feel better about this.”

“I’m nervous too, but I trust her to respect our hard limits.  Laste brokered the contract for us and the deal was witnessed by most of the council.  She wouldn’t risk alienating her friends by going too far with us.  It’s all about risk vs. reward, and since we already took our reward, for better or worse we’re stuck with the risk.”

“You girls aren’t thinking of backing out on your deal with Claire, are you?” Lilith asked as she stepped into our living room from the club next door.  I guess she caught the end of our conversation.

“No,” I quickly replied.  “But we reserve the right to piss our pants in fear of what we’ve gotten ourselves into.”

“I wouldn’t worry too
 much,” she chuckled.  “She only agreed to pay as much as she did because you two girls are sort of famous this year.  Sherri has almost superstar status after her record breaking performance in the ponygirl show, and you’re the newest mistress to join our inner circle.”

“So we’re curiosities, is that it?”

“Something like that,” she agreed.  “Let’s go get a drink and I’ll explain a few things to you.”

Our new apartment next to the fetish club was still mostly unfinished and sparsely furnished, but having an unlimited amount of food and drink available just a few feet away was a nice perk.  It was also nice to be able to join in the fun anytime we wanted with our private door into the member’s only section.

Tonight was one of the nights when it was reserved exclusively for our inner circle, and normally we’d be in there already as either hostesses or as part of the show.  It was a lot of hard work, but we all loved it.  Sherri and I took a seat in an empty sofa with the largest group while Lilith went to order some drinks from one of the themed waitresses who wasn’t busy.

The stage show tonight consisted of slaves and subs brought by our guests.  These people were among the most competitive men and women on the planet, and the chance to show off how well they trained their girls was highly sought after.

There were six girls competing on stage tonight in an endurance contest.  Each one was naked, gagged, and bound in a tight hogtie.  They had their heads pulled back and tied to their elbow ropes, forcing them to look straight ahead at the crowd.

Each one also had a pair of Laste’s biometric feedback toys inside them, running at whatever speed their masters and mistresses decided they could handle without cumming.  For every ten seconds of operation, the girl would receive points based on how fast the vibrators were running.

If a girl did cum, she would lose half of her accumulated points, which would send them straight to the bottom of the leaderboard.  Scores were automatically updated and displayed on the large TV screens scattered throughout the room.  It was a tricky balancing act to keep the toys running fast enough to stay on top of the standings, yet deny the slaves their orgasm.

As I watched, the girl in second place was being worked hard in order to pass the leader, but was stimulated too hard and too fast.  She came in an explosive orgasm and instantly dropped to last place.  A combination of swearing, laughter, and cheers erupted from the floor, and some money changed hands.

I felt sorry for the girl since she’d probably be punished for being the first one to cum, but this was a marathon session and she might be able to make a comeback before the end of the night.  I really wanted to watch the show, but it kept reminding me of what I might be forced to endure when Claire finally showed up.

Our drinks arrived via the girl dressed as the fetish maid.  I was intimately familiar with that costume, as I was forced to wear it once myself as part of the price I paid for my training.  Her arms were trapped behind her in a box-tie pouch, and her serving tray was held in place by chains connected to her nipples.

I saw a battery pack on the tray as well, and knew she had a pair of Laste’s devious devices keeping her distracted down below.  I was surprised she agreed to the toys, but each girl working for us was paid a bonus based on how many accessories they wore during their shift, and the money added up fast.

I took my glass and immediately drank half of it to help settle my nerves.  I saw Sherri drain her entire glass without stopping, and knew her anxiety was still running on max.  I tossed back the rest of my drink and ordered us another round.

We shouldn’t really be drinking tonight, but I figured one more wouldn’t hurt.  I was already feeling pleasantly warm from my first one, and I could feel the tension practically running out of my body.

“Good evening, ladies,” I heard from behind me.  It was Claire… I mean Mistress Grey now.  If I called her Claire while she was topping me, she’d whip me into next week.

“Hello, Mistress,” I said, getting into sub mode.  “Do we have time for another quick drink before we begin?  We’re both pretty nervous about this.”

She leaned over the back of the sofa and put an arm around the pair of us.  “One drink is all you’ll need, and we’ve already begun.”

I wasn’t quite sure what she meant; I seemed to be having a little trouble thinking straight.  She stood up and came around front of us.  I thought it would be a good gesture to go to my knees in the proper slave waiting posture, but my legs gave out halfway through and I fell back into the sofa.

The room seemed to be spinning and I couldn’t seem to regain my balance.  I tried again and made it up this time, but immediately slipped sideways and fell to the ground.  I wanted to apologize for my clumsiness, but my mouth wouldn’t form the words right.  I’m pretty sure my mumbles were completely incoherent.

“Yes, my dear,” she said from what seemed a million miles away.  “We’ve already begun.”

My body was completely unresponsive now and my brain felt well on the way to joining it.  The last thing I felt was a rope pulling my arms together behind my back and then the world faded to black.



Chapter 2: Jill’s Ordeal


I woke up in slow stages.  I wasn’t even sure I was awake at first, since opening my eyes didn’t do any good.  It probably took me a good five minutes to figure out I was wearing a discipline hood that didn’t have any openings for my eyes.

My mouth was parched, but a ring gag kept me from closing it and working my saliva around.  I tried to remove it, but found my hands were held immobile above my head and to the sides.  I started weakly thrashing in a panic, but didn’t get anywhere.

My legs were also securely bound; I was in a spread eagle position on my back, lying on something hard and uncomfortable.  I stopped struggling as my memory started coming back… I was in Mistress Grey’s hands now, and there was no way out for the next twenty four hours.

“I see someone finally woke up,” she said from beside me.  “Sorry about slipping you the mickey, but Jerry has this huge fetish about seeing girls being drugged or chloroformed before getting tied up.  He so rarely gets a chance to see it for real, and I owed him a favor.”

I felt her start pinching my nipples with her long fingernails, slowly increasing the pressure until I was howling into my gag.  Yeah, I was awake now.

“I’ll have to admit it kind of turned me on as well,” she continued.  “Watching your struggles get weaker and weaker, seeing your eyes glaze over and roll up in your head, feeling your limp body being completely under my control before I even used the first rope.  I was feeling pretty fucking hot by the time you two were bound and brought down to the dungeon.”

I’d almost forgotten about Sherri.  I briefly wondered how she was doing, but then Mistress Grey stopped mauling my nipples long enough to snap a pair of clamps onto them and I howled again.  A moment later I felt my arms and legs being pulled away from me, all at the same time.

Shit… I was strapped down on the torture rack.  If this was just the opening act, what would it be like when she started getting serious?  I tried to beg her to stop, but the gag prevented me from any real speech.  Luckily, she stopped just before I was about to grunt the safe word SOS code.

The safe word wouldn’t get me out of the weekend, but accidents can happen, and it gave me a way to stop a scene if I was in genuine distress… like if she pulled my arms out of my sockets.  I felt pressure around my forehead and the snaps holding the blindfold to my mask were undone.

The lighting in the dungeon was subdued, but it still took me a minute to blink my eyes clear after being in the dark for so long.  She was standing above me with her hands on her hips and her legs spread wide.

From my point of view, I could clearly see the moisture between her legs that coated her swollen pussy and was running down both her thighs.  She wasn’t kidding when she said how horny she was.  She knelt down until her pussy was pressing against my face, cutting off my air supply.

“You know what to do,” she said after a minute of watching me struggle for air.  “I’ll tell you a little story while you’re busy taking the edge off.”

She moved enough to allow me to breathe again, and I took several deep gasps before going to work on her hungry snatch.

“One time when I was vacationing in Belize, I got the chance to spend a day in the jungle with one of the local Mayan tribes.  At dinnertime I got to try some of the indigenous cuisine, and found I had a rather extreme allergic reaction to one of the herbs they used to flavor the meal.”

She began humping my face as I ate her out, and I had to time my breathing in order to get enough air.  She seemed close to popping, even though I’d barely gotten started.

“It wasn’t a dangerous reaction or anything, and I didn’t break out or have trouble breathing, but I had to excuse myself early from the festivities.  What it did to me could probably be compared to what would happen if you ate a pound of Spanish fly and washed it down with a gallon of espresso.  It … oh God… ahhhhhh.”

Whatever she was about to say was interrupted as she started cumming.  She clenched her thighs tight to my head while her orgasm washed through her, but luckily I could still breathe a bit through my nose.  The smell of her musk was overpoweringly strong, but also pleasant and kind of erotic.  She hadn’t commanded me to stop licking, so I kept going as best as I could while she thrashed in the throes of her ecstasy.

“What was I saying?” she asked once she finally came down.  “Oh yes… the herb.  It unfortunately doesn’t affect most people the way it does me, or I’d make a rather large fortune importing it.  It would probably fetch a higher price per gram than cocaine.”

If the herb was as powerful of an aphrodisiac as she claimed, I’d have to try it myself some day and hope I was allergic as well.  It sounded fun.

“The Mayan tribe probably thought they poisoned me or something, since I was up all night masturbating in the back seat of my car.  I must’ve cum at least two dozen times.  Let me tell you, I was never gladder to have dark tinted windows as I was that night.”

She began cumming again, and this time she also squirted.  I began choking on it and could barely swallow fast enough; it even sprayed up my nose, causing me more difficulties.  By the time I could breathe properly again, she’d finished cumming and resumed her story.

“Ever since that night, I make sure I have a good supply of the herb on hand at all times, although I try not to use it too often.  However, since this is a special occasion, I took a triple dose while waiting for you two to wake up.

“As you can probably tell, it’s already working its magic on me, and will most likely last all weekend.  In case you were wondering, it’s actually rather delicious and sort of tastes like sage.  It’s great in chicken soup.  But that’s enough chit-chat for now; hurry up and give me one more good orgasm before I go and have some fun with Sherri.”

I was already licking as fast as I could, and if she wanted me to do any better she’d have to get rid of the stupid ring gag.  Even with a tired tongue, I still managed to bring her off again within a couple of minutes.

When she recovered from her orgasm this time, she immediately leaned back and jammed a penis shaped plug into the ring.  It went deep enough to tickle my throat, and I had to fight off the gag reflex it caused.  Once she saw I was ok in dealing with it, she climbed down my body and briefly put her own tongue to use.

She chuckled when she found out I was already wet and leaned over to grab some toys from the side table.  I briefly saw the cone shape of a butt plug before it disappeared between my legs.  She slowly worked in into my pussy, twisting and pumping it in order to coat it with my natural lubrication.

She pressed it against my rosebud and I tried to relax as much as I could so it wouldn’t hurt too bad going in.  It actually slid home without too much trouble for once, and she put a waist belt on me to hold everything in place once she was finished.

She had an evil grin on her face as she held up the vibrator so I could see what was coming.  It was the one that looked like three balls connected together, each one larger than the part before it.  It also had a finger nub that would press against my clit once the thing was all the way inside me.

She took her time inserting it, watching my pussy spread and contract as each ball passed my pussy lips.  She pulled it out and repeated the process several times, which was enough to make me extremely hot and bothered, even without any vibrations.

She finally grew tired of that and shoved it all the way in, quickly locking it there with the belt.  She pulled the crotch strap several notches too tight, forcing the toys deeper inside me and causing the finger to mash my clit hard enough to hurt.

She pressed a button on a control hanging from the ceiling and I heard chains rattle above my head.  The top of the rack was slowly raised by the winch until I was at a forty-five degree angle.  She checked something below my feet and adjusted the table a little more before nodding to herself in satisfaction.

She let go of the control box and picked up an inflator bulb that she quickly screwed into something between my legs.  As she took her first few pumps, I felt the pressure in my ass start to rise, and now knew why it had gone in so easily; it was an inflatable butt plug.

She kept squeezing the bulb until the sheer pressure of my innards kept her from inflating it any more.  It felt like I had a boxing glove up my ass by the time she gave up.  She dropped the bulb and left it dangling between my legs for now.

Even as her left hand made its way between her legs, she picked up a tablet with her right and placed it on the bottom ledge of the rack.  She was looking me straight in the eye as she pressed an icon to start a program running.

The vibrator in my pussy roared to life at full blast, causing me to jump the tiny amount my tightly stretched limbs allowed.  It drew a deep moan out of me, and even though it was a little harsh to start out this way, I was looking forward to the orgasm it was bound to give me.

I had my eyes closed in ecstasy and must’ve missed her activating another program, because a sudden searing pain on my left foot brought me back to Earth in a hurry.  My eyes flew open and I saw her still staring at me, this time with a cruel smile on her face.  A moment later and I felt the same searing pain lance through my right foot.

“As a reward for my first few glorious orgasms of the night, I’m allowing you to cum as many times as you want.  Unfortunately for you, I also strongly believe in balance, so I borrowed Laste’s bastinado machine and programmed it to strike the soles of your feet randomly.”

The next swipe hit my right foot again, catching me off guard.  I hated that fucking machine.

“Enjoy yourself, and if you get bored, I raised the table up so you can get a good view of the fun I’m about to have with Sherri.  After all, why should our friends upstairs be the only ones enjoying the show.”

My eyes flew wide open again.  I thought this was supposed to be a private session, meaning my humiliation would be limited to just us.  If this was being shown on the screens upstairs, I’d die of embarrassment the next time I saw them.

Despite the pain I was enduring, the humiliation and futility of my situation seemed to overcome rational thought; my eyes rolled up and I started cumming hard.  I still had both the smell and the taste of her pussy tainting every breath, and it added to the humiliation, but also drove me to a higher peak than usual for a first orgasm.

I was almost crying by the time my orgasm faded, but I managed to hold my tears back.  We had a long way to go still, and I didn’t want everyone to know how fast she managed to break me.



Chapter 3: Sherri’s Service


I could clearly hear what Mistress Grey was saying and doing to Jill, but couldn’t spare the attention needed to make sense of it all.  I had my own trials and tribulations to deal with.

I woke up lying on a table in a cruelly tight split-leg hogtie, with my elbows crushed together until the bones were aching.  I had a spider gag forcing my mouth wide open that had to be the product of some demented dentist, and a hook in my nose that forced me to keep my head up and stare into a mirror mounted on the wall in front of me.

A dildo the size of a pick-up truck was lodged in my pussy, running just enough to keep me on the very verge of cumming without allowing any relief.  The only good thing about my situation was that I was spared the indignity of a plug up my ass.

I saw her approach from behind me and heard the click as she unlocked the wheels of the table.  She moved me along the wall that held the various torture implements, grabbing items she wanted to play with before parking me in front of Jill and relocking the wheels.

I heard a chain rattle above me and felt a cold steel hook touch my back.  She put it around a rope back there and started slowly raising it with an electric winch.  It put a painful new tension onto my already aching arms, but once I was vertical, the shift in weight seemed to transfer the pressure along the whole harness and it became tolerable again.

Once I was about a foot off of the table, she stopped the winch and I found myself bouncing slightly.  There must be some sort of bungee cord supporting me back there.  I watched as she tied two clover clamps together with a length of sisal string before tossing one end over the pulley above me.

My nipples had been standing at attention ever since I woke up, so she didn’t need to waste time getting them hard.  Both clamps bit down within a few seconds of each other, causing me to gasp in pain.

She removed the slack from the string and retied it once my nipples were pointed toward the ceiling.  It hurt a fair amount, but not as much as expected.  She was probably still warming up.

I didn’t see what she was about to add next because she suddenly froze and put it back down after a moment’s thought.  She went over to the wall again and came back with a long single tail whip.

“I’ll admit I’m pretty fucking horny right now, but I want to draw it out until I can’t stand it anymore.  A little bit of fun with the whip is just the thing I need right now to get me ready for a marathon fuck-fest.”

Her first blow caught the bottom of my right breast and came back on my left before the initial pain had even registered.  Within a minute I had about two dozen stripes along my chest and stomach, and I was screaming non-stop.

Through either mercy for me or a need to share the pain, she gave me a minute to catch my breath as she spun around and starting whipping Jill.  She was in the midst of an orgasm when Mistress Grey switched her attentions, and it caught her totally off guard.

The sudden new pain was bad enough that she somehow managed to expel the plug from her ring gag.  I’d never seen that happen before, and it even looked like Mistress Grey was surprised.  She laughed and paused long enough to totally remove the discipline helmet and ring gag.  My gag also came out, to my great relief.

“Gags are fun, but I want to hear you girls scream and beg for mercy,” she said.  “It won’t do you any good, of course, but it’s like music to my ears.”

She resumed whipping us, switching back and forth every minute or so.  If screams were music, then we gave her a duet worthy of the finest concert hall.  She was panting almost harder than we were by the time she threw down the whip.  I saw Jill was completely covered by red welts, and expected my chest looked just as bad.

“Ok, that’s enough of that,” she said, grabbing a strap-on and buckling it tight around her crotch.

It looked like she almost had an orgasm just from sliding her end inside her pussy, but she managed to hold it back.  She coated the dildo with some lube and climbed up on the table below me.

Oh shit… that’s why I didn’t have a butt plug today.  She lifted me up enough to get it into position and slowly began working it past my rose bud.  She had a hard time getting it started, but then it finally penetrated my sphincter and I instantly sank down a couple of inches from my weight on it.

Once my ass was impaled, she turned on the vibrations to maximum and tossed the remote to the side.  She then grabbed the D-rings on each side of my crotch harness and started pulling, using the bungee cord to assist in raising me up for the next thrust.

As she got her rhythm figured out, I found out why I had that tiny bit of slack in the string holding my nipple clamps up.  When she pulled me down as far as I could go, it meant my nipples were stretched to the limit.  It was a real pain in the ass, and trust me… as she continued to pound my rear end with her dildo, I had a pretty damn good point of reference for ‘pain in the ass’.

She started to cum after only a dozen or so thrusts, and to my dismay, she held me down tightly against her writhing body.  The pull on my nipples was intense, yet the grinding in my ass was causing enough extra stimulation that I thought I might be able to cum.  I was close, but then she began pumping again and I lost it.

“Please, Mistress.  For the love of God, please let me cum,” I screamed.  “I’ll do anything you ask, Mistress, anything!”

“You already will do anything I ask, silly girl,” she said with a throaty chuckle.  “That’s what this night is all about.  Still, I’m in too good of a mood to deny your request, and your begging pleases me.”

She turned her head to the side and shouted to the camera.  “If anyone up there watching has access to the control program, give this slut the works!”

Someone obviously did, as I felt the vibrations between my legs increase.  Within a few seconds the vibrations in my pussy and on my clit came up to full speed and sent me over the edge.  I screamed through the entire amazing orgasm, sending Mistress Grey into her next one as well.

Things became a little hazy after that, as she kept me bouncing on her fake dick for what seemed like hours.  I heard Jill cum every now and then, but I’m sure I missed most of them due to Mistress Grey’s very vocal and almost continuous orgasms.

I’d long lost count of how many I’d had, but they were fairly painful by now.  A woman can only handle so many orgasms before she becomes overly sensitive.  Most women, I amended, as Mistress Grey rocked out yet another one without any sign of slowing down.

Eventually her muscles gave out, even though her libido was still going at warp speed.  She finally collapsed onto the table and took a break.  Of course, the vibrators inside us all were still roaring away, so we really didn’t get much rest.

After she slid out from under me, she removed my nipple clamps and lowered me to the table again.  Out of habit more than anything else, she clipped my collar to the edge of the table before releasing me from the hogtie.

My limbs were completely useless after being held in strict bondage for so long, and I couldn’t even make my arm muscles move enough to try and remove the vibrator from my pussy.  I was unable to put up any kind of resistance at all as she put leather cuffs on my wrists and ankles and fastened them to the longest spreader bars she could find.

She used the winch to raise my legs up until I was hanging upside down and clear of the table.  She unlocked the wheels and pushed it out of the way before lowering me back down again.  When she stopped, I was only partially on the ground, with my face and tits resting on the cold concrete.  She left me like that while she worked on releasing Jill.  It didn’t take long to free her from the rack, but she couldn’t walk very well either and had to be half-carried over to me.

She was placed between my legs and left with her head resting in my ass crack while Mistress Grey bound her wrists to my spreader bar and her legs in a frog tie.  Once Jill was secure, she picked up the tablet and finally turned off our vibrators and removed them.  I slumped down, falling completely slack in relief.

She tied off my wrist spreader bar to something ahead of me and messed with the pulley holding my legs up a bit, but I just lay there, trying to recover while I could.  I only came back to myself when I felt her thighs against my face as she wiggled her way beneath us.

“Ok, girls, we’re gonna play a fun little game of round robin,” she began.  “The rules are simple; all of us get to cum, but the orgasms need to be in order.  We’re locked into a triangle, and each of us has her face stuck in the next girl’s pussy.

“When I say go, we all start licking and sucking, and we can’t stop until I say so.  If you stop at any point, you lose a point.  If you cum out of turn, you lose two points.  If you fail to make the next girl cum before the five minute timer dings, you lose a point.

“Of course I’m immune to the penalty system and the chances of Sherri failing to make me cum are almost non-existent, so there’s one little modification of the rules: If Sherri can’t keep me on the very edge of orgasm until it’s my turn, she’ll be the one who’ll lose the two points.”

It sounded like I was going to be getting the short end of the stick in this contest, but had no way of asking to switch places with Jill.

“I don’t want to spoil the surprise by telling you what the loser will get, but trust me… you do not
 want to come in last place.  Ok, sluts, it’s time to get busy…  I get first orgasm, and then the race is on with Jill following me and Sherri cumming last… no pun intended.  Go!”

My body was a little strained, but my face was perfectly positioned in her crotch.  Without a ring gag in my mouth I was able to both lick and suck, bringing her quickly to orgasm.  She obviously had a pretty good technique as well since she was able to make Jill scream shortly after.

Then it was my turn, and Jill had been going to town on me the whole time so it didn’t take long.  It was a good thing too, since Mistress Grey starting screaming with her second orgasm only a few seconds after I started cumming.  She was still ultra horny, and I slowed down as much as I could without incurring a ‘stop’ penalty.

I wasn’t sure if Mistress Grey slowed down or if Jill held her orgasm back by an act of will, but it took most of the five minutes before she finally exploded.  Once she settled down and could concentrate again, it didn’t take long for my next one to well up, but unfortunately not fast enough.

Mistress Grey had a squirting orgasm a few seconds before I popped, giving me the double penalty.  I still had to give her another one to get the proper order back on track, but it was child’s play.  I soon had her screaming for a second time in less than a minute.

Jill managed to hold hers back again, and this time it was determined I slowed down enough to earn a ‘stop’ penalty.  It messed me up and I started sucking her clit a little too hard with just a little too much tongue action.  Mistress Grey came once more, earning me the double penalty again.

Jill finally exploded, but rather than pick up the pace on me, she actually slowed down a little.  I was confused at first, but then clarity struck; she knew how to guarantee a win for her.  Mistress Grey was basically a non-stop orgasm machine tonight, so the longer each round took, the more times I’d incur the double penalty for her extra orgasms.

Even as I realized her strategy, Mistress Grey had another orgasm out of turn, putting me two more points in the hole.  There was no way I could win, so I said screw it, and kicked my mouth into high gear.  I already knew I lost, so my only hope was to either tire her out, or make her grateful to me.

I was probably a hundred points behind by the time she finally called a halt to our game, but the amount didn’t matter.  By one point or a hundred, I would be the one getting to enjoy the devious punishment she’d come up with.

She crawled out from under us and went to get a drink.  She guzzled a whole bottle of water before grabbing some for us.  I discovered I could actually drink upside down through a straw, even with Jill cheating and still sucking on my clit.

She was untied and pulled off before I came again, but I didn’t mind since it was a real relief to finally get a break.  She got to drink her own bottle as she was given a chance to rest on her hands and knees while Mistress Grey prepared our next torments.

She replaced the dildo in my sore pussy and added a large glass e-stim plug in my rear.  She activated both of them on medium before leaving me hanging and tending to Jill.  She quickly wrapped a harness around her torso and connected it to the winch, raising her up off the ground, still in her frog tie.

She raised her to waist level before donning the strap-on again and fucking her up the ass until she came twice more to ‘take the edge off’ again.  Once she removed her strap-on, she pushed it back in Jill’s ass and ordered her to hold it there or face some real punishment.

I thought I’d be released from the ceiling chain, but she had a different plan.  Sure my spreader bars were removed, but once my legs were back together, she began wrapping them with vet wrap.  Breaking with tradition, she started from my waist and worked her way down towards my feet.

I was actually grateful for the thick leather cuffs since it meant my ankle bones weren’t grinding together, although my knees were already aching.  She strapped a board to my feet before going back up with the wrap, and I found it pulled my feet into a harsher line than even the worst ballet boots.

She continued back up to my waist before lowering my legs and helping me to sit upright.  She had me clench a springy rubber ball in my fists before tightly wrapping them with more vet wrap.  My fingers were completely useless by the time she was done.

Next up was a shiny black latex straitjacket that forced me to hug myself until I could barely breathe.  I was amazed at how tight it felt, since it was only a three-quarter length jacket and it left a part of my midriff exposed.  She connected the D-rings at the shoulders to the winch and pulled me upright.

She grabbed another case of vet wrap and continued wrapping me from the waist up to my neck.  She took the time to install a heavy duty posture collar around my neck to prevent me from choking before going any further with the wrap.  She also pushed plugs into my ears, but they weren’t very good ones, as I could still hear fine.

Keeping me breathing seemed to be a big concern, since she worked tubes into each nostril before filling my mouth with an inflatable gag.  I’d only had breathing tubes once before, and it wasn’t something I ever wanted to try again.  I wished I had a vote right now.

Once my continued breathing was assured, she finished wrapping my head and did another wrap all the way down to my toes again for good measure.  Just as she finished, the vibrator in my snatch finally did its job and pushed me over the edge into orgasm.

She left me for a few minutes, and although my hearing was muffled, I was pretty sure she took the edge off again by having another go at Jill.  When she finished and came back, I felt her start work on my feet again.

It felt different this time… harder and more restrictive.  I’m pretty sure it was duct tape, and soon I was wrapped in a new layer, although a far more restrictive one.  She pulled it incredibly tight around my stomach and chest, reducing my breathing room to nothing.

I’m not sure what came next, but by the time she was finished I was as rigid as a board, and close to passing out from a lack of oxygen.  Before I did, I felt my lungs start to inflate from an external source, and figured she connected me to a breathing unit.  It wasn’t quite enough for comfort, but at least the spots in front of my eyes receded.

I felt her moving my body, but had no clue where I was.  It felt like I was standing next to a wall or something, since all of my weight was on my toes, and I felt straps wrap around me, holding me upright.

It was about a dozen straps in total, but the number was irrelevant; I was totally and completely immobile.  No part of my body had even a single millimeter of wiggle room, and the heat inside my cocoon was starting to become a problem.

I thought I was completely compressed and immobile, but a minute later found out how wrong I was.  A new force started pressing against my whole body at once, and I briefly wondered if she decided to dispose of my body in one of those machines they use to crush cars.

It stopped before my bones turned to jelly, but I remained in the crushing embrace of whatever the hell it was.  The only thing that changed in my favor was that I felt slightly cooler, but maybe that was just my extremities losing feeling.

“Hello, my dear,” her voice suddenly crackled in my right ear.  “I hate the fact you can’t see the work of art you’ve become, so I decided to let you in on what’s become of you.  I’m sure you figured out the basic mummification part, but the rest is probably beyond your experience and imagination.

“Right now, you’re being compressed by an inflatable sack inside the iron maiden.  It doesn’t have the spikes like a real iron maiden of course, but the pressure we were able to pump into it is most likely almost as bad.

“Personally, I’d be surprised if you could even twitch a muscle in there by now.  I wish you could be out here to enjoy the fun I’ll be having with Jill, but I figured out a way to let you join us by proxy.

“Each time one of us has an orgasm, your vibrator will start running on high until you do too.  To keep things in balance, every time you cum you’ll also receive a hundred shocks from the butt plug.

“Don’t worry about falling behind, though, since Laste made me enforce the safe and sane regulations before I started this program.  It means you’ll be getting a minimum of a five minute break between cycles, but there was something you all neglected to consider.

“I’m at my peak right now and can probably cum three times as often as you can, and I won’t be taking any breaks for the rest of the night.  By the time you add Jill’s orgasms to the tally, it means the safety regulations everyone insisted on will extend your stay in the iron maiden by at least another day, and probably more.

“I’d love to keep chatting with you, but it’s time I got to work and started getting my money’s worth out of this night.  See you on Monday… maybe.”

###
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The Laste Chance Bondage Inc. Series

Volume 1: The Bondage Contest

Volume 2: The Ultimate Bondage Device

Volume 3: The Longest Bondage Weekend

Volume 4: Dominatrix Submission

Volume 5: The Master’s Price

Volume 6: The Academy

Volume 7: The BDSM Party

Volume 8: Ponygirl Training

Volume 9: Ponygirl Challenge

Volume 10: Breaking Lidia

Volume 11: The Fetish Club

Volume 12: The Fetish Auction

Volume 13: The Fetish Dungeon

Volume 14: The Fetish Shop

Volume 15: Fetish Plus

Volume 16: The Fetish Models

Volume 17: Fetish Conversion

Volume 18: Fetish Domination

Volume 19: Fetish Submission

Volume 20: The Fetish Wedding

Volume 21: Self Bondage Gone Wrong

Volume 22: Bondage or Dare

Volume 23: The Bondage Predicament

Volume 24: Bondage Ménage

Volume 25: Bondage Poker

Volume 26: Bondage Service

Volume 27: Bondage Revenge

Volume 28: Winter BDSM Carnival

Volume 29: The Reindeer Ponygirls

Volume 30: Wrapped Tight For Xmas

Also:

The Billionaire’s Bondage Club Series

Volume 1: Bondage and Power

Volume 2: Bondage Auditions

Volume 3: The Bondage Brat

Volume 4: Trained to Obey

Volume 5: For the Love of Bondage

The Bondage University Series

Volume 1: The Submissive Sorority

Volume 2: The Kinky Frat Party

Volume 3: The Taboo Teacher

Volume 4: Cheers and Cuffs

Volume 5: College Brats in Bondage

Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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