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Chapter 1: The Second Month


I woke up earlier than usual this morning.  I hated getting up early more than almost anything else, but today was a special day and I found I just couldn’t sleep.  Tonight was the night for my second major trial in becoming a lifelong slave to my Mistress.

I was fairly excited for it to begin, but also a little scared.  The first trial was hard, and even brutal in some aspects, and I was warned this one would be worse.  This time Mistress wouldn’t be calling the shots, and would merely be observing my actions and my ability to take orders from the others.

I felt movement next to me and hoped Mistress was about to release me from my nighttime restraints so the wonderful day could begin.  Every night for the last thirty days I’d slept in complete isolation and strict bondage; last night was the full body sleep sack.

It was actually the most comfortable option, even though it was the most restrictive and took the longest to setup due to my larger than large size.  It covered me from head to toe in thick leather and had additional sleeves inside to contain my arms.

It also had about twenty straps over the outside to make sure I truly felt its crushing embrace for the duration, each of which had to be locked in place for some obscure reason.  It was stifling hot, especially since I always wore a full body latex catsuit inside it, but the suit made it easier to keep the sack clean.

I enjoyed the way it held me tight and made me feel safe, but every good came with bad.  In this case, the ‘bad’ was my need to be intubated for the night.  I hated the breathing tubes even more than I hated the catheter, but knew they were needed.

She’d been working on me while I’d been lost in thought.  It felt like the straps were all gone now, and sure enough I felt some cooler air hit me as the sack was opened.  It was noticeable even without having any exposed skin to allow evaporation.  Did I mention the sack was friggen hot?

It seemed slightly unfair that the breathing tubes sucked just as badly to remove as they were to install, but luckily it was a faster process.  She patted me on my cheek to let me know the medical equipment was out of the way and I could start wiggling out.

The rest of the morning was now my own, although I had a specific list of things I needed to get done in the allotted time or I’d be punished.  Removing my hood was always the hardest part for me, since my fat fingers weren’t very dexterous while covered in latex.

Once it was off and I could see again I got the rest of the way out of the sack, and headed for the bathroom so I could ditch the catheter and the rest of my suit.  I drank some water while filling the other end with my morning enema, and once both bottles were empty I stepped into the shower.

I washed the catsuit inside and out and hung it up to drip dry before scrubbing myself clean.  I released my enema before giving myself a final rinse, taking care to wash between my legs as much as possible around the stainless steel chastity belt.

Then I finished cleaning, drying, and polishing the catsuit, as well as taking care of the sleep sack and other gear before heading to the closet to get dressed.  A thin, translucent pair of latex panties was enough to obscure what the chastity belt wasn’t already hiding, along with a thicker, heavy-duty sports bra to contain my forty-two double-D breasts.

I’d be spending an hour on the treadmill this morning, and Mistress jokingly said I needed the support so my bazooms wouldn’t give me a black eye once I started jogging.  I laced on a pair of custom black leather running shoes, glad that Mistress had lost interest in making me wear high heels.

I think it was because of the height difference between us; at six feet tall, the extra boost from five or six inch heels made me look ludicrous.  I still had to wear heels while I was working in the fetish shop or club, but the rest of the time I was usually given a break.

I did my hour on the treadmill, took another shower, and cleaned my workout gear before finally getting to sit down for breakfast.  Breakfast (actually all my meals) these days consisted of a type of protein drink, since the form-fitting gag in my mouth was glued to my teeth and couldn’t be removed without a special solvent.

I could see I was almost out of time so I quickly rinsed out my breakfast bottle, refilled my empty water bottles, and went to present myself to Mistress.  Life was so much simpler since I became a slave.



Chapter 2: Slave Preparations


I waited patiently for Mistress, kneeling with my legs spread shoulder wide, chest thrust out, and hands behind my head.  A purist would’ve had my head looking down, but Mistress preferred to have me looking up so I could see her beauty and power from the very moment she entered the room.

She looked me over closely but didn’t compliment me on my perfect presentation; these days, she’d only let me know if I failed in something and earned a punishment.

“Come,” she simply said.

I stood and followed her back to the bedroom so I could help her dress.  She loved tightly laced corsets, and my strength meant I could get the laces done faster and tighter than anyone else.  Today’s outfit consisted of fishnet stockings, a half-cup corset, five-inch stilettos, and a tight latex mini skirt, all in black.

Once she was dressed it was usually my turn for either clothes, restraints, or both.  Today she simply had me follow her back to the kitchen as I was and told me to cook a big breakfast for everyone.

I loved cooking (which was part of the reason for my plus sized figure) but found it to be a real trial these days.  It’s been two months since I last tasted bacon, and having to smell it cooking, yet knowing I couldn’t have any was near torture.  Grease splatters on my naked breasts wasn’t fun either.

I prepared bacon, eggs, pancakes, toast, coffee, and fresh squeezed orange juice.  Mistress Jill and Sherri joined us just as I was setting it all out, and they all quickly obliterated everything while I knelt next to Mistress.

I began cleaning up once they were finished, but Mistress commanded me to leave it for once; my trial was about to start.  Mistress Jill and Sherri looked far too eager to begin, and I wondered what they had in store for me that made them so excited.

The first thing they grabbed was the heavy rubber armbinder.  I hated that one, since the thick rubber kept trying to squeeze my arms together and became painful after only a few minutes.  They worked together and got the straps extra tight today.

Next up was the half-corset which was more like a simple boned girdle.  I’d gotten better at accepting waist restriction lately, but it was always a challenge when it was first laced in place.  They moved on to other items while letting me get used to the compression, but I knew they’d tighten the laces once or twice more before considering it finished.

I saw Sherri pull out sensors for the pulse oximeter, and got worried again; only the most restrictive bondage required them to monitor my pulse and blood oxygen saturation level.  While she got that equipment ready, Mistress Jill attacked my breasts.

Using long rubber tarp straps, she wrapped each breast from the base outward until about three-quarters of each one was covered and tightly compressed.  My tits immediately started to throb and turn purple.

They tightened my laces again and had me lie down on a hospital gurney for the next step.  Leather straps went around my ankles, below and above my knees, and my thighs.  They helped me to sit up so they could wrap four more around my torso and arms, including a wide one over my breasts that crushed my nipples painfully flat.

Ear plugs were put in place and a hood slid over my head, leaving me in darkness with only two tiny holes at each nostril and a third at my mouth.  Hard plastic inserts were placed in my nostrils and a tube was jammed in the breathing hole of my gag.

Starting at my feet, they began covering me with what felt like vet wrap.  I think they used a dozen roles before even getting past my waist and the restriction was incredible.  They’d neglected to put padding between my knees and ankles (probably on purpose) and I could feel those bones grinding together.

Wrapping my tits was even worse due to the restrictions already in place, and breathing was becoming a problem.  They ran the monitoring wires past my throat, wrapped a cervical collar around my neck, and finished wrapping me up.  Or so I thought.

They went back down to my feet and started another layer, this time using pallet wrap.  The feel of them wrapping the strong, wide plastic was unmistakable, even through the layers of vet wrap already covering me.

Before they wrapped my head with the new layer, I felt them fiddling with my breathing tubes.  It seemed like they were hooking me up to the breathing apparatus, and a sudden rush of air confirmed my suspicions.  A moment later the clean air became tainted with a foul smell; they’d hooked an aroma casket into the air feed.

The smell consisted of fresh rubber and also of my Mistress’s musk.  Now I knew why she had me save her used panties in a plastic bag during this last week.  Once they were sure I was breathing ok, they resumed wrapping me up.

Once they taped the end at the top of my head I thought again they were done, and again I was wrong.  They lifted my feet again and started a new layer. (Duct tape this time, but I didn’t know what the rest of my bondage consisted of until later when I was cut free.)

I had precisely zero percent wiggle room by the time they were done, but it still wasn’t enough for them.  They worked me into the sleep sack and strapped it tightly around me.  They finally finished my multi-layer cocoon by strapping me to the gurney using another twenty or thirty belts.

I was wheeled over to the elevator and taken out back where they had a cargo van waiting.  I was placed in the middle of the cargo area where the gurney was secured in place using strong ratchet style cargo straps.

We were taking a trip.



Chapter 3: Total Submission


I had no clue how long the trip took.  I think I passed out shortly after it began, but had no way of really knowing.  All I knew for sure was that my extreme mummification had been removed and the debris was scattered on the floor around me.

My limbs were still numb and completely unresponsive when they started putting on my new set of restraints.  My matching set of cobalt blue cuffs were locked around my ankles, knees, wrists, and elbows, but only my wrists cuffs were fastened together.

Using the wrist chain and a winch, they lifted me off the ground until I was sitting upright.  Master Laste came around front of me with a jar of the foul tasting solvent and began the process of removing my gag.  Just like last time, it was bad enough to make me want to puke, and I had to really fight the urge.

Once the gag was out, they raised the winch again until I was on my feet.  My legs had recovered enough by now that I could more or less stand on my own, but I was still very wobbly.  I felt cool air between my legs as he removed the chastity belt; it was a real relief to get rid of that thing, and I hoped I’d be allowed an orgasm or twenty tonight.

A two foot spreader bar was clipped to my ankle cuffs, and a short chain between my knees before they lowered my hands from above me.  My wrists and elbows were refastened behind my back and a two inch ball gag was shoved in my mouth before they deemed my appearance to be acceptable enough for my presentation to the council.

Master Laste and Sherri went on ahead, leaving Mistress Jill to make sure I arrived at my destination.  I stepped through the door and was almost blinded by the sunlight, but she gave me a minute to get used to it before cracking her crop across my ass to get me moving again.

I had to follow a long, winding cobblestone path, and found myself in trouble the instant I stepped out of the shade.  The path was painfully hot on my bare feet, and with the tiny steps I was forced to take due to my fetters, I had doubts I could make it even a dozen yards.

Too bad I wasn’t given the choice.  I tried to go to the side so I could walk on the infinitely cooler grass, but Mistress Jill tore into me with her crop until I got back on the proper path.  Lovely… twenty feet down, and only about a thousand more to go.

It seemed to take hours, but I’m sure that was just my mind playing tricks on me.  The path finally ended at a large open sided tent erected next to a huge swimming pool.  The tiles under the shade of the tent felt almost cold in comparison to the path I just stepped off of.

Mistress was sitting on the gaudy throne from the fetish club, which had been placed on a raised dais near the back.  Most of her friends from their inner circle were here as well, some relaxing in the shade and others working on their tans next to the pool.

It might have looked like a regular summer pool party if it wasn’t for the odd slave serving their Masters and Mistresses in whatever level of restraint their owners decided on today.  The crop on my ass steered me over to the edge of Mistress’s dais where I was allowed to kneel.

A leash was attached to my collar and fastened to the ground, letting me know I most likely had some waiting to do.  It held my head down too far to allow me to look up at Mistress, which was a shame since she’d changed since this morning and was wearing a very fetching bathing suit.

I occasionally heard more people arrive and greet Mistress, but didn’t dare to try and look at them.  I had to remain on my best behavior today or face the combined wrath of everyone here.  I knew it would be impossible to avoid all punishments today, but I didn’t need to add to the tally out of sheer stupidity.

After a while without anyone new showing up, Master Laste came up to talk with Mistress.

“We’ve got a bit of a problem, Lilith,” he said.

“Oh?”

“It seems our remaining guests won’t be arriving until tomorrow.  There was some sort of mechanical problem with their jet and they’re stuck at Heathrow airport.”

“That’s a shame.  How are we going to handle the trial?”

“We could either do it without them, or extend it until they get here, even though it means a slight break with tradition.”

“Since we’re the ones who determine what the rules are, I don’t see a problem with changing any rule that’s inconvenient.  Let’s extend the trial through the night so there’s no doubt in their minds that everything has progressed properly over the last month.”

“Are you sure?  It’ll mean her ordeal will most likely be the longest and hardest one in the history of our club.”

“She’ll survive, and it’s the best way to remove any remaining doubts about her commitment to being the perfect slave.”

“Very well,” he said, unclipping the leash from my collar.  “Just don’t forget you can’t interfere unless a hard limit is being broken.”

“I know the rules,” she said, standing.  “Now if you’ll excuse me, I think I’d like to take a little dip in the pool to cool off.”

“Go mingle among the guests and see if there’s anything they need,” he said, removing my ball gag.

“Since I’m in a good mood, I’ll give you a friendly little warning.  If you offend anyone here today you’ll not only earn an immediate punishment from them, but every lash will be added up and added to a running total.  At the end of your ordeal, every person in attendance will deliver the entire tally amount.  Try not to fuck up too much or you’ll be leaving on a stretcher, understand?”

“Yes, Master Laste, this slave understands.”

“Good,” he said, giving my ass a slap.  “Now get to work.”

I immediately went up to the first guest and knelt by his side, asking if there was any service I could do for him.  He smiled at me and stared into my eyes for a moment, but then dismissed me for now with a sharp flick of his fingertip on my right nipple.

I struggled to my feet and went to the next guest and had almost identical results.  In fact, none of the guests under the canopy wanted anything at the moment, so I made my way poolside.  The first person I came to was Mistress Grey, and although she wasn’t watching my approach, I could see a smirk on her face and knew she had something in mind.

“Is there some small service this slave can do for you, Mistress Grey?” I asked once I was on my knees beside her.

“Oh, you startled me,” she said.  (She wasn’t a very convincing actress.)  “I think we need to adorn you so you don’t scare anyone else today.  There are supplies set up in the rock garden over there.  Go wait for me and we’ll see if we can’t take care of that.”

I went in the indicated direction, hoping it wasn’t down another scorching cobblestone path.  It was, but this one was only about ten feet long.  The rock garden itself was a beautifully landscaped area, but the spot where the tables were set up was in the middle of ornamental chipped marble fragments.

Walking across it was painful, but kneeling on the sharp, coarse stones was absolutely brutal.  She made me wait with the stones cutting into my knees and the sun burning my back for at least fifteen minutes.

She took her time looking over the items on display, finally deciding on some plastic mini clothespins.  She immediately clamped one on each nipple and hung a bell from a hole in the ends.

“There we go, now you won’t be able to sneak up on anyone.  Of course, now that I see we have a whole case of these things, it would be a shame to just let them sit here unused.  I know a fun little game called ‘zipper’.  Would you like to play this game, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress Grey,” I replied.

“Good,” she said, releasing my arms from behind me.  “Take this case of clips around to everyone and ask them if they’d like play zipper with you.”

“Yes, Mistress Grey, thank you.”

I did as she asked, not really sure what this game was about, but knowing I wouldn’t like it.  The first person I asked actually broke out laughing, and grabbed a handful out of the box.  He then began pinning them to my body, starting around my nipples and working outward.

His laughter got everyone’s attention, and soon I didn’t have to move; they were lining up in front of me for their turn.  Within minutes I was covered in painful pinches from the multitude of clips adorning my body.

They covered my breasts, the front and side of my chest, my stomach, arms, armpits, thighs, and even my pussy lips.  They used the entire case of the damn things, and I wished I had a smaller body so they couldn’t have fit so many on me.  Once the case was empty my arms were refastened behind my back.

I was breathing through my nose with my teeth tightly clenched so I wouldn’t start screaming from the pain.  Mistress Grey came back with a long spool of yarn and started threading it through the holes on each clip, which pulled and twisted them, hurting even more than the initial clipping did.

It took an extremely long time to thread them all together, and sweat was pouring off me by the time she was done.  Only part of my sweat was from having to stand in the hot sun; the rest was from the pain.

Eventually she had them all linked together in four groups.  Each one had a long string leading from the end and she handed them off to four of the people gathered around.  She made me hop (yes, hop, not walk) to a clear area near the pool so her four friends could have some elbow room.

Holy shit, the bouncing caused from each hop hurt like hell with all those evil little clips covering my tits.  She ordered me to close my eyes and stand completely still or there’d be hell to pay.

All of a sudden my entire body exploded in agony.  My eyes flew open and I saw each of the four people holding the strings and clips that were attached to my body a second ago.  The pain of having all those clips ripped off my flesh at the same time was so intense I couldn’t even scream for a moment.

Then that moment passed and I howled in agony.  I instinctively tried to step back away from the pain, which was stupid; I lost my footing and fell backwards into the poolside hot tub.  This caused a fresh wave of agony as the hot water washed over my body, and I inhaled to scream again.

That was my second mistake since my head was completely underwater at that point.  I panicked and began thrashing aimlessly.  With my arms and legs bound and my brain still trying to come to terms with the pain, I would’ve drown if Master Brandon hadn’t pulled me up by my hair.

He held me up with one hand until I could breathe again and I was able to get my knees to support my weight.  It probably took another two or three minutes before I stopped coughing and choking, and the whole crowd was still standing around and laughing at my display.

“Thank you, Master Brandon, for saving this slave from her own stupidity,” I said once I felt able to speak without gagging on the water I’d swallowed.

“You’re quite welcome,” he said, stretching out his arms and leaning back in the contoured underwater seat.  “I will permit you to thank me properly as well.”

It took a few seconds for that to sink in, and I wondered if he was serious.  He reached down with his hands and brought them back up a few seconds later with his swimming trunks.  Yup, he was serious all right, but was it even possible?

I had to at least try.  I took a few deep breaths and dove down, floundering around until my nose bumped into his groin.  I only had a few seconds to work on him, and didn’t even get him hard before having to rise to the surface and breathe.

My second attempt wasn’t much better, but I felt him start to stir this time and began to think it might be possible.  Another breath, another dive, and this time I managed to get him hard before having to retreat for air.

I slowly figured out how to do it, but it was sapping my energy fast.  If I wanted to make any progress at all, I had to stay underwater until I had spots in front of my eyes.  I think it was the longest blowjob I’d ever given, but I eventually made him cum.

It wasn’t easy, but once he started shooting, I kept my mouth tightly wrapped around his pecker as he ejaculated, so nothing escaped; after all, I didn’t want any disgusting blobs of cum floating around in the hot tub.

I waited until he started getting soft before rising to the surface and swallowing his load.  I’d stayed below for so long this time, that all I could do was lay my head on the edge of the tub until I caught my breath.

Crawling up the steps to get out was another interesting chore, but I didn’t want to ask anyone for help and no one was offering any.  I eventually made it back to dry land and was able to get back to my feet, but that was my limit; I was spent.

Mistress Grey held a tall flute to my lips and slowly fed me the Mimosa it held until the glass was empty.  The champagne and orange juice wasn’t much, but it seemed to refill my energy tank enough that my legs stopped shaking.

The dunking, blowjob, and drink also had the pleasant side-effect of washing away the last of the foul solvent taste from my mouth.  I recovered enough to remember my manners.

“Thank you Mistress Grey for letting this slave play your zipper game, and thank you as well kind Masters who assisted in it.”

“Well said,” she crowed, turning to one of the people standing around and collecting a wad of cash from him.  These people would gamble on anything it seemed.

“I think you deserve a break after that, so how about a proper dip in the pool?”

“Thank you, Mistress Grey,” I said, although I was quailing inside.

She had two people hold a long inflatable pool lounge at the water’s edge and made me roll over until I could flop onto it on my stomach.  It supported my weight well enough, but my head was hanging over the top edge and I was forced to keep it held high to avoid drinking any more pool water.

One of the men in the pool undid my bindings and wrapped my arms underneath the mattress  before reconnecting them.  He did the same to my legs, and it must’ve looked like I was holding it in a tight embrace.

They pushed me away and let me float out to the middle.  It was actually quite comfortable, although I was sure my neck would eventually start hurting from keeping it held up.  I had my eyes closed and didn’t realize anyone was close until I felt my chin brush against something.

One of the out of town guests I didn’t know was in a floating chair that had his legs underwater right up to around the level of his groin.  Once he got hold of me, he pulled himself in front of me until my head was in his lap.

I rested my neck for a brief second, but since he wasn’t wearing any swim trunks, it was obvious he didn’t pull himself into position to become my pillow.  I wrapped my lips around his already hard cock and started sucking.

It didn’t take long to get him off, and once I felt him start to cum I kept my head down and let it shoot straight down my throat.  I kept him in my mouth until he was completely soft and he pulled away from me, but I honestly only did it to rest my neck.  It was a win-win for both of us.

A second man took his place a few minutes later, and I repeated my floating blowjob technique.  He seemed to love the fact I kept his pecker in my mouth after I’d finished, and I got to rest there for at least five minutes.  Someone pushed me back to the steps where I was released and allowed to walk out.

“You’re getting quite the uneven tan,” Master Laste remarked.  “You need to get some sun on your chest to even things out.”

He made me lay flat on my back in a lounge chair where my arms and legs were quickly fastened down with zip ties.  He removed my sodden leather cuffs and put them off to the side to dry out.  Reconditioning them would be a bitch after their long immersion in the chlorinated water, and I hoped they weren’t ruined.

While I lay there, both Mistress Jill and Sherri came over to help keep the sun out of my eyes.  That was their euphemism for sitting on my face and making me eat them out.  They played with my pussy a bit while I was servicing them, but only enough to keep me horny.  God, I was willing to do anything for some relief, but it wasn’t in the cards at the moment.

When I was finished with them they left me with a large water bottle and a straw, and I got a chance to finally rehydrate myself.  Pool water and cum doesn’t really count.  I was left alone for a surprisingly long time after that, and I relaxed into a half-dozing state.

All good things must come to an end, though, and when I felt cutters snip away the zip ties I knew my rest was over.  I was again cuffed and hobbled and made to walk down the path, this time towards the patio kitchen where a whole pig had been slowly roasting all afternoon.

I was helped onto the middle of a long table, blindfolded, and positioned in the very middle.  A rope went around both my elbow and ankle cuffs and I found myself quickly bent back in a tight hogtie.  Mistress Jill forced a red apple in my mouth and ordered me to hold it there until dinner was done.

Sherri worked a dildo into my pussy to keep me occupied, and then a cold metal hook into my ass.  A cord from the end of the hook was attached to the back of my blindfold and pulled taut.  I was forced to hold my head up high to relieve the pressure in my ass.

The dildo inside me started vibrating at a medium-low speed and almost caused me to bite through the apple in surprise.  I was their kinky little centerpiece, and I hoped dinner ended before my self-control did.  Even the moderate speed of the vibrator would be enough to get me off if it ran long enough.

It was tough to tell for sure, but it sounded like Master Laste was next to me on one side of the table, and Mistress on the other.  It sounded like a wonderful party and the food smelled delicious.  Too bad I only had an apple I couldn’t eat and a vibrator I couldn’t stop.

By the time dessert was served, I was holding my orgasm back by a sheer act of will.  I might have even made it, but some spilled coffee flowed under my tits and the unexpected sensation on my nipples was enough to blow my concentration.

I bit through the apple and screamed in ecstasy as the waves of pleasure began coursing through me.  I thrashed my head so hard that I broke the strap on my blindfold, and even started squirting.

Squirting was extremely rare for a first orgasm, but this one was a doozy.  I think I squirted with enough force to reach people three seats down.  When I finally came down, I realized the table had fallen completely silent and I’d just ruined dinner.  This wasn’t good.

Four sets of hands pulled me off the table and carried me over to a set of sturdy standing pipes.  I was briefly stripped of all my restraints, but soon had them replaced with suspension cuffs.  Ropes were tied to the top of the poles and were slowly tightened until they were actually stretched tight enough to pull me about a foot off the ground in a severe flying spread-eagle.

Someone slapped my ass to check how tight I really was, and I howled with how badly it hurt.  A slap shouldn’t have been that bad, but then it hit me; I was sunburnt from head to toe, and a whipping right now would be next to impossible to endure.

Mistress Jill shoved some rubber in my mouth, and I soon discovered it was the largest inflatable gag I’d ever experienced.  Another pump or two might even be enough to dislocate my jaw!

The first lash of the cane against my ass let me know why she’d selected such a brutal gag.  People in the next state would’ve called the cops from the decibel level my scream would’ve had without it.  Never in my life had a punishment hurt so much, and I wondered if he drew blood with that blow. (Not even close, but it sure felt like it at the time.)

It seemed like I’d managed to offend every guest at the table tonight, since they all took a turn at me.  Master Laste was one of the worst since he used a bullwhip on me, making it wrap around my chest before landing precisely in the center of my sunburnt tits.

I actually blacked out from the pain of those lashes, and came to with the acrid odor of smelling salts in my nose so he could continue.  I’d been whipped and beaten before, but nothing close to this.  I was a limp mess by the time everyone had finished and I couldn’t stop crying.  I was a complete and utter failure as a slave.

My gag was removed and I was left alone to my misery for a while.  I came close to begging for mercy and to be let go, but figured it’d only earn me another beating so I kept quiet.  I heard them laughing, making toasts, and drinking back at the table, and wondered how they could change gears so fast.

I heard Master Laste bellow, calling for two more cases of champagne.  The party was getting rowdy.  At this point, it was only a matter of time before someone remembered me and came back to have some more fun in one way or another.

The German guy from the pool was the first, and after only spitting on his hand and rubbing it on his cock for lubrication, he rammed it hard up my ass.  I bit my lip to keep from crying out, but it wasn’t easy especially once he started pounding as hard as he could.

Each thrust not only felt like it was about to split me in two, but his hips slapping against my sunburnt ass made it twice as bad.  It took him a lot longer to cum this time and when he did, he shot his load deep inside me with the exception of his last spurt.

The last bit of cum was just barely inside me, and he shoved his fingers up there and twisted them around a few times before reaching around to my face and rubbing the residue off under my nose.

Master Jerry was next, and he simply lay underneath me and fucked my pussy from below.  It was actually pleasant in comparison, and I found myself moaning from the first pleasurable sensations I felt in what seemed like forever.

He finished before I reached orgasm, and simply left me hanging there with his cum slowly running out of my snatch.  Someone else came and took me up the ass, but I never saw who it was and he never said a word.  I now had cum running out of both holes and some decorating my back as well.

I lost track of how many times I ‘gave thanks’ to the people partying here tonight, but everyone seemed to have at least two turns with me… everyone except Mistress that is.  The one person I wanted to please the most was staying away from me.  I was actually given permission to cum now, and managed to get an orgasm every third or fourth person.

Things slowed down a bit as we got to the wee hours of the morning, but then they released the slaves on me.  They were given a rare opportunity to take their pleasure as many times as they could, and none of them wanted to miss the chance.

The two male slaves took turns with only the minimum amount of rest they needed before they could go again.  The four female slaves all wore dual sided strap-on vibrators and pummeled me in any hole the guys weren’t using at the time.

At one point I even had a cock in my mouth and two girls pounding away at my other end at the same time.  I began cumming almost non-stop at that point, and they thought it was so much fun that they kept it up for close to two hours by rotating in and out. (Pun intended.)

Eventually they ran out of steam and had to call it a night.  The girls didn’t think I deserved a break, though, and left me with a vibrator running in each hole, tied in place to make sure I couldn’t expel them.

The sun was long up by the time the batteries started to run down, but just when I thought it was over, the guests began waking up and some came over to ‘work up an appetite’ before breakfast.  Was this ever going to end?  I was surprised any of them were even willing to come near me with all the dried cum coating my body.

When breakfast was served, Monica led a group of slaves over to release me from the poles and clean me up.  Cleaning consisted of hosing me down and scrubbing me with a coarse brush which was hell on my sunburnt skin, but getting clean was worth it.

They took me to the pool and pushed me in as a way to quickly rinse me off.  There was no malice in the act, just simple expedience.  I was brought over to the dais and made to sit where the throne was yesterday, although I was facing backwards and I was blindfolded.

My ankles were tied to rings at the back of the dais and a belt went around my thighs to hold me down.  Then they put the throne back, except this time there was a hole in the seat for my head to stick through.  My arms were secured to the chair legs and then they left me alone to wait and wonder what else was coming.

I felt someone crawl over my head and plop themselves down in front of me.  A distinct feminine musk was mere inches in front of my nose.  The blindfold was removed and I heard a comforting voice.

“It seems we’ve proven you’ve got what it takes,” Mistress said.  “Now it’s time for us to get reacquainted.  Take your time, dear… we’ve got all day, and soon all the time in the world.”

Maybe the rest of the day wouldn’t be so bad after all.

###
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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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