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Chapter 1


Victor: The Doctor Is In

Sometimes working overtime came with unbelievable perks.  Tuesday night was my night of perks, since it meant I’d be working at the Argentum Seges
 BDSM club, and that was something akin to Disneyland for a person with my particular tastes.

Even though the actual time I spent working there was minimal, a night at the club lasted until the wee hours of the morning, just because I liked to take my time, enjoy the shows, and spread my work out as much as possible.

After all, I’m only human, and if I had to take care of all the sexy, bound, gagged, and half-naked girls all at once, my heart would probably burst from the strain.  Yes… the perks were quite amazing indeed.

I almost always arrived early as well, since if I was there and waiting when the staff arrived, I’d get to help them with their restraints, and that was a rather special perk for me.  I’d been a bondage enthusiast ever since I was a teen barely old enough to sport wood, yet finding a girl who’d let me tie them up was extremely rare.

Only at the club could I enjoy myself amongst like-minded people who not only didn’t automatically condemn me, but who would smile and compliment me if I did a clever or creative bit of bondage on one of my patients.  My only regret was they didn’t have seven times as many girls on staff, so I could work overtime every day of the week.

I was more than a little irked that I didn’t arrive early enough to lend a hand tonight, since my last patient of the day at my regular OB/GYN clinic had been more than a little difficult.  Still, at least I was out of the office and in comfortable surroundings now, so I tried to stifle my grumpiness in order to enjoy the rest of the night as best as I could.

That was hard to do, since I’d forgotten to bring my pass card with me tonight, and there was a new guy at the front door who didn’t know me.  I had to stand and cool my heels for over thirty minutes before Mistress Lilith finally came outside to yell at the doorman and let me in.

“Sorry about that, Vic,” she said, with one last dirty look at the doorman.  “I’m not sure what his problem is, but he never even called your arrival in.  If Jade hadn’t noticed you trying to hold up the wall, you’d still be out there until he finally got around to it.”

“That’s ok,” I said with a sigh.  “It’s been one of those days for me, right from the moment I got up this morning, so it would’ve been too much to hope for that things would start going right this late in the evening.”

“Well, how about I help make things at least a little better with a nice scotch on the rocks?”

“As always, I’m forever in your debt,” I said, bowing as much as I could while trying to navigate through the crowd.

“Flattery will get you almost everywhere,” she chuckled.  “Grab a seat next to the stage and I’ll have someone bring you a double.  A show’s about to start, so you might as well relax for a few minutes and enjoy yourself before getting down to business.”

“That’s the best idea I’ve heard all week,” I nodded.  “Thanks, Lil.”

“Anytime, and I’ll also have someone bring you a temporary access card, just so you don’t have to wait on any more buttheads tonight.”

“You’re the best,” I said, giving her a peck on the cheek before taking my seat.

She really was something special, although I’d hate to get on her bad side.  She had quite the formidable reputation as a cruel and demanding Domme with those who did.

I vaguely wondered if Mr. Doofus the Doorman would be feeling her wrath more directly later on.

Both Charlie the downstairs bartender, and Sherri who was one of the partners in the club, arrived at the same time to give me my promised drink and card.  Charlie also told me that I had another drink heading my way, but it was being delivered by a server who was a little tied up at the moment (pun intended), and she didn’t want me to die of thirst while I waited.

I took a glance over my shoulder and saw Lori headed in our direction, and thanked Charlie for her foresight.  With the way Lori was restrained it’d probably take her ten or fifteen minutes to make it across the room to deliver it to me.

Dressed in skin tight latex and leather that almost looked like it was painted on, the only thing more exciting about her uniform was the restraints she’d chosen or been given tonight.  Thigh-high ballet style boots, a waist crushing corset, stiff collar, oversized red ball gag, and a hobble chain that ensured she wouldn’t be taking steps of more than an inch or two all night.

Since I couldn’t see her arms, I imagined she was wearing an armbinder that matched the severity of the rest of her accessories, but I’d have to wait until she made it here to find out for sure.  God I loved this place!

I only got to watch her for a few minutes before the stage lights came on, and Master Brandon stepped up with Jade, one of my favorite girls here, following behind him on a leash.  She was cuffed, hobbled, and gagged, but in what us aficionados considered to be quite minimal restraints.

That meant she was about to be the recipient of one of the more stringent bondage demonstrations that they could show down here in the public section of the club.  My thought was confirmed a moment later when Nancy (Mistress Lilith’s personal sub and wife) brought a cart onstage that contained dozens of rolls of plastic wrap, duct tape, electrical tape, and vet wrap.

I loved to see a tight and kinky mummification, and started cheering up, thinking maybe my bad luck was finally over.  Jade was on my list of girls to give a checkup to tonight, and I had no doubt Brandon would leave her nicely giftwrapped for me so I could pretend it was Christmas morning.

Unwrapping would be fun, but since Jade usually emerged from tight bondage with a fire burning in her loins, freeing her (at least in some strategically selected places) would be even better.  Life could be good sometimes.



Chapter 2


Ava: Doldrums

God, I wasn’t sure when my life had become so boring, but lately I was stuck in a rut of lameness the size of the Grand Canyon.  School was boring, my soon to be ex-boyfriend was boring, my job was boring… in other words, I was really, really bored.

About the only thing I’d found lately that wasn’t super boring was this cool BDSM fetish club I’d overheard some girls at school talking about.  Bondage had turned me on long before I even knew what those strange feelings meant, yet that was the one thing I hadn’t been able to experiment with so far.

They say college will open any door you care to experience… I call bullshit on that one.

Sure, I could’ve let any of hundreds of horny boys at school tie me up for sex, but I didn’t want my first time to be ruined by some clueless newbie.  If I was going to do it, then I wanted to do it right.  I also wanted to try doing
 the tying, but finding a willing partner for that was even harder than finding someone who knew what the hell they were doing.

For now, all I could do was hang around the club and get to experience a small taste of the lifestyle, while searching for the right partner.

As usual, it didn’t matter how many people were waiting in line when I arrived, I could always sweet talk the bouncer at the door into letting me slip in ahead of the crowd.  Today was even easier than usual, since he was distracted by some moron who wanted to be let in immediately and demanded he be allowed to speak to the owner.  What a dork.

“Losers go to the back of the line,” I whispered to the doorman, after giving him a kiss for letting me pass.

He snickered at that, and I think he conveniently ‘forgot’ to call the manager.  I stopped caring about three seconds after I got past the reception and coat check area, since the club was really hopping tonight, and I had to actually pause to take it all in.

It was a lot busier than I’d expected for a Tuesday, and my prospects for finding Mr. Right had just increased by an order of magnitude.  I avoided making eye contact with anyone so early, but I could tell a lot of people were staring at me as well.

There was one thing that was certain about a place like this.  You were either a predator, or you were prey, and I was being sized up by the lions and jackals from the moment I came into view.  I made sure to keep my head held up high to discourage the weakest of them from trying to mob me.

Of course, the staff at the club made absolutely certain that nothing untoward happened on the premises, but that didn’t stop the wolves wearing sheep’s clothing that lured their prey off to their den.  Maybe I’d even let it happen to me some day, if I could arrange for some sort of safety backup in case things got ugly.

It might even be fun as long as it wasn’t done with some lame fuzzy handcuffs, and a tube-sock gag with a golf ball in the middle.

A good predator stalks her prey by the nearest watering hole, and while I wasn’t on the hunt with the intensity of some here tonight, I still sidled up to the bar and let a sorta-cute guy buy me a screwdriver.  Luckily I was spared the necessity of making small talk with him after he blurted out his desire to take me home, tie me up and ravish me, all without even knowing my name.

Hmm… was Tuesday night Lamer’s Night?

I even came close to throwing my drink in his face, but I was thirsty, so at least he got lucky in one thing tonight.  Unfortunately, with the place so busy tonight, I couldn’t slip off to an empty table and claim I was waiting for my friends to show up, so I had to sit there in the uncomfortable silence that developed after I told him to fuck off.

I kept myself occupied by watching the crowd and the staff, who were all delightfully dressed in a wide variety of fetish or bondage apparel.  One of the waitresses was even restrained so tightly she couldn’t move more than a few paces per minute, and I somehow managed to finish my drink without realizing it, since I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her.

The loser bought me a refill by way of an apology before sidling off to his next potential conquest, so at least things were looking up a touch.  The night was very young, so I made a deliberate effort to sip this one slowly to keep from getting shitfaced too early.

After all, if I did drink too much, I might even accept an offer from my loser friend or someone like him, and that just wouldn’t do.  No… I had to keep my head here, or my first time experiencing real bondage would be absolutely ruined.

I was willing to bet that there wasn’t a person on the planet who knew more about bondage than I did without experiencing it firsthand.  The high-speed internet in my dorm room had always gotten a good workout whenever I had some time alone at night, and the battery bill for my Buzzing Boyfriend eclipsed what I spent on food by a substantial margin.

While I continued to stare at the heavily bound waitress whenever I had a clear view of her, I kept watching the crowd as well.  One woman in particular caught my eye as someone who was a cut above the rest.

Dressed in an amazing full body catsuit made out of flawless black leather and wearing a drool-worthy red corset, she strode through the room like an avenging angel on a mission from God, yet I doubted the divinity up above would ever put someone like her on his payroll.

She was a real Dominatrix, who didn’t have to put on poses in order to impress the asses; she did it simply by existing.  I briefly wondered what it’d be like to be a submissive under her, but then decided I didn’t really want to find out; she had a look on her face that promised dire things for the current object of her wrath, and I didn’t want that to be me.

She disappeared outside for a few minutes before returning with that loser I laughed at in the line.  It seemed like he really did belong here, and I hoped my off-hand comment to the bouncer didn’t get him in too much trouble, or he might not let me cut the line next time.

She ordered a small table and single chair installed at the side of the stage, ordered the bartender to bring him a double shot of the best scotch in the house, and even turned the supremely bound waitress from her regular duties to bring the guy another one!  Ok… it seemed like I needed to revise my opinion of Mr. Line Loser.

That wasn’t hard to do after the display the imposing Mistress put on, but now that I got a good look at him, I found him to be quite cute.  He was well dressed, appeared calm and unruffled by the kinky displays around him, and was obviously well connected.

One of the staff members even handed him one of the golden keycards that would let him gain access to the elite members-only section of the club.  In other words, he was someone I really
 needed to get to know better, and I tried to think of a clever way to introduce myself.

Heck… even if he turned out to be just as much of a jerk as the guy who’d bought me my drinks, I’d be willing to put up with him for a few hours if it meant I could finally find out what really happened upstairs, away from the rules of public decency and decorum.

I could feel my panties start to get wet just from thinking about it, and decided to make my move before some other girl beat me to it.  Unfortunately, I arrived at his side at the same time as the amazingly bound waitress did, and after getting jostled by a random stranger in a hurry, caused her to fall over and dump his expensive drink right in his lap.

He managed to catch her before she came to any serious injury, and probably didn’t mind since he held her for several moments with her tits pressed against his face, but a bouncer who saw me knock her over didn’t think it was funny.  I was summarily ejected before getting to even find out his name, and went home feeling completely depressed.

Once again, it seemed like I was stuck in the doldrums again for the foreseeable future.



Chapter 3


Victor: A Surprising Patient

Some days were worse than others, and that’s to be expected when you’re primarily a gynecologist, but it seemed like all I’d had lately were bad days.

From pregnant girls and new mothers who complained about sore breasts and demanded I do something about it immediately, to back-country girls who hadn’t bathed since reaching puberty, I was in a rare foul mood.  To make matters worse, my last appointment of the day was a new client, and that meant there was pretty much no chance of getting to the club early for the second week in a row.

I just couldn’t win for losing these days.

I was also shorthanded this week, since my receptionist decided she wanted to move to Hollywood and try her luck with an acting career.  I personally thought she’d be a typical starving actress unless she decided to work from her back, but that could’ve just been sour grapes.

I got even grumpier when I discovered my last appointment of the day hadn’t arrived on time, and considered closing the doors.  Luckily… or unluckily, depending on your point of view, she strode up just as I was about to lock up, and pushed her way inside.

“Sorry about showing up late,” she said, shaking rain off her Macintosh hood.  “The weather out there is beastly, and it seems a little rain turns even the best driver into a blithering idiot.”

Only after she pulled the hood away from her face did I get a good look at her, and both of us exclaimed our surprise at the same time.

“You!” we said in unison.

It was the girl from the club last week who’d caused me to have my drink on the outside instead of the inside.

“Hey, I’m sorry about what happened,” she said, sounding genuinely contrite.  “But it wasn’t my fault.  Some jerk ran into me and caused the whole mess in a sort of domino effect.”

“I know.  The guy you mentioned actually apologized and admitted he was at fault, but you’d already been tossed out and left in a cab.  They’re rather protective of the staff there, with good reason.”

“I can see why,” she grudgingly admitted.  “Still, I was quite pissed off after getting thrown out for what I considered to be no fault of my own.”

“If it makes you feel any better, the next time you want to go there, simply ask for Lilith, explain who you are, and you’ll get some VIP benefits.”

“Cool… do you think they’ll let me go upstairs too?”

“Doubtful,” he chuckled.  “Membership up there costs several years of savings for someone with a professional level income, and the members like to keep the spectators to a minimum.  So no offense to you, but you’re obviously someone who’s new to the scene, and a simple mistake won’t get you up there.”

“I understand,” she replied, although it didn’t look like she did.

I gave her the typical sheaf of forms to fill out, which gave me some time on my own.  It happened at the perfect time since I really needed a few moments to compose myself after seeing her here today.

On the one hand, she’d shown up out of the blue at my place of business, for a legitimate reason.  On the other hand, she was someone both new and very
 interested in learning about the lifestyle, and that gave me an almost instant and embarrassing bulge in the front of my pants.

It turned out that she’d only recently gotten medical coverage, and could finally do the routine checkups I’d always taken for granted.  It also meant that this was her first time seeing a gynecologist, and had no clue what to expect.

Part of me wanted to take advantage of that, but my professional demeanor won out eventually.  It didn’t help the tent in my shorts, but at least my brain knew to keep things proper.  That resolve was tested to the limit, though, once the exam began and she began talking BDSM in casual conversation.

How could she be stupid enough to do something like that?  Here she was, naked, vulnerable, and after giving in to one of my darker impulses, with her ankles tied to the stirrups just so she ‘wouldn’t accidently kick me’ while I examined her.  To make matters even worse, I could quite clearly smell the musk of her arousal that began moments after I wrapped the Velcro straps around her legs and got to work.

She seemed to be enjoying this almost as much as I wanted to!

I’d never been turned on like this before.  It was a routine and sometimes even unpleasant job, but something about Ava made it different.  She hadn’t been brazen enough to come out and say so directly, but I was 99.9999 percent positive she actually wanted me to drop my drawers and ravish her on the spot!

God, it was tempting.

I went so far as to make sure I had a knuckle rubbing over her clit while I took the pap smear and ‘fumbled’ around, yet she only seemed to get hotter and more willing to strain wide against the restriction of the stirrups.  There wasn’t any doubt left in my mind about her intentions when she asked me to slowly show her how to do a breast exam, yet her fingers were simply circling her very
 erect nipples.

If I didn’t know better, I’d swear she was seriously trying to seduce me with every trick in the book!  I rushed through the rest of the exam so I could finish before making a mess in my pants, and told her to get cleaned up and dressed as fast as she could since I had a lot more work to do tonight.

She took just long enough that I managed to get my unruly body under control, but only momentarily.  She emerged wearing a completely different outfit than she’d arrived in, and the tent in my pants reached a new and epic proportion.

Her scant top was made of white vinyl and left nothing to the imagination, while the tight leather micro-mini skirt did the same for her ass.  I think my jaw bounced off the floor a few times before I got myself under control, and unfortunately, she’d definitely noticed my reaction.

“So now that I know I’m not banned form the club, and since you’re heading there anyway, how about giving me a lift, handsome?”

I couldn’t do anything other than nod yes.



Chapter 4


Ava: Seduction

What an amazing development.

Meeting the doc like this had been a true stroke of luck, but to find out I could wrap him around my finger was even better!  I knew I was within inches of having all my dreams come true, and despite his resistance, I was positive I’d be able to wear him down in short order.

The stars aligned, the cards fell right, or some such hippy shit… this was my chance to finally find out what the BDSM lifestyle was all about, and there was no way I was going to let such ethereal things like morals or professional ethics get in my way.  One way or another, someone was getting tied down and their brains fucked out tonight!

After winning the battle to get him to take me to the club with him, I backed off a bit so as not to seem too pushy.  There was a high probability I’d wind up being the submissive one tonight, and a sub can’t be a pushy bitch unless she wants to get whipped, caned, or flogged.

I wasn’t sure I’d care for that, so I treaded carefully in these strange waters I’d willingly jumped into.  I did go as far as making sure I kept a hand in his lap on the drive over, and was extremely
 pleased with what I’d found.

Not only was I getting to him in all the right ways, but he had a package that could choke a horse!  Tonight could wind up being special in more ways than one, and my body was reacting accordingly without any external prompting.

I came within moments of trying to slip off my panties so I could get some relief from the exquisite torment I was putting myself through, and just barely managed to contain the impulse in time before we pulled up in front of the club.

After taking several long moments to get myself back under control, I stepped out with the assistance of a helpful valet, and went to go inside.  In an ironic role-reversal, the doorman from last week wanted to stop me from going inside, but Victor took care of him for me in short order.

The doorman’s instant obedience to Victor’s simple suggestion that he ‘piss off’ made me mentally kick up the power he held another few notches.  I was definitely onto something good with him, in pretty much every way that mattered.

Even though I was sure I’d be the one who would wind up bound and gagged tonight, I was confident enough in my ability to wrap him around my finger that I’d be able to ‘top from the bottom’, as the saying goes.  Surprisingly, I found I wasn’t sure which part I was looking forward to more.

I would have to let that be decided in the moment, since I was still a long way from his bed right now.  I couldn’t push things too far, too fast, without risking losing everything I’d worked and hoped for.

He knew how badly I wanted to go upstairs, so all I should have to do was be nice, sweet, and attentive to him, and he’d eventually relent.  I just hoped that his ‘business’ here wasn’t too much of a distraction for him… I know it was for me, and I only got to do a fraction of what he could.

For some reason, now that we were here, neither of us knew how to proceed.  Were we here together, or did he simply do me a favor by giving me a lift?  After several moments of indecision, he seemed to come to some sort of conclusion.

“Let me make sure you get your VIP benefits,” he said, grabbing my arm and steering me towards the bar.

“Charlie, this is Ava.  You might remember her from last week… she was the one who got kicked out after I got doused with that glass of scotch.  It turns out it wasn’t her fault, and Lilith said she was to get the VIP treatment as a way of making up for it.”

“Ok,” she nodded.  “I’ll have to confirm that with her, but since you’re the one vouching for her, let me get you both some comp drinks.”

I wrinkled my nose slightly when I saw her pouring us some champagne.  I usually only drank the stuff at weddings since it was free, but I didn’t particularly care for it.  After my first sip, however, I realized the crap I hated had about as much resemblance to this stuff as a Big Mac does to a fine filet mignon.

I took a second sip with a little more enthusiasm, and raised my glass to him in a toast.

“To the best outcome of a spilled drink in the history of mankind,” I said with a playful little smile.

I’d surprised Victor with that, getting a hearty chuckle and a big smile out of him.  I think I was starting to figure him out a little, and my tactic of coming on hot and heavy with him might not be as effective as simply being charming, funny and clever.

While I was still trying to switch mental gears, the imposing Domme from the other night came up.  I correctly guessed this was Mistress Lilith.

“Good evening, Victor,” she said, holding out her hand so he could kiss it in an archaic gesture that didn’t actually seem out of place for some reason.  “And who is your lovely guest this evening?”

“This is Ava Becker,” he replied.  “She’s the one we talked about last week.”

“Ah, the infamous klutz who wasn’t actually at fault,” she said, leaning over and giving me a quick kiss.

“That’s me, ma’am,” I replied, unsure of what the proper etiquette was supposed to be when speaking to a high level Domme, only knowing I needed to be on my best behavior.

“Well, I’m not one who’s used to saying the word ‘sorry’, but since I’m not apologizing for anything I did myself, I guess I can choke it out.  We’re sorry about last week, dear, and hope you enjoy yourself tonight, all on our dime, of course.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” I replied, taking another sip of champagne to show her I already was.

I vaguely noticed it had been topped off while we’d been talking.  I’d have to be careful not to let it get ahead of me, or they’d be pouring me into a cab before I knew it.

“I only wish we would’ve had some advanced notice you were coming tonight, so we could’ve saved a VIP booth for you.”

“Well, you could always let me sit upstairs,” I replied, half joking and half hoping.

“That’s always a possibility for a friend of the good doctor, but you’re hardly dressed for it.”

My hopes sunk, but I tried not to let it show.

“But now that I think of it, we have oodles of outfits and accessories available here.  If you really want to join in the fun upstairs, let Victor pick your outfit… and that’s an all or nothing deal.  Whatever he decides he’d like to see on you, you have to wear.”

“It’s a deal!”

I didn’t think there was anything wrong with the way I was currently dressed, and I was catching the eyes of enough guys in the place to prove me right, but maybe they had some sort of dress code up there.  I didn’t care… if it meant I could get into the member’s only area, I’d go up bare-ass naked!

Of course, I didn’t exactly think it through very well, considering what kind of place this was, and what Mistress Lilith meant by ‘outfits and accessories’ for me to wear.  Once we got into the back room and I saw the range of choices available to Vic, I hoped I hadn’t gotten myself in over my head.



Chapter 5


Victor: The Willing Submissive

Lilith could be quite clever sometimes, and this was definitely
 one of those times.

She was also very rarely wrong in reading people, so I had to trust her judgment with whatever it was she saw in Ava.  Even if she was wrong, it would mean I’d get to shock the shit out of the pushy little wench, and then I’d be done with her.

Just seeing the look on her face when she finally realized what she’d agreed to was worth the price of admission.  I couldn’t help but think she was just using me to get in good with the people here, and I didn’t much care for the feeling.

Although, if Lilith was right, then this’d be one hell of a lot of fun!

Ava wasn’t the only one caught off-guard by Lilith’s offer.  Now that I was alone with her and had carte blanche for anything I chose to select, I didn’t know where to start.

I already knew from the way she wore her vinyl top that she’d look amazing in some proper latex… preferably translucent and a few sizes too small.  She also seemed to like wearing leather a lot.  Oh boy, could I ever accommodate her with that tonight!

As I started working my way through the more serious restraints, I kept a close watch on her out of the corner of my eye.  I could easily see her eyes widen with a touch of fear whenever I picked up something like a straitjacket or armbinder, but there was something else on her face as well.

It looked like longing and maybe desire, mixed in with a healthy portion of raw lust.

She wasn’t only interested in being in a position of power.  If I wasn’t reading her wrong, she looked like she would be quite the willing submissive for me tonight, and most likely enjoy everything almost as much as I would.

I decided to start off with a bang to see how far down the rabbit hole she was willing to go.

“Remove your clothing and shoes, and then stand in front of the mirror,” I ordered.

Her face turned bright red in an instant, yet she must’ve remembered that I had already seen her naked at the office.  Intellectually, she knew she had nothing to hide from me, but emotionally it was a completely different story.

She also knew that to refuse such a simple request would ruin her chances of going upstairs, and hesitantly complied.  It didn’t take long to remove the three simple items of clothing she wore, kick off her shoes, and walk over to the full length mirror on the wall.  It gave her just enough time to switch mental gears, and she seemed to regain a lot of her former composure, and perhaps even a touch of arrogance.

In my mind, that was even better.

“Cover your whole body from head to toe with the talcum powder on the table while I pick out the first thing for you to wear tonight.”

She complied much faster this time, and after watching her for a moment, turned to the racks of clothing, hoping to find a particular catsuit I remembered seeing Diane wear one time.  My luck was with me tonight, and it was here.  It definitely fit the bill for my ‘size or two’ too small request, although it might actually be too damn petite to get her in the thing.

I thought it might be fun to try anyway, and brought it over.  She looked even more doubtful than I felt, but gave it a go anyway and wound up surprising us both when she was able to pull it on.

I had to help her with her shoulders and arms once she got that far, and I was amazed at how much stretch the latex outfit really had.  It looked even better than I’d hoped, and if it wasn’t for the sheen of the latex, I would’ve swore her rock hard nipples were still exposed.

It also showed me how flexible she was, so I revised my plan a little.

“What size shoe do you wear?” I asked.

“Six and a half,” she replied.

I searched through the ballet boots but couldn’t find one in exactly her size.  I picked a size six that would be a little tight, and with a seven inch heel might be more than she could handle, but once again she began putting them on without complaint.

These boots only went up to the knee and didn’t take as long to lace up as I feared, but that was the last easy thing about them.  I had to help her to stand again, and then let her hold onto my arm for support while she figured out how to stand in the towering things, but she adapted reasonably well.

Her success brought a touch of arrogance back to her face, so I decided to add a corset to her outfit.  I picked an under-cup model in shiny black that was heavily boned, and would once again push the limits of what I thought her body could handle.

I had her make sure it stayed comfortably in place while I did a fast pass on the laces.  Once it wasn’t going anywhere, I gave her two wide leather cuffs for her to put on her wrists, and started on a second pass at the laces while she fumbled with buckling them on.

She was breathing shallowly by the time I reached the top and tied it off, but I hadn’t managed to fully close it, and that just wouldn’t do.  There were several sets of rings mounted in the wall and floor around the mirror, and I used them to hold her in place so I could really pull on the laces to try and finish closing the corset.

I was glad the boots I picked had built-in D-rings, since they were quite handy in helping to stretch her out.  It was needed too, since I had to really pull with everything I had in order to get that last inch out of the corset.

“I think this stupid thing is too small for me,” she gasped out while I was tying off the laces.  “Try a different one.”

“It’ll take a few minutes to get used to it, but you’ll be fine,” I assured her, giving her ass a playful slap.  “But thanks for the reminder.”

“Reminder?  What remind… mppph mrrph mro mooing” she started to say as I jammed the ball gag past her teeth.

“Thanks for reminding me that you needed to be gagged to stop you from complaining every step of the way.”

I almost laughed at loud when I saw the dirty look on her face in the mirror, but she stopped glaring after a moment and gave me a slight nod of acquiescence.  I took the nod as my cue to add yet another layer of restriction on her; namely a good, stiff posture collar.

Either she became resigned to the inevitability of things, or just didn’t want to give me any more ideas, but she stood there calmly while I fit it around her neck and tightened it up.  Since she was already having difficulty in breathing due to the severe corset, I took it slightly
 easy on her with the collar.

I was glad I picked a ball gag that had a breather hole in it, although I’d originally picked it to allow her to have a drink if she wanted.  It was a common choice among the regulars who brought a sub with them, and the staff would know to put a bendy straw in her drink when they saw her wearing it.

Now it was time to put her flexibility to the test.  I wrapped another set of leather cuffs just above her elbows, and used a carabineer clip to connect them behind her back.  I saw a brief moment of panic in her eyes when she realized her arms would be trapped like that until I chose to set her free, but it passed before I could say anything.

After clipping her wrist cuffs together the same way, just to complete the effect, I took a step back to take it all in.  She looked even hotter than I dreamt possible, and the best part was it was all done at my hands.  Two words described what I felt just then:

Can you say ‘raging boner’?  I knew you could.

Even though I’d already gone farther than I’d originally planned, I decided to add a few more items, just to complete the picture.  A short hobble chain between her ankles was completely redundant with the boots she was wearing, but it added a lot to the look of helplessness she had.

I liked it so much, I added another set of cuffs above her knees and connected them with another short chain, just because I could, and I was having way
 too much fun to stop now.  After a moment’s consideration, I decided she might want to have a little fun herself, and ran a bungee cord from the front of her collar, between her legs, and to her wrist cuffs behind her.

It was barely long enough to reach, but that was all to the good for an impromptu crotch rope.  It split her crotch quite nicely, and now she’d have the option to stimulate herself if she so chose… or if I did.

Now that I thought about it some more, it should make walking quite
 interesting for her, as it sawed back and forth with each miniscule step she took.  I wondered if I could make her do a few laps around the room to test the theory out.  Maybe later.

For now, it was time to head on upstairs and let her find out how the real Dominants amused themselves around here.  I clipped a short leash to the front of her collar, both to guide her and to add a touch of stability in case she began losing her balance in the unfamiliar ballet boots.

When we got to the door leading back into the club, I had her wait there for a moment while I went back and stuffed a few extra toys into my pockets, just in case I decided to go even farther with her.  I also grabbed a robe and wrapped it around her, so her body showing through the transparent catsuit wouldn’t cause too much of a stir with the regular customers.

After stepping through the door into full view of the crowd, I could sense her nervousness climbing through the roof.  Her breathing quickened and she tried to move faster, but she hadn’t mastered walking in the severe boots yet.  She almost fell several times before resigning herself to the fact that she needed to take small and deliberate steps in order to make any kind of progress.

In a sudden act of whimsy, the moment she passed through the elevator doors, I removed her robe and handed it to the bouncer stationed there.  She blushed furiously when she realized her kinky predicament was exposed for all to see, but the doors closed before she could make up her mind about what to do.

I got another flash of that dirty look of hers, but then it looked like she actually tried to smile around the gag, causing me to revise my opinion of her yet again.  All in all, I’m not sure who was doing a better job of keeping the other off balance, and we might’ve been tied.

Speaking of tying, as I stepped out of the elevator and took a look around, I saw Claire Grey on stage with her two little subs, tying them in a standing spread eagle.  The regular rules didn’t apply up here, and both subs were completely nude, except for the blindfolds covering their eyes.

I had a feeling I knew what Mistress Grey was planning, and was sure it would be quite the shock to Ava.  I led her to a semi-private booth that had a good view of the stage, ordered her some more champagne, a screwdriver, and a big glass of water so she’d have some options available, and jammed a straw into the hole in her gag.

“I have a lot of work to do tonight, so you’ll have to keep yourself occupied for the most part.  The servers will take care of anything you might want to drink, and they’re pretty good at understanding gag-speak.  I don’t think you’ll need a food menu tonight, although I might take the gag out later and feed you something.”

She had to nod with her whole upper body, and actually looked fairly happy considering her unfamiliar restraints.

“I’ll check up on you from time to time, and be here to watch the shows as well.  Oh… if you need to pee, let either the waitress or me know and we’ll help you out.”

From the shocked look on her face, I had a sneaking suspicion she’d let her bladder explode before asking either me or a complete stranger to help her go to the bathroom, but it was easy to think that when the night was young and the pressure hadn’t built up yet.  This was going to be a night of a thousand firsts for her, and I wondered if I’d reach any of her limits.

Part of me wanted to see her tap out, yet most of me wanted to find out if she was someone I wanted to get to know better.  I could put up with being used if it meant I’d be able to act out some of my kinkiest fantasies with her.

Speaking of which, I took two of the toys out of my jacket pocket and set them on the table in front of her, just to see the look on her face.  The first was a vibrating bullet, the second was a good sized butt plug, and the third was a set of clover style nipple clamps.  Her eyes widened in shock, and she nearly choked on the screwdriver she was trying to sip.

“Just in case you get bored between shows, I brought a few toys with me.  Feel free to ask anyone to help you with them if you want to have some fun.”

I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and started to get up so I could see my first client of the night, but then Mistress Grey finished her prep work and began to speak.

“Greetings once again,” she began.  “Once again my two little subs have gotten themselves in trouble with an argument, and it’ll take a little contest to see which of them will prove themselves right.  This challenge is all about control, and the ability to ignore distractions of both pleasure and pain.”

Due to the posture collar, I knew Ava couldn’t have turned her head even if she wanted to, but I was pretty sure that looking away was the farthest thing from her mind at the moment.

“The rules are simple,” she continued.  “Each girl is to be flogged, and will need to hold a running vibrator inside their cunts for as long as possible.  I’ve blindfolded them so they’ll never know when or where a blow will strike, but decided against gagging them tonight, just so I can enjoy their moans of passion, screams of pain, and the begging for mercy they’ll doubtlessly try.”

The crowd chuckled at that, since of all the things Mistress Grey was known for, mercy was definitely not one of them.  Even Ava seemed to figure that out without needing a hint.

“For those not familiar with my submissives, Constance is on my left and will be holding the blue vibrator, and Mel is on my right with the red one.  Feel free to place your bets by either name or color, and enjoy watching them squirm.”

To make things even more difficult for the girls, she poured a generous dollop of lubricant over both toys, and slid them home with what looked like no resistance whatsoever.  This contest would require vaginal muscle control that’d make any kegel exercise seem like a walk in the park!

As Mistress Grey began warming up their rears with her flogger, and the powerful toys began to drive the girls closer towards their first orgasm, I caught a hint of movement out of the corner of my eye.  Ava was rhythmically pulling on her crotch rope, trying to get herself off.

Well… that didn’t take nearly as long as I thought it would.  Of course, her range of motion was severely limited, so I doubted she’d be able to cause enough friction to make herself cum.

All she could do was drive herself crazy, unless she asked for a little assistance from me and one of my toys.  I might’ve even felt sorry for her if I wasn’t in a somewhat similar state myself.

Mistress Grey was an expert with the use of the flogger, and wielded one in each hand with equal effect.  Each pair of blows sounded like one, and now that she was well warmed up, (as were the two girls) she began changing her aim.

Stepping between them, she now began to flog their breasts by hitting underneath their arms and letting the strands wrap around until the tips landed near their nipples.  She even did the same to their cunts, and the girls really started to struggle, now that they never knew where the next blow was going to land.

Mel started to cum first, although Constance wasn’t far behind.  All four legs were shaking almost uncontrollably, and I bet keeping those toys in place took everything they had.  Through it all, Mistress Grey didn’t let up, although now she was deliberately changing not only her aim, but the amount of force she was putting into each blow.

Most of her blows were actually lighter, but by now the girls couldn’t tell which way was up, and a lighter blow simply made a regular one seem more powerful than ever.  As predicted, the girls began begging for mercy shortly after their second orgasms, and the hyper-sensitive tissue down there began causing them some pain from over stimulation.

Constance let her toy slip partway out during her next orgasm, and only a supreme act of will kept it from hitting the floor.  It didn’t matter, though, since the moment her next orgasm crashed through her, she didn’t have a chance.

The vibrating toy slid the rest of the way out, hit the floor, and gave the win to Mel.

“Congratulations, Mel,” Mistress Grey crowed.  “But don’t let your own vibrator slip out just yet, or you’ll miss out on the real
 fun.  The longer you can hold it in place, the better your revenge on Constance will be.”

She strode backstage for a moment and came back with a rattan cane in place of her dual floggers.

“I will deliver regularly spaced blows with the cane to her ass, tits, and thighs, and the longer you last, the longer her punishment will as well.  Of course, you could always have mercy on her and let your buzzing little tormentor slide out right now if you so choose.”

She didn’t so choose, and it looked like she tensed her muscles up even tighter than before.  After a moment, Mistress Grey nodded her head and stepped behind Constance to deliver the first blow.

It must’ve caught her by surprise, since she let out a howl that visibly startled Ava, yet caused her to pull even harder on her crotch rope.  I was a pretty good judge of the female body, and it looked like Ava was a hair away from exploding into orgasm herself.

Smiling, I picked up the bullet vibrator and dangled it in front of her eyes.  She looked indecisive for a moment, but then gave me a full body nod and spread her legs as much as she was able.

I released her thigh cuffs so she could spread them properly, and pulled the crotch rope to the side so I could unzip her crotch.  My hand was instantly drenched in the juices of her arousal, and while I was a little surprised at how strongly she was reacting, I guess I shouldn’t have been.

Turning the toy onto low, I slid the bullet along her labia a few times before laying it so the tip was right over her clit.  Sure it was properly in place, I zipped her back up, put the crotch rope over it to ensure the toy was mashed nice and tight over the massive nerve bundle, and waited for the fireworks to begin.

Even on the lowest speed, it only took about seven seconds.

She was lucky everyone’s attention was focused on Mistress Grey’s show, since she went absolutely ballistic by bucking, arching her body, twitching, and letting loose with a fairly loud scream of passion.  It looked like one of the most impressive orgasms I’d ever witnessed, and I wished I had the nerve to cum in public myself.

It looked like she had a second orgasm that wasn’t quite as impressive as the first, yet left her to fall back in her seat, as limp as a noodle.  The show ended at that point with an orgasm out of Mel that caused her to lose her toy, so it was just as well.

“I hope you enjoyed that as much as it looked like you did,” I whispered into her ear.

She looked quite embarrassed by my comment, but couldn’t do anything about it at this point in the game.  Speaking of game, I had one last little bit of fun to take care of before I went to work.

“By the way,” I began.  “I might’ve forgotten to mention it earlier, but for every toy you choose to use, I get to choose one of my own.”

I picked up the butt plug with one hand and the nipple clamps with the other, and pretended to weight them.

“Let’s see… which one do I want to play with right now?”

I held up the butt plug with a satisfied look on my face, and enjoyed the panicked look on hers.  With the stage show over there’d be nothing to distract the crowd from the show we’d put on if I chose to bend her over and slide the fat cone home, and she knew it.

With a fake look of regret, I put it down and leaned close with the clamps, which was my plan all along.

“I still have a lot of work to do tonight, and don’t want to take the extra time needed to use the butt plug, so the clamps will have to do for now.”

After the erotic show she’d watched and then put on herself, her nipples were practically poking through the thin latex covering them.  As such, I didn’t need to play with them (although I briefly did, just for fun) to make sure they were nicely erect before slowly letting the clamps squeeze down.

She squawked when the first one bit down on her sensitive bud, but then looked relieved when it didn’t hurt as much as she thought it would.  She didn’t even yelp for the second clamp, and once again I was forced to revise my opinion of her.

I gave her another kiss and slid away to take care of business.  It wasn’t until I went to check up on her an hour later that I realized I’d left the bullet buzzing away the whole time, and she was in quite a state.

It turned out that after cumming so hard earlier, and without the extra erotic stimulation the stage show had caused, she hadn’t been able to go over the top.  She looked like she’d be willing to make a deal with the Devil at this point, but I pretended not to notice.

She’d survive stewing in her own juices for another hour or two… maybe three at the most, and then we’d both get a chance for some kinky, fun relief.  After all, she wasn’t the only desperate one in the house tonight.



Chapter 6


Ava: Employer With Benefits

I was really starting to fall for the doc, and not just because of the amazing sex I’d discovered with him.  Ok … I’ll admit sex was part of it, but not the biggest part.

Ever since that first night he’d brought me to the club, he’d awoken something powerful inside of me, and the beast was always hungry for more.  I thought I’d known everything there was about the BDSM lifestyle from my extensive internet research, but boy was I ever wrong!

I learned more bondage in one week than I did through the entirety of my college years, and this was the real
 stuff.  I got to wear a real institutional canvas straitjacket, a single armbinder sleeve made from heavy rubber, a leather box tie pouch, and was even put to bed for the night in a genuine leather sleep sack.  There were no cheap, fuzzy handcuffs in my man’s bedroom!

Or in his office, but I’m getting ahead of myself.

After spending a few weeks hanging around the place so we could chat when things were slow, I began answering the phone for him.  One thing led to another, and I became his official paid assistant shortly thereafter.

Most of it was easy but boring stuff, like booking appointments, taking care of the endless reams of paperwork, and a lot of cleaning up in the exam room.  He demanded that everything be perfect before allowing a client in, and even shortcuts that seemed perfectly reasonable in my mind, would earn me a spanking when he discovered I didn’t do a job precisely
 as ordered.

That wasn’t necessarily a bad thing… but once again, I’m getting ahead of myself.

I wasn’t the only one who’d fallen head over heels in love either… he seemed equally happy to spend his time with me nearly 24/7, and we soon fell into a comfortable routine.

Monday was our big work day, where we got everything ready for the rest of the week.  We also took care of the domestic crap like shopping… or rather I did shortly after moving in with him.  Add me to the ranks of millions who hate Mondays.

Tuesday was always spent at the club, and while I didn’t rate my own access card, I always got to spend Tuesdays upstairs, as long as I agreed to let Vic choose my ‘outfit’ for the night.  It was usually my toughest night of the week, but also one of the most fun.  I really
 loved Tuesdays.

Since we both enjoyed our Tuesday night forays at the club, we pretty much continued the games on Wednesday, making it live up to the nickname of ‘hump day’ in more ways than one.  It was also a day of fun surprises for me, since he’d usually borrow a few new things from his friends at the club each week, and I never knew what to expect.

Thursday was just as bad as Monday, work wise, and Friday was our busiest day of the week in the office.  Working for a living isn’t all it’s cracked up to be, but at least it pays the bills and lets us build up a reserve of cash to spend on more bondage toys.

Saturday was even better than Tuesdays, since I would usually wake up in bondage from Friday night, spend the afternoon fucking like a rabbit in more bondage, and then get dressed up in one of my ‘sub suits’ for a fun night at the club.  He didn’t do any work there on Saturdays, so we spent the whole night together mingling, chatting, enjoying the entertainment, and getting worked up beyond belief.

Sunday was our day of rest, and it was definitely needed after Saturday’s extended play session.

Of course, once we fell into a routine, I sensed that even our extremely kinky and carnal lifestyle might eventually get a bit boring.  I wanted to make sure that never happened, so I tried to plan a few surprise sessions whenever I could.

My absolute best day ever happened when the new exam chair arrived in the office.  It had all the bells and whistles imaginable, could lift, tilt, and twist into practically any configuration at the touch of a button, and best of all, had plenty of places to fix restraints onto.

I bet the manufacturer didn’t see it the way I did, but as far as I was concerned, that was his loss, not mine.  I felt the beast awaken in my loins before the workmen had even finished installing it, and made a lame excuse about getting some Chinese food so I could head out.

I was so distracted on the drive home and back that I almost got into at least two accidents, but I made it back in one piece with a rather heavy duffel bag, and some take-out food.  The workers were gone by the time I got back, and Vic was sitting in his office reading through the chair’s extensive manual.

Between reading up on how to program the different settings, and the sweet and sour chicken that was his favorite, I knew I’d have plenty of time to put my plan into place.

“I’m going to clean up the exam room,” I said, as casually as I could.  “Enjoy your lunch.”

He grunted and nodded like a typical man who didn’t want to be distracted from his new toy, and didn’t even look up.  For once I was glad, since I didn’t want to have to explain the duffel bag to him.

Never before and never since had I cleaned the exam room as fast as I did today.  The second I finished, I dumped the contents of the duffel bag onto an empty cart, stripped off my clothes, and began setting up my surprise.

The first thing I did was run a dozen leather straps through the bars that gave extra support to the leg and arm rests.  I slipped a long one through the frame below the headrest, made four even longer ones by connecting pairs of straps, and ran them below the backrest portion of the chair.

If that wasn’t able to completely immobilize me, I’d eat my favorite dildo!

Speaking of which, I grabbed the neon pink toy from the table, and took it with me as I crawled into place on the chair.  I was worked up enough that no extra lubrication was needed to slide it completely home between my legs, although it did take a supreme effort to not fuck myself to multiple orgasms with it right then and there.

I did turn it on to its lowest setting to help amplify the effect this was having on me, and I hoped that wouldn’t wind up being a mistake.  With how hot I was, even low speed might be enough to send me over the top!

With that in mind, I started working as fast as I could.  Due to the odd angle of the stirrups, I couldn’t actually get my ankles bound properly, and had to settle for making a loop I could slip my feet through.

I made up for that by buckling the straps I could
 reach better extra tight.  Below the knees, above them, and around the upper thighs effectively immobilized my legs, so after making sure they weren’t cutting off circulation, I started on the torso straps.

A thin one went above my hips, a wide one over my belly, and a pair to frame my breasts.  I saved the last two for now, since I had to figure out something for my arms.  I settled on making loops I could slip my arms through, although I wasn’t sure it’d work by the time I fastened the straps below and above my breasts, and lost my flexibility.

It was rough, but I eventually got my second arm to pop through, and I briefly panicked.  It was so incredibly hard to get into, that I doubted if I’d be able to get out on my own now!

A loud moan escaped my lips at that point, and I swore I felt a veritable river of juices start running out of my hungry snatch.  God I was stupid… I should’ve either left the toy off, or turned it up one more notch.

Right now, all it was doing was tormenting me beyond belief, since I was mere moments away from cumming my brains out, yet I couldn’t get the last nanometer of stimulation needed to finish the job.  My haste had screwed me, and would keep screwing me until Victor finished reading the instructions and came to play with the real thing… and me.

One of these days I might learn how to think before I act, but that day wasn’t today.  Only the clock on the wall assured me it was less than an hour instead of several days before he opened the door and saw what I had wrought.

“Well, well, well,” he chuckled.  “What do we have here?”

“What does it look like?” I snapped.

My extreme frustration had left me ready to scream, and all I wanted was for him to drive me to release.  It was also a big mistake to take that tone with someone who had my fate in his hands, but I wasn’t thinking clearly just then.

“It looks like someone wants to badly finish the exam we started way back when, and wants to make sure she doesn’t get distracted and end things early like last time.  It seems reasonable to me, so let’s see if I can’t take care of you.”

In my mind, ‘take care of me’ meant he was going to fuck me silly on the spot.  Unfortunately, he had a different plan in mind.

“I like the additions you made to the chair, but it appears that you did quite the sloppy job.  Let me fix that for you.”

Considering our mutual love of bondage, I’d been halfway expecting him to do something like that, and I could only hope he hurried.  He didn’t, the bastard!

He tightened each strap slowly and deliberately before moving on to the next one, and when I complained he was taking too long, his only response was to jam a ring gag into my mouth.  He also noticed the strap I’d installed on the headrest but hadn’t used, and ‘took care of it’ for me.

By the time he was finished I couldn’t even wiggle my toes, since he used a roll of vet wrap to pull my feet into an en pointe position, covering me all the way up to my knees with it.  The clever bugger even used half a roll to reinforce the forehead strap, and incidentally, blindfold me quite well.

“Since we’ve put it off so long, I suppose we should be absolutely thorough, so I think we’ll start by checking your reflexes.”

I was confused by that, since in my mind, getting my reflexes checked meant being whacked in the knee with a rubber hammer.  My confusion was only momentary, though, since he started tickling me mercilessly, and I never knew where he was going to attack me next.

He knew I couldn’t stand being tickled, and I guess it was his way of punishing me for stepping out of bounds.  I was gasping and could barely breathe before he finally relented, and only the hope he was about to quench the fire raging between my legs kept me from screaming for mercy.

“I think we should start with an oral exam, just to be thorough,” he commented in a deliberately clinical manner.

I felt the chair begin to shift and change position, but not in one of the usual manners.  By the time he was satisfied, my head was lower than the rest of my body, and if I wasn’t mistaken, it was at the perfect height for him to take advantage of my gaping mouth.

“Before that, though, I see a problem that needs taking care of.”

With how hard I’d struggled, the toy had slipped partially out of my pussy.  He slowly slid it all the way back in until the little nub near the base was mashed against my clit, and then it felt like he taped it in place!

If I thought the vibrator was tormenting me before, then this was near torture with how badly it was teasing me now!  He pressed another button to spread my legs as far as they would go, and the exposed feeling only amplified the effect.

I hadn’t heard him move, but his next words came from the other end, or directly in front of my face.

“Time to check out your throat,” was all he said before sliding his hard cock past my lips and right into my throat.

I gagged a little since he’d caught me off-guard, but he quickly pulled back and let me regain my bearings before sliding it back in.  I did much better this time, but he held it all the way in until the need to breathe made me choke again.

He repeated his ‘test’ several times until I got the hang of it, and then decided it was time to carry on with a better part of the exam.  It was a good thing I had all my hair down there permanently removed, or I might’ve screamed in genuine pain when he ripped the tape away from my crotch.

“Whew!  No offence Miss Becker, but you’re rather fragrant down there at the moment.  Either you’re overly stimulated for some reason, or you’ve been neglecting your personal hygiene.  I’m not sure which it is, so maybe I should take care of both options for you.”

He knew very well I was hornier than an entire state’s worth of horny teenagers, but this was his game now.

“Perhaps you’re simply not feeling quite normal.  Is that it Miss Becker?  Are you feeling any unusual sensations when I do this, for example?”

What ‘this’ turned out to be, was a sudden rubbing of the vibrator’s nub over my clit.  It’s a good thing the leather straps were so strong, because I strained against them as his action brought me instantly over the top.

After being held on the edge for so long, my orgasm crashed through my entire body like never before.  The passion consumed me completely, and I think I even forgot to breathe until the hazy grey stars gave me a nudge in the right direction.

It was almost worth the wait with how glorious it was, yet he wasn’t about to let me get off with just the one.  Just as I was poised on the pinnacle and about to come back down, I felt the speed of my favorite toy ramp up to the max, and my fading orgasm took on a life of its own.

Since I couldn’t see the clock and couldn’t think better than your average potato just then, I had no idea how long he kept me cumming for, in an almost non-stop string of orgasms that beat the ones I regularly had by several orders of magnitude.

I think I even had one or two little ones at the end, several minutes past the point when he’d turned the toy off.  Still blind, I could nevertheless sense him shaking his head at the display I’d put on.

He was playing dirty with me today, but I guess I’d more than asked for it… and I could console myself with the fact that his cock was probably ready to explode with how turned on he must be by now.

“Well, I can definitely say we have an odor problem now, and since I doubt you’d want to go out in public smelling like this, I’ll be nice enough to take care of all your hygiene problems for you.”

I couldn’t think clearly enough to figure out what he meant, and the room seemed silent for quite some time before I sensed his presence between my legs again.  A cold stream of a viscous liquid hitting my anus explained his plan to me better than words ever could.

He used his finger to lube me up generously and completely, so there was no stopping the tube he slid up my butt.  Once he inflated the twin bladders to hold it in place, there was also no escaping what was about to come.

I was about to get my first enema!

Sure enough, a few moments later I felt a stream of warm water begin to fill my bowels, and for the first time since we’d gotten together, I considered using my safe word.  Only the fact I was getting astoundingly
 turned on again kept me from grunting it out.  What the hell was wrong with me?

It got both better and worse as the enema filled me to the point of bursting, since the cramps hit me hard and fast once they began, and he even began massaging my belly to help the cleansing go faster.  Yet all the while he was tormenting me with what felt like the most massive enema in history, one of his hands remained dedicated to stroking my labia and massaging my clit.

It caused the strangest conflicting sensations I’d ever felt, and I no longer knew what to think.  Once again, I was hovering on the edge of what I knew to be a mind-blowing orgasm, yet either his cleverness in holding back, or the background discomfort, kept me from reaching the peak.

I both loved and hated him at the moment, and wasn’t sure which feeling was more prevalent.

It edged towards hate momentarily when I felt the cold shape of a speculum invade my over-sensitive pussy, but even that began to feel good after he began probing me for real.  Holy shit… how high could I get without cumming?

I think the enema bag was finally empty, since he stopped massaging my stomach, yet he didn’t release it.  The cramps continued, and since he was still paying plenty of attention to my pussy, I couldn’t calm myself down enough to complain about it.

Then it hit me.  The supreme embarrassment of my situation washed over me like a tide, and for whatever reason, that was the last little push I needed.  I came like there was no tomorrow, and at the instant he saw my orgasm begin, he released the enema.

Once again, he’d played me like a lute, and the massive relief caused by the draining fluid multiplied the force of my orgasm into a whole new dimension.  Once again, he kept me cumming for an ungodly long time through the skillful use of his fingers, and then his tongue.

I don’t know exactly what it was, but something about this spur of the moment tryst had transcended anything I thought possible, and I wondered if we could ever repeat it.  A moment later I wondered if my heart could stand the strain of a repeat performance, but then another wave of orgasms began washing over me and I stopped thinking again.

I was about twelve steps past exhaustion when the orgasms finally ceased, and I think I might’ve even dozed off for a while.  I came back to myself when I sensed cold drops of water hitting my tongue, and figured out he was using an IV drip to give me a bit of hydration.  Clever man!

“Ah good, you seem to be coming back to your senses,” he said, in his most professional and clinical tone of voice.

“That’s good, since you appear to be feeling under the weather, and I fear you might be ill.  I think I better put on a rubber glove and check your temperature.”

Oh shit… a rubber glove meant I wouldn’t be getting a thermometer in my mouth, which left…

Wait… that wasn’t a thermometer pressing against my rosebud… it was much too big, and also quite hot.  A moment later the head of his cock was past my backdoor and sliding ever deeper into undiscovered territory.

Maybe it was because I was so relaxed after being run over by the orgasm express train so many times, but it didn’t hurt like I always thought it would.  In fact, it wasn’t long after he began to pump into me with some force that I felt the beast awaken for one final round.

Never in a million years would I have imagined that getting fucked up the ass would be anything other than extreme embarrassment and pain, yet he was hauling me back up to the peak in almost record time.  I came with a scream that even the gag couldn’t fully suppress, and he came with me at the exact same moment.

My last coherent thought before blacking out from an ecstasy overload, was wondering why we’d waited so long before ordering this lovely new chair.



Chapter 7


Victor: Adding to the Fun

“I tell ya Vic, you could help so many women with sexual hang-ups with one of your special little sessions, that it’d be a crime to deny them.”

“It would be a violation, Ava, and not something I’d ever agree to.  It’d be like rape.”

Once Ava got a notion into that little noggin of hers, it was hard to dislodge.  Right now she was trying to convince me to ‘share the wealth’ of what we could do with a bit of bondage, a smidge of psychology, and a dash of tender attention, with some of my more troubled patients.

I had to admit that the mere thought of having my way with some of my clients was enough to make me pitch a tent, yet it wasn’t even remotely ethical.  I also thought Ava only wanted me to do it so she could join in on top rather than being on the bottom like always.

She was a natural born sub, yet she couldn’t give up the notion that she should be the dominant one.  I knew for sure she didn’t have what it took to be a Domme, yet there was a tiny part of her idea that held some merit.

A few of the girls who came to see me needed some straightening out in order to get their life back on track, and it practically killed me every time I ended a session without telling them how to go about it.  The biggest fear I held right now, was that I’d someday have to admit she was right.

Our bickering over the matter might’ve continued indefinitely if it wasn’t for an error on my part, and a perceptive client named Petunia, of all things.

Ava had surprised me with a morning romp in the chair that put us dreadfully behind schedule for the day, and as such, we slipped up with a few basic things.  The most noticeable were the ligature marks on Ava’s wrists from the restraints we’d used to weld her to the chair, as well as the creases left by the gag strap I’d buckled almost cruelly tight over her mouth.

Between her cutesy name and her prudish appearance, she was the last person I would’ve expected to say she wished she had someone to tie her down and ravish her, yet that was her second-to-last parting comment.

Her very last was that she wanted to book a ‘full appointment’ with me, whenever it was convenient.  It made me rethink my position more than a little, and gave Ava just the opening she was looking for.

I agreed to at least consider it as an option, although only for girls who would truly benefit from some proper therapy and instruction into the kinkier side of life.  Of course, that meant we’d need some proper supplies for the office, since I knew we’d both feel weird if I ever used her favorite vibrator with another girl.

It also meant I’d be able to do something I’d long been dreaming of, and that was to take Ava on a kinky shopping trip so we could test out and purchase a wide variety of toys and restraints that went far beyond my personal collection.  Being the test subject for all the things I could come up with might knock some sense into her, and if not, it’d at least be a hell of a lot of fun for me.

I booked an exclusive day at the Argentum Seges
 fetish shop for us, although I somehow forgot to explain the rules of our outing to Ava beforehand.  Oops.

She wasn’t stupid, though, and had a good idea of what was coming when we were met at the door by Mistresses Lilith, Grey, and Jill, as well as Master Laste himself.  I thought she might even bolt in panic for a moment at being the focal point of those four dread Dominants, but she slipped straight into sub-mode and made my day.

“It’s been too long, Doctor Seges,” Edward said, rising up and coming over to shake my hand.  “I hope things have been as good for you as they have for me.”

“Possibly even better,” I returned.  “This is Ava, my new personal assistant… as well as other things… and we’d like to spend a lot of money today.”

“You just said the words I was most hoping to hear.  Have a seat and we’ll get started.”

I took the proffered seat next to him, as well as the champagne flute being held by his primary submissive Monica (who also held an equal share in the club, by the way) and waited for the fireworks to begin.  Ava started to take the next seat, but was brought up short by Mistress Grey who pulled a bullwhip off her belt and cracked it in front of her.

“You… strip,” she ordered in a tone that brooked no nonsense.

As I said, Ava wasn’t stupid, and even though Claire wasn’t her
 Mistress, she was still someone who commanded instant obedience out of anyone she met.  She only paused for the slightest moment before shucking off her clothes.

I could tell she was terribly embarrassed at both exposing herself in front of people she barely knew, and by how fast she’d complied with Claire’s orders.  I could also tell she was slightly turned on by it all, and took another sip of champagne to hide my smile.  This was guaranteed to be entertaining.

While not part of what I needed for my ‘office supplies’, I wanted Ava fitted for some custom latex outfits, and Claire was the go-to person when it came to anything rubber.  Her measurements were complete in every way, and her no nonsense attitude had a way of breaking down even the most stubborn girl without them even being aware of it.

In other words, Ava was now primed for anything we’d put her through, and we hadn’t planned anything light today.  The simplest restraint she tried on was an adjustable armbinder that could practically dislocate her shoulders if we wanted to go that way, and things got even worse for her from that point out.

I might’ve even felt sorry for her now and again, if my prick hadn’t been tormenting me inside my jeans almost as bad.

To avoid some of the more blatant opportunities for jealousy, I helped out with some of the more delicate fittings, like the full front and back body cavity molds we took so Edward could make some perfectly custom fit toys.  Once again, those weren’t for the office, or at least not for my clients there.

No… the need for starting with those intimate fittings was to break down her resistance so we could sample a variety of restraints that I could
 use with my patients, and get a true reaction of how a submissive saw them.  I really wished I’d thought about bringing a video camera or two, since it turned out to be a night I wanted to remember forever.

I traded my old exam chair to the club for use in their shows, in exchange for credit with their selection of toys.  It actually went a lot farther than I thought since they gave me most things at cost, and even though money wasn’t really a consideration, it felt damn good.

I was a kid in the world’s best toy store, with an unlimited budget and a ready victim… I mean model.  It simply couldn’t get much better, especially since she seemed genuinely
 submissive for the first time in her life.

That turned me on far more than her simple nudity had, and the feeling only got kicked up a notch once we introduced the bondage.

Starting off simple, Lilith found a corset that was nearly perfect, and had her Amazonian sub/wife lace it onto Ava for me.  Her strength made short work of getting it fully closed, despite the fact that it looked several inches too small for her.

She couldn’t even complain since this was her idea in the first place, and the few times she slipped up, Mistress Lilith was at hand with an electrified buggy whip that shut down any complaints before they’d barely began.  Yes, there was a definite benefit to being in the presence of professionals.

The biggest part of getting someone to trust me was to take any and all control away from them, and as such, the severe posture collar I asked for was a big part of that.  I could immobilize the body to the chair well enough, but the head and neck were tricky areas.

The one I’d ordered in advance flared out over the shoulders, behind the neck, up around the jaw, and had an adjustable rod that could crank a girl’s head up as far as I wanted.  Between the adjustment rod and the ratchet strap closing mechanism, it could keep a girl from moving even a single millimeter in any direction, if I so chose.

This was supposed to be a test, so I ‘so chose’ right now.

This was a potentially dangerous piece of equipment that I wasn’t familiar with, so I slipped a pulse oximeter onto her finger before getting serious with tightening it down.  Through a desire to appear strong in front of who she considered to be the elite, she did her best to maintain perfect composure in front of them, but all of us saw through it.

Before she was done here tonight, she’d have no secrets from anyone, and it was about the perfect time for her to realize that.  Without a word, I slipped a hand between her legs and lodged my index finger firmly in her dripping cunt.

The posture collar was so severe that she couldn’t barely open her mouth to complain at that, and I wondered how much we could limit her vocals if we’d gagged her with a nice inflatable gag first.  I’d have to try that later for sure, and maybe even try filling one with corn syrup, since I heard that was doubly effective.

Lilith, Edward, and Jill had officially ‘collared’ the slaves in their lives, and while their arrangements weren’t much different from what I had with Ava, that one subtle difference was staggering.  I hoped I’d reach that point with her someday.

I felt as giddy as a school boy, and might’ve gone a little crazy, although nobody even thought to comment on my next decisions.  I guess for them it wasn’t too far off from normal, and I kind of envied them for that.

Working together, we laced Ava into a pair of thigh-high ponygirl boots that were only slightly too small for her, added Kevlar reinforced bondage mitten style opera gloves that immobilized her arms up to the shoulder, and briefly loosened up the collar so I could try my inflatable gag idea.

It was nearly as effective as I’d hoped, and once we laced a leather discipline helmet over the whole thing, was absolutely perfect.  By the time we were done, the only part of Ava not covered in restrictive leather was her crotch and ass, but of course they had something for that as well.

What we’d decided on was a stainless steel chastity belt that had plugs for both front and rear, and a bulge that mashed up over her clit.  All had remote controlled vibrators and e-stim capability, and Monica assured me the preset programs were extremely devious and effective for either orgasm denial or orgasm overload, depending on the whims of the operator.

A long-life external battery pack also meant I could keep it running practically forever if I cared to, and since the butt plug was hollow in the middle for enemas, it could be locked in place for extremely long-term use.

It still left a little skin exposed, though, so we added a knee-length rubber hobble skirt to finish the job and complete the picture.  After admiring our work for a few minutes, I helped Edward carry her to the front window.

By utilizing a subtle framework behind her, as well as some thin lines from the ceiling, she now appeared to be nothing more than a display manikin.  I turned her toys on and started the orgasm denial program to help keep her from getting bored, and then went down with the others to finally start discussing what kind of toys and restraints I should stock for use in the office.

Our discussion lasted for hours, and Ava later informed me that Monica’s description of ‘devious’ was one of the biggest understatements ever uttered.



Chapter 8


Ava – The Willful Sub

I loved Victor more than anyone I’d ever known, but he could be damn dense sometimes.

I’d been proven right about how he could help some of the sexually repressed patients in expanding their horizons, yet my role in things hadn’t changed one iota.  Since it was my idea to begin with, he should’ve let me take an active role in things, yet he steadfastly refused to even consider it as an option.

It wasn’t even remotely fair, but there didn’t seem to be a lot I could do about it.  It wasn’t like I was jealous of the sexual attention he showed his special patients since he was always good for a night long romp with me afterwards, yet I wasn’t fully satisfied with how things had turned out.

Complaining did me no good either, since his first response to any untoward willfulness out of me was to lock the evil belt onto me.  Last time it’d been for a full week, and I thought I might lose my mind with how horny he could keep me.

Mind you, the sex had been mind-blowing the night he’d took it off, but that was beside the point.  I wanted to play in the office alongside him as an equal, not as a serving submissive.

So far he’d only let me watch with Petunia and Ginny, kept me locked up in my leather ‘suit of armor’ inside a supply cupboard while he played with June, and only let me pass him items with Lauren and Christy.  My only hope of change was with a new client we had booked for Friday night; a full time submissive named Liddy.

If ever there was a girl he’d let me help top, it’d be her.  The week seemed to drag on longer than the week before Christmas when I was a kid, but finally arrived, as did Liddy.

Her arrival was quite unusual in that she was already severely bound and gagged before we even got her into the chair, and I made a mental note to ask around at the club to see if I could find out what her story was.  Mistress Jill simply dropped her off at the door, tossed Victor a key ring, and asked us to bring her back to the club whenever we were finished with her.

Approaching middle age, she was the stereotypical kind of slave girl you’d expect to find on only the most hardcore websites on the internet, mostly due to her extreme piercings.  In addition to the relatively common ear and nipple piercings, she had a large ring through her septum, a thin gold ring through her clit and over a dozen thick rings through both inner and outer labia lips.

She also had some extremely impressive muscle tone in her legs, and I wondered what kind of exercise regimen they kept her on.  I might’ve even been jealous over how fit she was, if it wasn’t so obvious that any exercise she undertook was under strict orders, and most likely under heavy restraints.

Even though I doubted she was going to put up a fight, we were careful to remove only one bit of her restraints at a time, and immediately lock down the free limb to the chair.  She acted like she expected nothing less and kept a lot calmer than I would have.

Unlike the ‘regular’ clients that Vic played with, the bondage felt commonplace, the exam routine, and the multiple orgasms at the end more in way of a reward for good behavior.  It looked like he was even planning on wrapping things up a little early, so I put my most innocent expression on my face and made my move.

“Excuse me, Sir,” I began with as much politeness I could cram into those few short words.  “Can I have a brief word with you in private?”

He nodded and led me over to the desk at the back of the room.

“What’s up?”

“Since this Liddy woman is obviously used to living 24/7 in complete bondage, I was wondering if I might be allowed to have a little fun with her for once.  I promise I’ll not only be a good girl with her, but with you later.”

“I’m not sure that’s such a good idea.”

“Why not?  I can guarantee all three of us will enjoy things immensely, and it’s not like she’d think of complaining even if she didn’t.”

He looked like he was starting to waver a little, so I pressed my advantage while I could.

“I can promise it’ll be some of the best sex of your life if we all join in together, and when else will we have the chance?”

I let my hand slip between his legs at that point, and knew I’d won the battle when I felt his cock already hard at the thought of a kinky bondage ménage a toi.  I sealed the deal with a long, deep kiss, and he simply nodded his assent once we finally broke apart.

“We’ll try it this one time, but if you try to take things too far, I swear you’ll be wearing your ‘favorite’ belt for a full month!”

The threat was sufficient to rein in some of my wilder ideas, and I promised to be a good little girl.  After quickly discussing how best to approach this, we went back to her with smiles on our faces that made her look quite nervous for some reason.  Personal experience, I guess.

While Victor reconfigured the chair slightly, I replaced the fat red ball in her mouth with a ring gag, making sure it was pulled extra tight.  I wanted her to be able to use her tongue, so the tighter the better was my thinking.

While I’d slipped out of my clothes, he’d put the head of the chair at the perfect height for me to simply step over her head and lean forward slightly in order to plant my snatch over her mouth.  Being an experienced and well trained submissive, she didn’t need any instructions on what she had to do next.

She also had an absolutely wonderful tongue, and although part of it might’ve been how excited I was to be in a position of power over her, she was able to bring me to my first orgasm of the night before Vic even got his cock inside her, and my second before he even got up to speed.

My legs got shaky before that one finished running its course, and I think I came close to smothering her, but luckily Vic didn’t notice.  I put my hands down on her breasts for a bit of extra support, but also so I could tweak her nipples.  It’s what I figured a real Domme would do, and was a hell of a lot of fun as well… at least for me.

Every time I pinched one, she’d let out a little yelp of pain that made her tongue shoot extra deep inside me, and I felt my third orgasm building in record time.  This was exactly the kind of fun I’d been wanting practically forever, and I hoped Vic would let me join in more often now that the ice had finally been broken.

With that thought in mind, I leaned over and grabbed a vibrator off the table and started rubbing it over her clit.  After all, I did promise Vic that she’d have as good a time as we did, and she deserved at least as many orgasms as I planned on getting.

He definitely approved, although it might have been because some of the vibrations were getting to him as well, and it didn’t take much longer before she came and he shot his load inside her in the middle of it.  Seeing both of them cum sent me over the edge as well, and this time it caused me to collapse right over top of her.

As I lay there spent, out of breath, and trying to still my spinning head, Victor decided he liked what he saw.  Before I realized what he was doing, the long straps from below were wrapped around us both, keeping us trapped together in a perfect sixty-nine position.

Working quickly and ignoring my complaints, he started covering us with vet wrap, using at least three or four rolls before he deemed the job finished.  This wasn’t at all what I’d had in mind when I suggested how much fun three people playing together would be, and it seemed like my brief stint in taking control of a sub was already over!

“There’s been something I’ve wanted to try for quite some time, and I think this’ll be the perfect time and place.  You two girls are about to have a little contest, and trust me… you really don’t want to lose.”

Oh God… what was he going to do to us?

“From what I’ve heard and seen, Liddy is quite well versed in using her tongue to please a woman.  The ring gag is a bit of a handicap, but I’m not sure that’ll matter much, since I think she’ll still have an edge over you.  You two are going to do your best make each other cum, and every time someone does, they’ll get a penalty of my choosing.”

He hadn’t actually told us to start, but since Liddy’s tongue went into overdrive on my clit, I had no choice but to respond in kind.  I still had no idea what kind of game this was, but I definitely didn’t feel like losing.

Unfortunately for me, he was quite right about Liddy’s cunnilingis ability, and despite my best efforts to contain it, she soon had me screaming in orgasm.

“It looks like my little Ava has earned the first prize of the night, which is the right to test out one of Edwards new toys.  I hope it doesn’t add too much stimulation and cause you to lose another round,” he said with mock sincerity.

I never got a look at his new toy, but I could describe everything about it except the color within a few minutes.  It was some sort of vibrating anal toy that felt like it had six balls of increasingly bigger size all stuck together.

The first one wasn’t too bad, and since he used plenty of lube, the second and third weren’t too hard to take either.  The fourth was a bit of a stretch, and he seemed to know it as well since he started pulling it out again with the same deliberate slowness he’d used to slide it in.

He began slowly reaming me out with it, pressing the fifth ball harder against my anus with each pass, until it finally slipped past my sphincter with an almost audible pop.  He had to leave it there like that since I’d finally managed to take Liddy over the edge, and it was time for him to change his focus.

Since it was literally right in front of my face, I saw she was about to ‘enjoy’ the exact same kind of toy currently lodged up my ass.  Hers was purple, and I wondered if mine was as well.

Liddy either knew how not to fight an anal intrusion, or she was well broken in back there, because she managed to take the first five balls without even a hint of a problem.  She might’ve even managed to take the last one, but right then her talented tongue sent me back into orbit, causing Victor to switch ends again.

He resumed fucking me with it, doing a ‘double pull’ for the fifth ball, and making what felt like substantial progress with the sixth.  It felt like a grapefruit, and I doubled the speed of my tongue over Liddy’s clit out of simple self-preservation.

I was about three seconds too slow in getting her to cum, and I had the entire length of the thing stuck up my ass when he switched back to her end.  I wasn’t surprised when I saw the last ball disappear up her ass, and after fucking her with the full length for a few minutes, he left it fully inside and grabbed two remotes off the table.

The vibrator motor must’ve been located right at the end, since I felt the buzzing from deep inside me.  It was quite the unusual sensation, to say the least, but not entirely unpleasant.  Then I felt more vibrations kick in, and even more.

Apparently each ball had a small motor inside it, and now I was really rumbling.  Another button on the remote changed it up so each motor would come on in a row, making it almost feel like he was actually thrusting it in and out of me.

It felt strangely erotic, and apparently Liddy felt the same way, since both of us screamed out in climax within seconds of each other.  After that, things became a blur due to the sheer number of orgasms he forced out of us.

The only bit of a break either of us got was when his own need grew too great to contain, and he used one of us to get some relief.  I thought things were finally coming to an end when he turned the toys off helped us both drink a couple quarts of water, but I was sadly mistaken.

I got to find out what it was like to be fitted with a catheter that night, had the custom built dildo slid up my twat, and was left with both toys running on a random setting until morning.  Only later did I find out that the impromptu session I’d ‘convinced’ him to try was part of his plan all along.

He’d installed several hidden cameras in the exam room, and our entire ordeal was broadcast live to the Argentum Seges!
  I was mortified at my new friends seeing me like this, although Liddy simply smiled and shrugged it off like it was business as usual for her, which it probably was.

I couldn’t deny that I’d enjoyed myself tremendously, even after he’d turned the tables on me, but now more than ever I needed to prove to him I still had what it takes to be a Domme.  One way or another, I was going to get my chance.



Chapter 9


Ava – On the Prowl

The one downside to spending almost every waking moment with Vic, was that it was hard to get any time to set one of my plans in motion.  Only a month later did I get my chance when, while we were changing to head out to the club, we heard a loud scream come from the yard next door.

The elderly lady who lived next to us (who was thankfully hard of hearing, but that wasn’t important at the moment) had fallen and broken her arm while trying to clean her windows.  Being a respectable Boy Scout type at heart, Vic offered to help her out and take her to the hospital.

I thought it’d ruin our night, but then did a double-take; this was my chance to go to the club alone and see if I could find a willing sub to play with for the night.  As soon as his car was out of sight, I dumped the submissive outfit I’d planned on wearing back into the closet and put together something that looked far more suitable… and formidable.

While I didn’t have any real Domme clothes like Mistress Lilith did, my black catsuit, full length corset, a pair of pumps with four inch stiletto heels, and some long opera gloves was quite a reasonable facsimile.  On a whim, I added the thick latex panties with the built-in toys to my pile, since I’d never been able to wear them while actually having control of the remote.

If I couldn’t find a suitable ‘volunteer’ during my hunt, at least I could have some extra fun while enjoying the entertainment.  Combining the catsuit with the panties might be a mistake since it’d make going to the bathroom a real pain, but I couldn’t resist.

After being set up for the broadcast show with Liddy, I initially hadn’t wanted to show my face at the club again.  That changed after I finally went back and was treated like someone who truly belonged there, and I was even given access to the upstairs via a special earring.

Since there was a good chance I’d be bound whenever I went there, a keycard wasn’t at all practical.  What they’d come up with for girls without purses, pockets, or the use of their hands, was a miniature chip similar to an RFID tag that did the same job.

The earrings were not only clever, but gorgeous as well, and I hadn’t taken them off since being presented with them.  I decided to go with what I’d already picked out, just so I could get going.  Vic was sure to go straight to the club after helping Mrs. Mattay, so I needed as much of a head start as I could get.

I went to the bathroom again, just to make sure I could delay the next time I’d need a pit stop, lubed up the butt plug, (the front dildo didn’t need any lube) and slid the invaders home.  The catsuit was next, and for once I didn’t have any trouble getting my arms and shoulders into the thing.  Maybe it was my excitement giving me some extra incentive.

While the catsuit had gone well, it was almost impossible to properly lace up a corset by myself.  All I could do was get it tight enough so I could get the front busks done up, and wait until I found someone at the club who could finish the job for me.

I finished dressing, polishing the latex, and doing my makeup while waiting for the cab I’d called to arrive, and was soon on my way to the hunting grounds.  I was quite proud of the way my outfit had come together, although the last minute addition of a fanny pack so I could carry keys, credit card, and the all-important remote spoiled it slightly.

The trip seemed shorter than usual tonight, mainly because I used the time to practice hitting the different buttons to activate my toys without looking.  I almost gave the cab drive an unexpected show when I hit the wrong combination of buttons, turned all three vibrators up to the max, and barely figured out how to turn them off before exploding into a noisy and obvious orgasm.

I gave him an extra tip in the hopes he’d keep his mouth shut about what he had
 seen, and practically ran away the moment we arrived.  I almost went straight to the elevator once I got in, but changed direction at the last second so I could sit at the bar.

Upstairs was fun, but I needed to stalk the main bar since the hunting grounds were down here.  Charlie barely recognized me in my black on black Domme outfit, but brought me some of the good champagne the moment she did.  Higher status has its perks and privileges.

My luck seemed to be running strong tonight, and while taking my first sip I saw what looked to be a prime target.  Sitting at the nearest table was a young couple, and while the woman was holding the leash attached to the front of the guys studded leather collar, she didn’t look like she was used to being in charge.

If my luck continued to run strong, I might be able to top them both and have enough left over to share with Vic.  If that didn’t impress him, then nothing would.

I commandeered Jade, who was working the floor tonight, to bring them a round of drinks ‘courtesy of Mistress Becker’, and waited for the inevitable invitation to join them.  It took twelve minutes, but eleven and a half of that was taken up by Jade’s shuffling trip over there.

“Thank you for the drinks, Mistress Becker,” she said, gesturing for me to take a seat next to her slave.  “I’m known as Mistress Shannon… for tonight at least, and this is Bart.”

“Charmed,” I replied, and then did a double-take.  “If you’re known as Mistress Shannon for only tonight, then that explains a lot.  Even from across the room you didn’t look comfortable leading your boy by the leash.”

“Master gave me a night out as a reward, and the use of Bart as well.  It’s quite an honor, but you’re right I’m not used to being the one in charge.”

“Perhaps I could offer some advice… or at least a few creative suggestions, to help fill your night of freedom and dominance.”

“I’d appreciate it, if you’re sure you don’t mind.  My only plan was to show off a little here, and then take him back to the hotel room I booked for some private fun.  When given my reward, I filled a large suitcase with all sorts of toys and restraints before Master could change his mind, and hurried away without any real plan.”

This was sounding better and better.  Since she was used to being fully submissive, all I had to do was issue a command in a firm tone of voice, and I was positive she’d jump to do my bidding.  Her boy-toy wouldn’t be a problem either, and made the possibilities almost endless.

If I played my cards right, I’d get to have some fun with a ménage a toi, and this time I’d
 be the one in charge of things.  It was too good to pass up.

“I suppose before I could give any kind of advice, I’d need to see what sort of supplies you packed.  Is your hotel far away?”

“No, it’s only a couple of blocks away.  We walked here, it was so close.”

“If it’s that close, I’m sure I could take a few minutes in order to help you experience your reward as much as possible.  Finish your drinks and then we’ll see what kind of mayhem we can cause for your slave.”

“Thank you, Mistress Becker, thank you!”

She sounded so grateful over my willingness to help her out, I almost felt guilty about what I was really
 planning on doing.  It was definitely going to be a night she’d never forget, and while I’d already decided to let her have a lot more fun than any submissive deserved, I was going to take my pleasure first… from both of them… multiple times… until I couldn’t take anymore.

I was so wrapped up in my own thoughts and plans, that it never even crossed my mind that they had some plans of their own in place.  There’s an old saying that goes something like ‘if it’s too good to be true, then it probably isn’t’.

Moments after stepping into the seedy hotel room with them, I found that pearl of wisdom to be one hundred percent true.  Since she had her hands full with the room key and his leash, I stepped inside first and was almost immediately jumped from behind by the pair of them.

Bart wrapped his arms around me and rushed me forwards until my feet hit a tripwire, causing us to fall to the floor with him on top of me.  His weight crushed the breath out of me so I couldn’t even scream for help, and before I could recover Shannon was in front of me with a sponge toy football, jamming it inside my gaping maw.

With Bart on top of me to keep my body and limbs under control, I was in a blind panic.  As more and more of the sponge filled my mouth, my panic easily doubled when I thought I might actually choke on it before she finished stuffing it all inside.

Once she got as much stuffed in as she possibly could, she used several strips of pre-cut duct tape that were ready and waiting on the side of the dresser.  God… I’d been so stupid, and these two had worked so fast and flawlessly, that they had to have done this before.

Cold metal cuffs came next, and within sixty seconds of stepping through the door I was completely helpless and at their mercy.  Make that non-existent mercy, since I could see under the bed, and the first thing to catch my eye was a steel tipped flogger.

I’d been flogged, whipped, and caned before.  I didn’t particularly enjoy it, but Victor was an expert with them all, and knew how to cause pain without injury, so it never caused sheer terror like I felt right now.  A steel tipped flogger was designed to inflict the maximum amount of pain, with the minimum amount of effort.

Even a half-hearted swipe might be enough to draw blood, so I redoubled my efforts to get free.  It didn’t get me anywhere, but at least I tried.

“Look at our pretty little rabbit struggle in the trap,” Bart chuckled.

“Yes Master, she looks absolutely lovely,” Shannon replied.

Master?  Fuck… this was a bigger setup than I’d originally thought.  Bart was the one who was really in charge, and he’d used both himself and his slave as bait to draw some random idiot into the trap they’d had waiting.

At any other time I might have thought him clever, but not now while I was the idiot in their trap.  They continued to laugh at my futile struggles until I began to wear myself out, and then they hauled me over to the closet for the next part of their plan.

Ropes and cuffs were already hanging from the clothing rod to take better care of my wrists, and a spreader bar on the floor soon did the same for my knees.  Once again they seemed to work faster than humanly possible, and now I was trapped in a kneeling spread eagle, facing away from them.

“I’d always wanted the chance to work over a Domme,” he said as he cut the laces of my corset.  “A smart or powerful Domme would’ve been ideal, but you’ll do until someone better comes along.”

His comments stung almost as bad as the whipping I was about to receive, but he gave me no chance at all.  He cut away the catsuit from my back until it was hanging in shreds from my arms, leaving me as nothing more than a helpless target for his sadistic pleasure.

“Master,” Shannon said with a gasp of surprise.  “Look at this!”

She’d pulled off my fanny pack… most likely looking for money, so I was pretty sure she’d found the remote for my toys.  Great… not only was I completely fucked and about to be beaten, but now I was going to get screwed over with my own vibrators!

Sure enough, the moment he realized what it was for, my toys jumped to life at full speed.  It didn’t matter how scared I was or how little I wanted an orgasm right now, with maximum stimulation in both my holes and on my clit, my body wouldn’t be consulting my brain.

I knew from experience I’d be cumming within minutes, no matter what sick and twisted shit he had planned for me.

“This is going to be even more fun than I thought,” he laughed.  “Strip, get inside the closet, and cut the rest of the clothes off the bitch.  Leave those panties in place, though… I wanna see her cum while I decorate her back.”

“Yes Master,” Shannon replied, crawling in front of me with a knife and a pair of scissors within moments.

“Hold still and I’ll use the scissors,” she whispered into my ear.  “If you fight or struggle, I’ll use the knife and let you fuck yourself up, understand?”

The gag stuffed in my face was too effective to even attempt answering her, but I gave her a little nod so she knew I understood.  She worked fast, but was surprisingly gentle now that we had a bit of an understanding, and I wondered if she was doing this under threat of being punished like I was about to be.  The scars crisscrossing her body said yes.

I guess it didn’t matter, since whatever arrangement the two of them had; right now she was nothing more than an extension of his will, and she obeyed him instantly no matter what he ordered. 

After I was naked, he had her screw nipple clamps down a quarter turn at a time, every time he wailed on my ass with a cane.  He hit me enough times that I thought she might actually pierce my nipples before he stopped, and I wasn’t sure which part of my torture hurt more.

When my body gave in to a forced orgasm or I struggled too much, he had her choke me to the brink of unconsciousness, and then whipped me even harder until I was more receptive.  It was pure hell, and apparently was only the warm-up round.

He passed Shannon a stiff leather strap, and told her to start working over my tits as soon as he painted the first stripe on my back.  He also tied a noose around my neck to help keep me still, and getting enough air into my overworked body became almost impossible once he strung it over the clothing rack and reefed it tight.

My only hope was he’d get carried away let me choke myself out before I got hurt too bad, and that pretty much said it all about the situation I’d gotten myself into.  I vowed that if I ever got out of this, and after I extracted some justifiable revenge on the bastard, I’d never complain about any role Victor had in store for me.

His first blow was even worse than I’d imagined, and I found myself leaning into the noose on my own so I could pass out before having to endure many more.  Shannon didn’t make it easy, with her incredibly painful blows on my already tortured tits, but it wasn’t long before I heard a ringing in my ears and things went grey along the edges of my vision.

As the beating picked up speed, my ineffectual screams helped hasten the process, and it wasn’t long before I slipped into sweet oblivion.



Chapter 10


Victor – The New Order

Ava had been both incredibly stupid and incredibly lucky.  If it hadn’t been for the idiot watching the door thinking Ava leaving with those two strangers seemed odd, then God only knows how it would’ve ended.

Of course, it still would’ve ended badly if Edward hadn’t been able to track the chip in her earring, but luck was with us and so were five of his meanest bouncers.  My only regret was that someone had called the cops when they’d seen our posse heading down the street looking for blood, so her kidnappers were in jail instead of at our
 mercy.

At the time, I’d fully intended to show them even less
 mercy than they’d shown Ava, so maybe it was a good thing I didn’t have the chance.  After all, I’d have to live with myself afterwards.

As it sits, now I have to live with Ava and figure out what to do with her.  For the first week, she was pretty badly traumatized and barely left the bed.  In the second week she seemed to make a full recovery and went about like it’d never happened.

I knew it was bullshit, but it was what she wanted.  It took another month before she could talk about it, and that’s when I knew she’d actually be alright.

It wasn’t precisely rape, but it wasn’t far off, and she’d bear the scars for the rest of her life… and I don’t mean the ones on her back.

Most surprisingly, was her attitude about what we’d been doing at the office with a few select clients.  I’d fully expected her to abandon the idea, but once she got back into the groove of daily life, she pushed even harder for me to abandon my regular OBGYN work, and concentrate more on sexual therapy.

I wasn’t sure what to think, but since she hadn’t even hinted about wanting to top anyone in ages, I think she thought it would genuinely help them.  To my chagrin, it turned out she was a hundred percent right.

My patient list became exclusive, my office number unlisted, and the women I decided to see were all ‘damaged goods’ in some way, shape, or form.  I did whatever it took to help them heal, no matter what.

Some required nothing more than an ear to talk to, others needed a good massage, yet a lot needed nothing more than to be shown that they truly
 could enjoy sex.  I had more and more of those types as time went on, and since Ava was handling all my appointments, I suspected she was culling the list pretty heavily.

It was precisely one year to the day of her mistake that she finally asked if she could resume going to the club with me, and I judged her mostly whole again.  Of course, that wasn’t something I wanted to be unsure of, so if she really wanted to get back into the lifestyle, then she’d have to prove she could still handle being in strict bondage without freaking out.

Unsure about how far she wanted to go with her triumphant return, I let her pick her own outfit and accessories for once.  Expecting nothing more than a corset, high heels, and maybe some cuffs, I was stunned at the choices she’d made and laid out on the bed for me to help her with.

The crotchless, but otherwise full body catsuit wasn’t much of a surprise, since she’d become quite fond of wearing one around the house, but that’s where normality ended.  She not only pulled out the chastity belt she hated so much, but attached two of the largest toys in our collection to the middle band.

I didn’t think she’d even tried using one of those monsters before, let alone both at the same time.  Still, if this is what she wanted, then I’d be willing to help her try.

The corset she’d chosen was also one that she’d never worn, other than a trial fitting when I’d had it made.  Made of thick leather and heavily boned, it ran from the top of the chastity belt up to her shoulders, and allowed little to no movement once it was laced and locked.

I left it loose for now, though, so she could bend a little to help with the equally harsh thigh-high boots.  Those took forever to lace up, and I wished she had settled for the simple cuffs I’d originally envisioned.

She hadn’t picked out a gag for tonight, but the posture collar she had
 chosen made speaking difficult anyway.  It not only kept her head high and immobile, but cupped her chin all the way to her lower lip, and picked up where the corset left off.

When the two were laced together, the seam was barely visible, and I began to figure out why she’d chosen what she had.  Put everything together, and it looked like she was encased in the world’s kinkiest suit of armor.

It made sense to me, although it wasn’t something I would’ve thought of in a million years.

The only things I declined to use on her were the actual restraints.  I could always borrow something from the club if needed, but since I already thought she was pushing the limit, this was all I’d allow for now.

She didn’t look happy, but surprised me by giving in without even a token argument.  I began to suspect she was up to more than she was admitting, but had no clue what it could be.  I decided the direct approach was probably best.

“Before we go any further, how about you tell me what’s going on.”

She raised an eyebrow in query, but didn’t actually reply.  Great… it was going to be one of those
 kind of conversations.

“After spending so long without any kinky play time, you suddenly want me to put you into some extreme bondage, and take you out to the club to show it off.  I want you to tell me why, or we don’t go anywhere.”

“I’ve been a good girl lately.  Can’t I have a night out with my friends as a reward?”

“That’s a reasonable request, but quite a leap.  Why now and why like this?”

“When that bastard had his hands on me, I swore if I ever got out alive I’d never allow myself to get into a situation like that again.  I swore I’d obey you completely, fit into any role you deemed suitable for me, and let my safety be your responsibility.”

Now it was my turn to raise an eyebrow, although more in disbelief than in query.

“Sometimes the things you do to me or make me do to myself aren’t what I would’ve chosen if it was up to me, but that’s not really the point of a dominant and submissive relationship is it?  What it boils down to is this: when you’re in charge I feel safe, and I want to feel safe again.”

“What if I happen to choose to put you on stage with Jade to see who can handle the most lashes to the tits from a cane?”

“Can I speak freely?” she asked, after a moment’s hesitation.

That was another first, and all I could do was nod my assent.

“If you did that to me, I’d probably hate most of it, I’d most likely think you were an asshole the whole time it was going on, but I’d still do it because I know it would only go so far.  I know you’re not him
, and my safe word would be respected… especially at the club.”

To say her explanation stunned me was an understatement, but in a weird sort of way I could see the logic behind it.  I didn’t think she was really ready to promise absolute obedience since some of the things I might choose to do would be way outside her comfort zone, but she seemed quite serious about wanting to prove herself to me.

But then again, maybe it wasn’t me she needed to prove anything to, but herself.  In that instant I made up my mind to give her the chance she so desperately wanted, but I wouldn’t make it easy for her.

If she wanted to test her limits, then I’d put her through a series of tests that’d make even the most experienced submissive quake in her boots.  It would be a whole new order with her, and I hoped she was as serious as she seemed or we’d both be in trouble.

“What you’re offering seems unlikely,” I said, wanting to start testing her here where she wouldn’t lose face when she backed down from one or more of the more outlandish things I could think of.

“Try me,” she shot back with a look of defiance.

“What would you do if I said I wanted you have your clit pierced?”

“I’d go to my laptop and search for the nearest place to do it,” she answered instantly.

I raised an eyebrow again, but gave her the benefit of the doubt for now.

“What about if I ordered you to shave your head?”

“I’d ask where the clippers were.”

“And what would you be thinking while doing either of those things?”

“I think I’d be scared about getting pierced down there, but from talking to the girls at the club who’ve had it done, I think I’d eventually love it.  I wouldn’t care to lose my lovely hair, though, but hair grows back eventually, so it’s not a huge deal.”

She seemed too quick with her answers, so I decided to up the ante.

“Ok… how about if I put you into the stocks on stage at the club, and opened it up to audience participation with whips, canes, vibrators, or sex in any hole of their choice.  What about then?”

“That would scare me a little, and I might tap out if it got too extreme, but I’d still try to last as long as possible.”

Now I knew she was bullshitting me.  There was no way she’d ever go for a public gangbang and punishment session.  She must’ve seen the disbelief on my face, since she immediately continued.

“I know you’re having a tough time believing the depth of my commitment, especially after how meekly I’ve acted this last little while, so all I can do is ask that you trust me as much as I trust you.  This is something I want to do… no… this is something I need
 to do.”

“Very well,” I replied with a sigh.

It seemed like she had this idea stuck in her head, and there didn’t appear to be any way of dislodging it, other than actually showing her how wrong she was.

“Start off by putting on ankle, knee, thigh, wrist, and elbow cuffs.  Each and every minute it takes before they’re all properly in place and locked on, will mean a full day of teasing orgasm denial for you, so I suggest you don’t dawdle, or you might not have a mind left when I finally decide to remove the chastity belt.”

She gulped at my pronouncement, but leapt for the toy chest and began digging out the requested leather cuffs.  It meant she’d likely be kept on the very brink of orgasm for close to a month, and even a single night under the control of Edward’s insidious denial program was enough to make a strong woman weep.

If she wanted to prove herself, then I was ready to make sure she underwent enough trials and tribulations to make her realize there were some limits you simply didn’t leave open.  I wouldn’t even have to punish her when she failed, since learning how wrong she was in her thinking, was punishment enough.

I estimated she wouldn’t even last the night, but I hoped I was wrong.  Either way, this had the potential to be a great amount of fun… for me, anyway.



Chapter 11


Ava: Trials and Tribulations

I really hoped he wasn’t serious about keeping me in denial for so long, but there was no way I could tap out now… not after practically begging him to do his worst.

Maybe he was right and I should’ve started getting back into the swing of things slower, but after waiting so long for him to make the first move, I’d gotten impatient.  Too impatient, as it turned out, since some of his ideas made me shudder inside, but he had no idea how badly I needed him to assert his dominance over me again.

Maybe I could’ve come up with a better plan if I was smarter, but I needed to finish healing from my trauma, and I knew this would work.  I just hoped he wasn’t serious about making me shave my head… I loved my luscious locks, so that would really suck.

I’d do it if he asked, though.

I’d worry about that later, since I had more than enough on my plate right now.  We’d just arrived at the Argentum Seges, and now it was time to prove my mettle to him… and, for that matter, anyone else who happened to be around.

My resolve waivered a bit when I hit the sidewalk and he turned my toys on, but I recovered with barely a stumble, and went to hug the doorman who’d been the prime mover in getting my rescuers together.  More accurately, I went up to him and rubbed seductively up against him until he got the message and hugged me
, since my arms were trapped behind my back in a semi-loose box tie.

It also gave me a safe place to wait while my Master dealt with the valet, but I hadn’t consciously thought about it at the time.  Since I was fairly well gagged now that ‘Victor’ had become ‘Master’, all I could do was give him an Eskimo kiss as a way of saying thanks.

He blushed, I giggled (sort of), and then Master was there to escort me into the club.  My nerves got the better of me when we passed the threshold and entered the main room, and I almost fell flat on my face since Master was still pulling my leash forward.

Faster than I thought possible, he spun around and grabbed my arm, holding it tightly until I regained my balance.  If that little accident didn’t prove he was looking out for me, then nothing would!

The mere thought was enough to cause my beast to start roaring, but the evil biometric sensors controlling the vibrators sensed my body’s change and reacted before I could push myself over the edge.  As my impending orgasm ground to a halt, a whimper slipped past my gagged lips at the thought of what a full month of being stuck with these unrelenting toys would be like.

Maybe I really did
 bite off more than I could chew.

I didn’t care… I’d survive, and come out the other end a stronger person.  Besides that, I couldn’t help but notice Master had a hard-on to beat all hard-ons ever since helping me dress for tonight, and his libido hadn’t dwindled an iota ever since.

If he didn’t lose control and fuck me silly before the night was out, I’d eat my gag!

He wasn’t at that point yet, though, and barely gave me time to recover before jerking my leash again so we could continue on our trek to the elevator.  He seemed impatient to get upstairs, but not impatient enough to release the carabineer clips holding my legs close at thigh, knee, and ankle.

We eventually made it, and while I was glad to be out of public view, I knew whatever was in store for me in the private section wouldn’t be any easier.  God, I hate being right.

Rather than picking a private booth or a table in the main group, he led me over to a hitching post beside the stage, and bent me over the thing harshly enough that my corset… and ribs… were creaking from the strain.  Then he left me to chat with his friends.

Because he was mostly in front of me, and with the way the posture collar kept my head elevated, I could see that I was the focus of their discussion.  Heads kept turning in my direction, and the faces held a mixture of puzzlement, curiosity, and outright disbelief.

The only thing more uncertain about being under the complete control of a clever and devious Master, was being under his control while he was being fed ideas from a dozen equally clever and cruel peers.  Another piece of my certainty fled within minutes, yet he left me there for what seemed like hours.

It didn’t matter.  Let them do their collective worst… I’d already been through something worse than anything they could come up with, and by God I’d prove it to each and every one of them if I had to.

Within seconds of thinking that defiant thought, I immediately calmed down since I knew it wouldn’t be necessary; the only people who mattered were my Master and me.  I felt much better once I figured that out, but then my toys resumed tormenting me, and abstract thought took a backseat to primal lust.

I wasn’t sure if he deliberately avoided me to see how I’d react, but I wasn’t left completely alone… that wouldn’t have been safe, considering the severity of my restraints.

Nancy herself took me under her care, and came over fairly often to squeeze some fluids or food paste through the hole in my gag designed for that purpose.  She did it often enough that the pressure in my bladder was reaching epic proportions, yet I didn’t know how to communicate the fact to her.

She simply came up, gave me a harsh swat to my ass, pulled the plug in the gag, and shot the contents of her giant syringe down my throat.  A parting swat signaled her leaving again, and then the cycle would repeat itself a short while later.

At first I thought he was trying to make me fill my catsuit, but just before my bladder entered crisis mode, she unlocked the belt and strapped a bedpan between my legs.  I didn’t care how many people were watching, I needed to pee so badly that I simply let loose a stream that would’ve done a racehorse proud.

Unfortunately for me, between the oversized butt plug that’d kept my sphincter stretched, and the anal vibrations I’d been forced to endure… and maybe something they’d put in my drinks… I couldn’t help but void my bowels as well.

Now I was
 embarrassed, and considered tapping out.

No!

I would endure any indignity they could think of!

They would not
 break me so easily!

On a brighter note, the removal of my toys and the firming of my resolve meant my brain was starting to function properly again.  Unfortunately, it meant I was able to recognize the automatic enema machine for what it was when Mistress Jill and her slave Sherri wheeled it out and parked it next to me.

The enema tube was a lot smaller than the butt plug my body had gotten used to, so I couldn’t even hope of fighting its insertion, although the last little spark of defiance I had left tried.  I should’ve saved my energy, since the next part was infinitely worse.

With no chastity belt left to hold a dildo in my oozing cunt, Mistress Jill had a different, yet simple solution to the problem.  After sliding a new vibrator up my snatch, she made sure it stayed in place by using elastics over it, clamped on each side to my labia!

I howled like a banshee when she snapped them in place, but it didn’t take long before the pain changed to a dull throb I could endure.  Thank God she didn’t decide she needed another anchor point on my clit!

Of course, my clit was actually covered by a rabbit ear vibrator, so that’s probably the only thing that saved me, but I was still thankful.  Or at least I was until she turned all the toys on to the same orgasm denial torment program I’d been suffering under all night.

It wasn’t a gesture of mercy on her part when she helpfully let me know that the enema program would reset itself every fifteen minutes indefinitely, and that I’d now be force-fed a diuretic and laxative mixture for the rest of the night.  No… her only gesture of mercy was to put a kill switch in my right hand, so I could end the scene when I’d had enough.

Despite what I was thinking right now, I deliberately opened my hand and let it fall to the floor.  She chuckled when she saw it fall and teased me about it as she put it back in my palm, but stopped laughing when I immediately dropped it again.

“You really want to do this to yourself, don’t you?” she asked, as she put the switch back in my hand for the third time.

I let it fall without a thought.

“Very well,” she said, bending over to kiss my nose.  “I just hope you know what you’re setting yourself up for, dear.”

She gave me a playful lick over the tip of my nose that left me desperate to scratch it, and turned the enema machine on.  If I could’ve spoken I might have told her to go fuck herself, so it was probably a good thing I was still gagged.

She walked away as the enema began filling me in record time, and I was still glad I was gagged so I couldn’t beg her to turn it off.  I didn’t know what I was becoming, but I was sure this was the least of my upcoming trials and tribulations, so I did the only thing I could.

I endured.

The only saving grace was that the enema system flushed my waste directly into a holding tank.  They had to empty the bedpan between my legs at least once an hour to take care of my piss, but I could deal with that.

The only difficult part was dealing with it all until dawn, since Master decided to accept an invitation to one of their all night poker games.  I’d been positive we’d have been together in the sack long ago, but he was made of sterner stuff than I gave him credit for.

I also realized what creek my hubris had sent me up, and I wondered what had happened to the proverbial paddle.  Then again… in a place like this, I definitely didn’t
 want them to pull out a paddle for me, since it’d be put to only one use, and that wasn’t to get me out of shit creek!

I didn’t even have a chance to use my body and wiles to influence his long term plans, since he had me packed up in a portable vacuum-bed when it was time for him to leave, with instructions that he not be disturbed with any deliveries until at least mid-afternoon.

Never in my life had my body and mind been in a bigger turmoil.  I wanted him to fuck me right now… I wanted to be let loose… I wanted to be spanked by him and tied tighter… I wanted to fall asleep with him spooning me after several hours of vigorous sex!

Most importantly, I wanted him to simply take care of me, and that was the thought that kept me sane until I was let loose the next day.  Of course, once he did deign to free me from the vac bed, I almost wished he hadn’t.

I thought my night at the club was embarrassing, but it turned out that was just the smallest part of his plans to break me.



Chapter 12


Victor: The Humiliated Submissive

It seemed like Ava had bigger balls than I did, but I doubted they were bigger than my imagination.  There were plenty of scenarios I’d always wanted to try, but never had a hope of enacting… until now.

She came within a hair of ordering
 me to push her limits past the orbit of Pluto, so there was no way I was going to give her even a nanosecond of respite from the life she’d chosen.  It was almost enough to make a man lose control completely, yet at the heart of things, I loved her.

That was all the control she needed, but that didn’t mean it limited me much.  One night at the Argentum Seges
 with the most powerful Dominants on the planet was enough to give me ideas enough to last a lifetime, and who was I to turn an opportunity like this down?

I couldn’t simply keep upping the ante on her bondage and humiliation, though… it was more important to keep her off-balance.  As such, the advice I’d received at the club was invaluable, as was the temporary assistant they’d assigned to me.

Jade the pain slut.

I was hesitant at first, since she seemed to be the epitome of submission, yet I quickly found out she was quite possibly as intelligent as I was.  She also knew more about how a female’s body reacted under stress than I ever would, and was the perfect accomplice in helping me to design the humiliating trials I had in mind for Ava.

I was planning on running Ava’s trial for thirty days, yet had to cull out at least two-thirds of the ideas we had on ways to restrain, torture, torment, tease, and humiliate her.  Ava had surprised me by lasting through her initial ordeal at the club, but there was no way she’d be able to handle what we had planned for her next!

It was a shopping trip.

Ava knew enough to be suspicious when I announced such a simple task for her, and she was right.  There were a stringent set of rules she needed to follow, and we’d be monitoring her closely to make sure she both stayed safe, and didn’t stray a millimeter from the path we’d put her on.

After freeing her from the outfit she’d been locked into for close to twenty-four hours, we suspended her over top of my Jacuzzi and gave her a proper sponge bath.  I also gave her another enema, even though she was probably clean enough for me to eat sushi out of her butthole after last night.

What can I say?  I like being thorough.

Once she was completely clean, both inside and out, we strapped her into my exam chair and started mixing plaster.  Four hours later, we sent her on her way in an electric wheelchair, and monitored her progress from a camera hidden on the seatback, while following at a discrete distance.

To an outsider, she looked like someone who’d been through a major accident and had their body smashed to smithereens.  All four limbs were trapped in heavy plaster casts, her neck was held immobile by an over-tightened cervical collar, and a topical anesthesia smeared over her vocal cords meant she couldn’t speak better than your average three year old.

In short, she had to do all the shopping we required of her while having all the freedom of Frankenstein’s Monster while strapped to the slab and waiting for the lightning.  Thanks to yet another of Edward’s new devices, we had the lightning as much as the good doctor did.

In Ava’s case, it was a set of anal and vaginal probes that were made out of mesh, yet could transfer vibrations from the powerful motors nearly as good as one of his regular toys.  The big difference being that the mesh had little impact on stretching her out, and was thereby nearly invisible on the outside.

We monitored her closely for a few hours after turning the new toys on, and once we were sure that all the mechanical parts were still hidden (her arousal was another story, but that was the main point) we sent her out to the specialty lingerie store a few blocks away.

Her orders were to come back with any four pairs of shorts or pants she liked, but she had to have tried them all on before purchasing them.  Not an easy feat considering her current state.  I hoped the saleswoman working the floor wasn’t anyone’s grandma, or we’d probably give her a heart attack.

As soon as she hit the street I turned her toys down a tad, so that she’d be barely at the cusp of climax, yet not so much that she could easily ignore them.  I gave a nod for Igor the bouncer, who’d been waiting patiently out front, to start following her.

He was new, but his name seemed fitting for this test, and I trusted him on instinct.

Ava never noticed him fall into step behind her, but probably wouldn’t have cared much anyway.  She seemed to not care about anything, and nearly ran over a dozen people in her straightforward drive to the store we’d tasked her with.

By the time she got inside, her toys had been running for about forty-five minutes, and the proof was in the stream of her juices running down both thighs.  There was no hiding her arousal from the sales clerk, and due to her casts, it meant she had no chance of trying anything on by herself. 

I wasn’t close enough to hear what she said, but she finally convinced the poor girl to help her out, and they disappeared into a fitting room.  I’d given Ava plenty of cash, knowing that anything that even brushed her gushing privates couldn’t go back on the shelf, but I was still amazed at how fast she’d gotten the lady to agree.

Maybe business was slower than anticipated, and a commission was a commission.  Either way, Ava emerged from the store an hour later with a full bag in the pouch behind her seat, and a triumphant look on her face.

She thought her task for the day was done, but we were far from finished with her.  Next up was a lunch in a fancy restraint that she probably wished she could forget, since I both allowed her to finally get some relief, and then forced her to cum repeatedly through the entire two hours we spent there.

It was actually Master Brandon’s restaurant, and our waitress was Jade’s sister Carrie, but Ava had no clue what was really going on.  As far as she was concerned, she’s just made a public spectacle out of herself many times over today.

I was sure that she’d tap out when Carrie wheeled her away to help her ‘go potty’, but she came back merely red in the face.  Damn if she wasn’t proving to be as tough as she claimed she could be!

I think I needed to revise my plans a little, and sent Carrie a text with my hands hidden underneath the tabletop.  I hoped Ava would react the way Carrie did, since her eyes had gone as big as saucers when she read my message.

“Come dear,” she said after gathering up the courage to handle her part of my revised plan.  “We’ve got an appointment at the tattoo parlor, and we can’t be late since there’s only one guy there who’s willing to pierce the cunny of a slut like you.”

At least half the restaurant heard her words, and there wasn’t an eye in the place that didn’t follow their progress outside.  I dropped a hundred onto the table and followed once they were out of sight, wondering if even this would make her cry uncle.

I suddenly had the strangest feeling that it wasn’t Ava who was out of her depths, and didn’t know what to do about it.

***

Ava wasn’t human… that was the only possible explanation.

I’d tried orgasm denial, orgasm overload, public humiliation in every way I could think of, yet nothing seemed to faze her.  She was either the strongest person I’d ever met, or an alien leather goddess from Phobos.

She never complained when I pierced or tattooed her, she practically yawned when I stuck her in a cage at the club for a night, and she willingly participated whenever I used one of her holes for my own needs.  I had to start considering that she was serious about what she said, yet needed to know for sure.

Tonight would be the night I’d either make or break her, and I spared no effort in making it happen.  Of course, it helped that everyone at the club seemed to have taken a personal interest in helping me out, or ‘Project Ava’ would’ve been impossible.

I didn’t want her to lose any of her excellent muscle tone, so I knew her casts had to come off sometime soon.  Before they did, I was going to take advantage of the opportunity they provided and indulge in some suspension play that would’ve been problematic without the rigid support.

Brandon and Jerry had gladly spent three days rigging up a framework for the stage that could clamp on to her casts, with the provision that I helped put their own submissives into casts someday so they could enjoy using it themselves.  I could hardly wait, but this was Ava’s night tonight.

Before going to the club, I’d stuffed earplugs with miniature speakers into her ears, laced on two heavy discipline helmets, strapped on a gas mask hooked to a rebreather bag filled with ground rubber, mummified every exposed bit of skin with vet wrap, and did my absolute best to make sure none of her senses would give anything away before I was ready.

I kept her distracted by strapping her tightly into the wheelchair several hours before the trip with the toys running on a random setting, and it was quite possible she didn’t even notice when we loaded her into the van for transport.  I continued the mind fuck by sticking her into a display cage for another few hours, just so I could relax before the main event, and give the others time to double check their latest creation.

After what seemed like forever, it was finally time to begin.  Simply removing her from the chair would’ve been a major chore on my own, but I had Brandon, Jerry, Edward, and Paul all helping me, so we got her into place in a matter of minutes.

Three heavy duty clamps went onto her arms, four on her legs, and one around her corseted waist.  That’s all it took to suspend her in a sort of zero-gee sitting spread eagle, and give me unhindered access to any part of her body I needed.

It was just like she was sitting in my exam room, but without the chair getting in the way of my fun.  Jade, wearing a hot, kinky, latex nurse’s outfit, wheeled out my cart of supplies, and I tossed back the last of my scotch to help steady my nerves.

“Hello everybody,” I began.  “Thanks for giving me the chance to do this here, and let me remind you all that Ava has no clue what’s going on.  I’d like to keep it that way, so at Lilith’s suggestion, we’re piping audio into her ear buds from two different sources.

“Her right ear will get sound from up my mic, and her left will get a feed from downstairs.  In other words, she’s meant to think she’s on the public stage, so please play along.”

I activated both feeds and launched into my prepared spiel.

“Greetings and salutations,” I boomed.  “In place of the regularly scheduled entertainment, the staff and management of the Argentum Seges would like to take this opportunity for a little public service display.  A lot of women don’t regularly see a gynecologist because they either don’t see the need, or are scared of what it may entail.

“Along with Ava, our ‘volunteer’ for the night, I’d like to answer some of the questions and dispel some of the fears you might have about it.  I’d like to start off with some basic exam procedures, and mix in some of the fun and exciting ways you can play with your own submissive once you’ve got her in this position.

“As always, safety comes first.  Part of Ava’s preparations for the night included two switches taped into the palms of her hands, and if she presses both of them at the same time, then we’ll quickly get her out of here and send her straight home.”

I said the last to make sure Ava knew she had an out in case this got to be too much for her, and also to make her wonder if ‘send her home’ meant her old apartment, and quitting would put an end to our kinky relationship.  Always keep them guessing, as Edward was fond of saying.

She made no move to hit the safety switches, so I continued.

“I usually like to start off with the routine stuff you might expect from a typical yearly physical, like blood pressure, temperature, reflexes, and the like.  Of course, the casts and hood make it a little difficult, so I’ll need to get a little creative.  I’ll start off by asking for a volunteer to help take her temperature.”

She flinched the instant the cold lube hit her anus, and again when someone’s (mine, but she had no way of knowing I was still messing with her) probing fingers spread it both around and in her.  Rather than using a conventional thermometer, I chose one that was built into a thick, eight-inch dildo, so I wanted plenty of grease in place before sliding it home.

Despite its thick girth, it tapered to a deceptively tiny tip.  By the time Ava realized what I’d set her up for, it was well on its way inside her, and she had no chance of stopping the massive anal intruder.

“Good job,” I said to my imaginary assistant.  “We’ll just tape that in place for now to make sure we get an accurate reading, and move along with things.”

I flashed a grin at the crowd, and was pleased to see a mixture of surprise, mirth, and respect on the faces out there.  More than anyone else, these people could appreciate a good mind-fuck when they saw one.

“Next up is the standard pulse oximeter, but since her hands are occupied with the safety switches, I’ll have to think of someplace other than her finger to clamp it.  Can anyone guess where that might be, and put it into place for me?”

By a sheer stroke of luck, a burst of laughter came through the feed from downstairs at that moment, so I took advantage of it and let it snap down over her right nipple.

“I like to be thorough, so just in case my regular oximeter is faulty, I like to double check it with a second one.”

She had to know what was coming, but she still jumped when I let a second one snap over her other nipple.  In the back of my mind, I vaguely wondered if they’d even work there, but that wasn’t really important at the moment, since I hadn’t actually turned them on.

“With her arms in those nasty casts, I can’t check her blood pressure the regular way either.  I’ll need two volunteers to help me with this next step.”

When Jade came to the side to assist me, I saw that she’d borrowed one of the spare gags off the cart to help keep her from laughing out loud and spoiling everything.  The look on her face almost made me break out in laughter, but I managed to stifle it in time and continue with the plan.

I used one hand to squeeze her left breast and pull it away from her chest, and the second to pull it outwards by the oximeter.  While I held it there, Jade quickly wrapped a narrow version of a blood pressure cuff around the base, and pumped it up.

It was starting to turn red when I nodded for her to stop pumping so we could do the other one.  Symmetry is important, after all.

Once both were installed and pumped up, I stepped back to gauge the effect, and after a moments consideration, told Jade to pump the left one five more times and the right one seven.  Now they were starting to turn purple, and would become extremely
 sensitive in a matter of minutes.

“Once again, those pesky casts are in my way for the next test; testing her reflexes.  Since we don’t have any access to her knees, we’ll need to come up with another place to hit.  Once again, I’ll need some volunteers from the crowd.”

For this part, I really did allow assistance from the crowd.  I knew I could trust everyone here to respect mine and Ava’s limits, which wouldn’t have been the case if we were really downstairs in front of random strangers.

By now, everyone was getting into my show, so even the most jaded among them came up to assist.  I allowed each of them a choice of either ten open hand spanks to her ass, a little tweak of both nipples, thirty seconds of tickling, or a smack to her clit with a plastic ruler.

I even allowed them overlap, so Ava found herself assaulted from pretty much every angle at the same time for the next fifteen or twenty minutes.  I filled in any gaps myself, since we were supposed to be simulating the number of people in a crowded bar, and didn’t have anywhere near the available manpower.

I didn’t mind in the least.

By the time everyone… including the privileged staff and a few select subs had had a turn at her, I knew Ava had to be practically delirious with pain, humiliation, lack of air, and extreme arousal.  The proof of the last was dripping down her thighs.

“Now that we know her reflexes seem to be working fine, it’s time to get a bit more intimate with her.  This is a speculum, and it’s used to open up her vagina so I can both inspect and take a fluid sample from inside her.

“Unfortunately, I neglected to bring my regular one, and I fear this oversized one might cause a bit of pain if I use it like I normally would.  I’d never dream of accidentally hurting Ava or any other patient, so I hope you’ll all be patient with me while I take the time to loosen her up a little.”

The framework around her gave us a stable and handy place to mount the portable fucking machine, and it took us only about three minutes to get it in place with a ‘starter’ dildo that was approximately four inches long and a touch less than an inch thick.  I set it to run at one full stroke every five seconds, and went to get one of the dozen or so glasses of champagne that people had bought for me out of appreciation of the show I was putting on.

Over the next ten minutes, I gradually increased the speed until she was getting close to orgasm, and then turned it off to upgrade the dildo to the next size.  I followed that pattern for the next hour, until reaching my goal of an eight inch by two inch ribbed monster that Jade had nicknamed the fire hydrant.

She called it that not only because of its size, but because at the end of each thrust it let loose a huge shot of lubricant deep inside her.  By now it was hard to keep her going without making her cum, but I warned her of dire consequences if she messed up my show, so she managed to contain it.

I hadn’t thought she had the willpower to resist cumming after all she’d been through, so even though I lost a bet, I was quite proud of her and decided to give her an extra special reward at the end.

“Well, I’d have to say she’s ready for the speculum now, so let’s finish this exam off.”

The ‘fire hydrant’ had made such a mess, that I didn’t need to use any lube to slide it inside her.  While not actually as big as I made it sound to her, it was still a little larger than normal, so I dialed it open slowly and carefully, giving her plenty of time to adjust once I reached what I thought her limit would be.

“Well, folks,” I said, trying to sound embarrassed.  “It looks like I screwed up a little.  All that lubricant from the machine has made a bit of a mess, and made it impossible to obtain a proper smear sample from up there.

“I could flush her out with a douche or five, but in my experience, I’ve found the body’s own natural secretions work better.  As such, I think I’ll let her take care of the mess we’ve made all by herself… well… mostly
 by herself.

“This clever little device is called an eroscillator, and it’s highly effective at clitoral stimulation.  Since she’s so nice and exposed at the moment, I’ll kill two birds with one stone and show you how well it works for G-spot stimulation as well, and let you be the judge of which orgasm seems more powerful.

“Also, since one of the common complaints I hear from my patients is that the man in their life doesn’t have a clue where either pleasure spot is, I’ll call for more volunteers from the crowd, so they can get some firsthand experience in how to really please a woman.”

I fumbled around at first and gave myself some ‘helpful instructions’ about where to place the tip of the powerful little device, but soon had Ava writhing and twitching in the throes of extreme ecstasy.

It took her mere seconds to bring her to her first orgasm, and by switching back and forth, had her cumming almost non-stop for at least a dozen more.  Only after a particularly intense G-spot orgasm had her squirting hard enough to practically douse me from head to toe, did I give her a chance to recover slightly.

“That concludes my little demonstration for the night, but if anyone has any questions, we’ll stay here until last call.  On the odd chance we don’t get to everyone, we’ll leave her here and continue tomorrow, or even for the rest of the week, just to be thorough.

“Thanks again everyone, and don’t be shy… feel free to come up and administer any of the tests I’ve demonstrated until they kick us out of here.”

This was the one part of the ‘show’ in which I really did
 need audience participation, and I was gratified to see no shortage of volunteers.  Mistress Jill and Sherri played with the blood pressure cuffs and oximeters, while giving her a thorough, if improper breast exam.

Jade sat down on the floor below her ass and tested her reflexes with a short leather strap, and Nancy took the eroscillator from me to see for herself which type of orgasm Ava reacted stronger to.  Claire Grey added a different twist by snapping a simple elastic band around her nipples, and I thought that might be the straw that finally broke her will, but she endured it all.

I almost felt bad about testing Ava so severely, yet it had proven beyond a shadow of a doubt she really would do anything I ordered.  She was mine, both body and soul.

Now we could get on with the real fun.
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Go to Bonus Story #1


Ava: Teamwork

Master thought he’d tested me to the edge of my limits and beyond, but in truth, he hadn’t even come close.  Something deep inside of me had changed since we’d first met, and I found myself not merely enduring his challenges, but enjoying them.

It wasn’t even a change I could put into words, suffice it to say that I knew I trusted him, and therefore could let myself live completely in the moment without a care in the world.  He was a little slow to see that my change was genuine, so he regularly sprung surprise tests on me over the next few months, but I never failed him.

He eventually began to trust me enough to take a more active role with our ‘special patients’, although if I stepped even slightly out of bounds, he didn’t hesitate to punish me with the tormenting chastity belt for extended periods of time.  It was a simple, yet highly effective threat, since enduring extended orgasm denial was the one thing I hated above all else.

If given the choice, I’d probably pick a wasabi paste enema over wearing the evil belt for even a single hour… and his punishment durations were always measured in days or weeks, not mere hours.

It wasn’t all just bondage fun and games, though.  After passing his big ‘mind-fuck’ test at the club, he kept me off balance by varying the amount and intensity of our games all the way from the extreme, to practically nothing.

Heck… on some days, I went out shopping or to do errands with nothing more than a pair of ben-wa balls to remind me of what I’d become.  It was on one of those days where I looked completely vanilla that I ran into Nora, my roomie from my college years.

She didn’t recognize me anymore, but I had no trouble identifying her, since she was still the same plain, mousey little introvert she’d been back then.  We’d been identical in that respect in those days, but thankfully my Master had shown me the light.

I watched her for a little while, feeling a little sad that she was still stuck in the same old rut as before, and wished she could’ve experienced some of the things I had.  Then it hit me… why couldn’t she?

Master had gotten so wealthy from catering to our exclusive clients and from the never-ending stream of customers from his friends at the club that he could retire twice over by now.  Maybe it was time to help someone who really needed it, despite not being able to afford his outrageous rates.

It was a risk, since if he wasn’t pleased with my initiative he’d probably lock me in the belt for the rest of the year, but I decided to approach her anyway.

“Nora!” I called out before she got too far away.

It didn’t look like she recognized me at first, but then her face lit up and she returned my greeting.

“Hiya Ava,” she replied as I practically tackled her with a massive bear hug.

“You’re looking good,” I said, trying to get a feel for what she was like now.

“You too, ex-roomie,” she replied, looking slightly uncomfortable.

I didn’t want to give her the chance to plead a prior commitment, so I dragged her over to the mall coffee shop and made her tell me all that’d been going on since we’d last seen each other at graduation.  It was even more depressing than I’d thought.

She had a boring secretary job, no love life whatsoever, and the highlight of her social calendar was going out (alone) to see a new movie on Friday nights.  I couldn’t help but brag a little about how well things were going for me these days, although I kept the actual kinky details to myself for now.

I cut myself off even further when I saw the signs of jealousy on her face, and jumped straight to the point.

“I’m sorry I’ve been rambling on about how good things have been since I started my new job, but the things Victor taught me when I started working for him can be taught to you too if you’re brave enough to try.”

“Brave enough?”

“Yes, brave… to be honest, I was scared shitless when I went in for my appointment, since he won’t tell you ahead of time what he’ll be doing.”

“Why not?”

“Well, he tailors each exam and therapy session to suit the patients’ individual requirements, so he really doesn’t know everything in advance.”

“Surely he tells you something, or nobody would ever go see him.”

“Tell that to the year-long waiting list we’ve got,” I laughed.  “He’s expensive, exclusive, and just about the best in the business.”

“I knew it sounded too good to be true.  Like the saying goes: good isn’t cheap and cheap isn’t good.”

“He’s very picky about his clients, but I know he’d like to meet you.  If I can pull a few strings and get you an interview with him, would you at least consider a session with him?”

“It depends on a lot of things,” she hesitantly replied.  “I guess just meeting him couldn’t hurt, though.”

“Good, then it’s settled.  Expect to be hearing from me soon.”

We exchanged phone numbers before I strode off, leaving her to wonder just what it was she’d agreed to.

***

I wasn’t actually sure she’d show up for her appointment or not, but she did, so I gave her the stack of paperwork all new patients were required to fill out, and let Master know she was here.  The questionnaire I gave her to fill out was pretty explicit and direct, and her face had turned beet red before she even got to the second page.

I did my best to ignore her embarrassment and shock while she filled it out, and also refused to answer any of her questions.  This was Master’s game now, and if I messed it up for him, I’d lock myself into the damn belt!

Of course, that was easier to say than to do, but while Master hadn’t looked pleased about my bold decision to book Nora an appointment, he hadn’t actually punished me for it.  I thought it was a good sign, but to be honest, I was probably just as nervous as Nora was right now!

Her interview with Master seemed to last forever, but he eventually emerged from his office to inform me she was changing for a basic exam, and that I was to be ready to assist him in five minutes.  Then he smiled at me and said he thought I did the right thing by bringing her here.

As relief flooded through me, I almost wished she wasn’t
 here, then Master could reward me as only he could.  That would come in time, though, but I couldn’t spare the time to dwell on it yet… we had work to do.

My job was to be both assistant and chaperone, to make sure nothing ‘untoward or unexpected’ happened during the exam.  Of course, we had a far different definition than most people for what constituted ‘untoward or unexpected’, so I knew that wouldn’t be a problem.

I entered the exam room at the same time she emerged from the change room, and hurried over to the desk at the back so I could hide the smile on my face.  Like most shy girls, she was too busy trying to keep the disposable gown closed to protect her modesty, to notice my near laughter.

Master didn’t make her wait too long before he strode in and began with the routine exam stuff, done in the routine way that any doc would do it.  It wasn’t until he asked her about how long it’d been since she’d checked her breasts for lumps that he began steering the exam his own way.

I was called over to hold up a mirror for her, so she could look at her own breasts and see what ‘normal’ looked like, and it wasn’t long before she got to see her own nipples engorge to an impressive length, even though Master hadn’t started any of his usual tricks yet.

She was getting turned on just from the thought of having her breasts fondled!

He extended the exam a little longer than normal since it seemed to make her feel more at ease, but then jumped straight into the more embarrassing portion.

“Please remove your panties and put your legs into the stirrups,” he said, sounding both firm, yet gentle at the same time.  It was an extremely odd tone of voice that simply couldn’t be ignored.

She did as he said, but wound up slipping with one foot and kicking him in the side of the head.  While usually annoyed when something like that happened, it happened at the perfect time for this exam, and gave him an excuse to strap her ankles firmly into the stirrups.

“You’re a little too jumpy and tense.  Ava, come give her a neck and shoulder massage to help her relax.”

His order caught me off guard, but I quickly grabbed a bar stool and sat down on it behind her so I could work from a good angle.  I was somewhat of an expert when it came to massages, and I quickly settled her down while Master began his inspection of her privates.

Between the two of us, we soon had her relaxed enough that I was able to strap her wrists down to the armrests before she even knew what I was doing, and Master kicked the exam into high gear, making her gasp in undeniable passion.

“That’s what’s known as the G-spot, and based on your reaction, you have a sensitive one.  Everyone’s different and some women have almost nothing there, so I can’t for the life of me figure out why you’ve never had an orgasm before.  Your previous lovers must’ve really sucked.”

“I thought it was just me.”

“I know,” he said, giving her an odd look.  “That’s your whole problem, and it’s one of the things I’ll be taking care of for you.  Ava…”

A subtle gesture from him told me it was time to gag her, and since one was always hidden underneath the headrest, it took me only a few seconds to get the ball jammed behind her teeth and the strap buckled tight.

“I’m going to explain several things to you, and don’t want to be interrupted by a million questions,” he said, resuming his probe of her pussy.

I did my best to keep her from freaking out by stroking her forehead, and then once she looked to be heating up nicely, her breasts.  It looked like she was halfway to subspace by now, yet we’d barely touched her.  She was a natural, and reacted to his lightest touch in a way that almost made me jealous.

“It appears you also have a very sensitive clitoris, especially when it’s nicely engorged like it is now.  Once you learn what your body needs and how it reacts, you’ll make one of the best sexual partners a man or woman could ever want.  You just need experience and confidence.

“You see, I’m not what one would consider to be a conventional doctor.  In addition to what you’d expect, I’m also trained in gynecology, anesthesiology, psychology, and the fine art of massage.  I guess you could call me a Jack of All Trades, but I combine it for a specific purpose.

“My goal in life is to help women become what they were born to be; free of inhibitions, doubts, and in control of their bodies and emotions.  It’s ironic that the best way to set someone free is to temporarily take away their ability to make choices that are hurting them.  I’m going to show you a small part of that now.”

I knew from personal experience what that meant, and in under a minute, his magic fingers made her explode into the first real orgasm of her life.  It’s a good thing we’d managed to gag and restrain her beforehand, or her powerful climax might’ve shaken her clear across the room!

Once she settled down, I removed her gag and gave her a huge, sloppy kiss on the lips.

“Now you know why I couldn’t tell you too much about Victor or what he does,” I said once we broke apart.  “I used to be the same as you, but he freed both my body and my mind.  When I saw you the other day, I saw a reflection of what I used to be and knew I had to help.”

“I should
 be mad at you, but I can’t be mad at anything with the way I feel right now.  I never knew sex could be so good.”

“Oh, that wasn’t sex,” I chuckled.  “That was merely foreplay in my book.  If you really
 want to know how good sex can be, then we can give you a taste of that as well.”

“I think I’d be grateful if you can show me what I’ve been missing all these years.”

“Then brace yourself for the ride of your life, honey, because I don’t think you have any idea how good it really is,” I chuckled, running a finger over top of each nipple.  “But good sex is a two-way street, so are you prepared to both give as well as receive?”

“I’ll try.”

“That’s all we can ask.”

After getting an affirmative nod from Master, I walked around to the side where she could get a good look at me, and slowly removed my clothes.  My nipples were already rock hard and my crotch soaked, so it wasn’t a proper strip tease, but it was the best I could manage at the moment.

“Pay attention to what I’m doing so you can do it to me in a few minutes,” I said, as I sat down between her legs and began eating her out with infinitely more skill than what I’d possessed back in college.

I slowly brought her back up to near her former level of passion, but modulated my efforts to keep her hanging until I thought she was about to go crazy.  Master whispered into my ear and told me to ‘climb aboard’ and take a free ride as part of my reward, and I wasted no time complying.

I watched Nora’s eyes closely as I slowly got my cunt into position over her mouth, and she didn’t seem at all disgusted or turned off by what we were about to make her do.  In fact, other than her inexperience making her initial efforts hesitant, she seemed quite eager to please me.

It helped that Master took my place between her legs and gave her firsthand examples of several different techniques that he knew I liked, and it wasn’t long before I was moaning and grinding my hips back and forth.  It wasn’t long before I screamed in a wonderful orgasm, and came close to accidentally smothering the poor girl.

The moment I began to cum, he stopped teasing her, and gave her what both of them had been waiting for.  Even though he was behind me, I could feel her body arch below mine at the moment his hard cock impaled her, and knew she was about to find out what good sex was really like.

About two hours and a million orgasms later, I released her from the chair, took a quick shower, and sat down at my desk naked since my clothing definitely
 needed to be washed.  She emerged some time later, looking unsure of what was going to happen next.

“Well, honey, are you feeling better now?” I asked.

“Aside from the fact that my knees are almost too weak to hold me up, yes… yes I am.”

“Good.  Then we’re off to a perfect start.”

“Start?” she asked.

“Yes, I’ve already scheduled you for your follow-up appointment next Friday.”

“You said he’s expensive, and I don’t even know how I’ll be able to afford this one, let alone another.”

“Relax,” I assured her.  “Victor makes most of his money off of a small group of patients, and works with people like you and me for free, just to help.  Oh, before I forget, here’s his prescription for you, and you better follow it to the letter, or else!”

She mumbled her thanks and headed out the door without even looking at what was inside the bag I’d handed her.  It held a note and a large purple vibrator that had a little rabbit sticking out near the base.  The note was fairly short:

Take at least three per day and call me if you have any problems so we can schedule an extra session. – Dr. Victor Seges

The look on her face must’ve been priceless when she finally opened it up, and I really hoped she followed the instructions.



Chapter 14



Go to Bonus Story #2


Victor: Client #775

I was quite proud of what Ava had done to help an old friend in need, which was why I let her take such an active role during the session.  I even stopped booking every slot of my work week, just in case we found another girl like Nora who really needed my help.

Of course, I pretended to be as pissed off as a grizzly bear who’d just gotten a beehive enema, but that was just so I could have a little extra fun with a particular punishment I’d wanted to try out for a while.  She’d eventually realized it was more fun than any punishment should be, and my grumpiness was an act, but she stayed in character anyway.

I hoped I hadn’t earned myself some grief by giving her the idea that there wouldn’t be real consequences if she displeased me or didn’t obey my commands, but I could deal with that if I had to.  There were advantages to always keeping her guessing about what I might do to her on any given night, and if all else failed there was always the threat of the belt to make her toe the line.

Most of the time, my open slot was nothing more than playtime for the two of us.  I could try new toys, restraints, and techniques, but eventually it came in handy for its original purpose.

It was at the end of Nora’s first follow-up session that she casually mentioned how she had a friend who was even worse off than she used to be, and she wished there was a way to get her in here.  Unfortunately, she wouldn’t even give me the name of the poor girl, since she knew there was no way she’d ever convince her to try it.

I let it slide for now, but started a file for my Mystery Client, and tried to think of ways to put the shyest girl on the planet at ease.  I eventually convinced Nora to at least talk to her friend about the possibility of a meeting, but didn’t hold out much hope of hearing from her when a whole month went by with no further word on the subject.

After so long without hearing from her, it caught me completely off-guard when she actually did
 call, and I think I scared her off by trying to rush things.  I didn’t make any headway that day, but at least I got to update my file for Client #775 with a name.

Abigail.  I had a feeling this girl was going to be a real challenge, but I hadn’t failed yet with any of my patients, and wasn’t about to start now.

“Ava, cancel the rest of my appointments today and get Nora on the phone for me.”

There was more than one way to skin a cat, though, and if I couldn’t get Abigail to talk to me on my own, maybe Nora could convince her to come with her when she was here for moral support.  I was pretty sure I’d be able to make better headway if I could talk to her face to face, and while I wasn’t wrong, I couldn’t convince her to step into the exam room or even book an appointment.

She was just too timid, and I came close to giving up entirely, but Ava figured out a way to save the day.  If she was too scared to come here for a session, I’d go to her!

I was about to make my first house call.

***

Still unsure of what I’d need, I wound up renting a small moving van so I could load up my entire collection of dildos, vibrators, gags, and restraints, as well as the more prosaic medical items I’d need for an exam.  I could’ve gotten away with a lot less, of course, but I am a Boy Scout at heart and liked to be prepared for anything.

We arrived at her house in the middle of the afternoon the next day, and were greeted at the door by Nora who was staying there for the weekend.  I let Ava handle the conventional exam supplies, and had Nora help me with my portable exam/massage chair.

It gave me a chance to study the mousey little thing so I could hopefully develop a plan of attack.

Abigail still looked a little nervous, but I could tell being in her own home made her feel immensely better about the situation.  I let Ava take lead to begin with, so I could study her to make sure I didn’t have any missteps.

She went through taking her temperature, checking her blood pressure, heart rate, and breathing before I noticed how well Abigail responded to commands compared to suggestions.  It was obvious she was incredibly submissive, and while that’d make the exam easier, it was something I’d have to help her with later.

I let Ava give her a breast exam while I went back to the van and loaded up a new assortment of supplies.  She was just finishing when I returned and took over in time for the smear test.  Her face turned red when I told her to remove her panties, but my firm tone kept her from arguing.  Yup, I’d read her right, and now I knew I’d be able to do some real
 work with her.

My portable chair only had two padded boards for her legs instead of proper stirrups, and I was a little nervous about it at first since it made it far too easy for her to run away if/when she got scared.  It actually worked to my advantage, since she was so twitchy she couldn’t keep her legs up on them.  It gave me the perfect excuse to strap them down without rousing any suspicion, and finally get down to business.

Despite my hidden agenda, I still wanted to perform the exam properly.  I combined the two by drawing it out as long as I could, and making sure that I was as gentle as possible with her.

I also made sure I hit all her most sensitive spots fairly often during the course of the exam, and was eventually rewarded with a telltale glistening in her folds, and an engorgement of her clitoris.  She still wasn’t very relaxed, though, so I needed to do something about that.

“Ok Abigail,” I said, sitting back in my chair.  “You’re doing great so far, but I can tell you’re still a little nervous.  How about we give you a nice head to toe massage while we discuss a few things?”

“Sure, that sounds great,” she agreed.

I lowered the boards holding her legs, and had her sit up so Ava could slide in behind her.  Ava started at her temples and worked down to the shoulders, while I started at her feet and worked upwards.

As we worked her over I could feel her muscles relaxing for real this time, and I could see her arousal continued to grow.  Her nipples were as hard as rocks and there was more than a trace of moisture coating her labia, yet she didn’t seem to be embarrassed for some reason.  Instead, she closed her eyes and simply enjoyed it.

As we worked, I asked her questions about her last boyfriend and she opened up like never before, telling me how he treated her like crap on a daily basis until finally dumping her for someone who was actually good in the sack.  A little bit of anger flashed across my face at that, which didn’t go unnoticed.

“I don’t usually try to tell someone their business after such a short time of getting to know them, but I’m pretty sure it was your asshole ex that had the problem, not you.  I can tell from the way your body’s reacting to a gentle touch that you’d be a dream lover for any man or woman on the planet who let you simply be yourself.”

“Yeah, right… pull the other one, doc.”

“I’ll tell you what.  Give me a chance to explain and show you a few things, and if I don’t convince you by the end of our session, then the whole day is free.”

“I like free.  You’re on.”

“Very well, but you’ll need to trust me completely and do exactly what I say.  To make sure you don’t interfere, I’ll need to take a few extra measures.  Nora, could you please pass Ava the brown satchel?”

“Yes, doctor.”

“Trust me,” Ava whispered in her ear, as she slipped a blindfold over her eyes and a gag into her mouth.

“Trust can be a wonderful thing,” I said, stroking her thighs.  “What I want to do is take away your ability to make any so-called ‘wrong decisions’ so you can discover exactly what kind of sexual creature you can be.  If you need us to stop, simply hum Jingle Bells and it’ll all end in an instant.”

I continued stroking and massaging her thighs while Ava finished restraining her, my hands getting ever closer to the main target.  I beckoned Nora over to me with a nod, and whispered some instructions to her quietly enough that Abigail couldn’t hear them.

She had to have known Nora was taking an active role when she felt a third pair of hands begin massaging her breasts and tweaking her nipples, but she didn’t do more than flinch momentarily before starting to moan in delight.  My own fingers had begun stroking her labia at that point as well, so her ability to ignore her body’s desperate need was quickly evaporating.

I began focusing my attention on her clit, parting her labia and teasing the engorged nub from under its hood.  It was gratifying to see I hadn’t lost my touch, since she went from tense and nervous to deeply aroused and boneless in mere moments.

I mouthed ‘phase two’ to Ava, who nodded and crawled out from behind her.  I merely teased Abigail to keep her horny while Ava adjusted the chair.  She lowered the back until it was horizontal, strapped her chest firmly down to it, and adjusted her legs until they were both as high and wide as we could easily get them to be.

As soon as the leg rests were locked down, I slipped a pair of fingers inside her hungry snatch and began massaging her G-spot.  A primal groan of passion let me know I’d found the right spot, and she even raised her hips off the seat in order to give me unhindered access.

She flinched again when the hands on her nipples were replaced with two pairs of lips, but she only tensed up for a fraction of a second before melting into a pre-orgasmic pile of pudding again.

I brought her to the edge of ecstasy as slow as I could, but it was if years of sexual repression had supercharged her body, and there was no stopping it now.  At almost the instant I took my other hand and began rubbing it over her clit, she came in an orgasm powerful enough to make both Ava and Nora jealous.

She also bucked and thrashed hard enough during the throes of passion that I decided to take some extra steps, and added more belts and straps to her already restrictive restraints.  Nora removed her gag while I worked, since she wanted to play some tonsil hockey with her, giving Ava the chance to have both of Abigail’s tits to herself.

I almost absently resumed stroking her pussy again, enjoying the show the girls were inadvertently putting on.  I had to adjust my seat several times over the next little while, since my hard-on was doing its best to break free of my trousers.

Now that I had a better idea of how little it actually took to make her cum, I ‘slowed my roll’ and kept her at the brink of release, without letting her go over.  Ava’s belt was good at orgasm denial, but as far as I was concerned, electronics will never beat out good old-fashioned intuition and skill.

She began begging me to let her cum whenever Nora broke her lip-lock long enough to get some air, and when ‘let me cum’ changed into ‘please fuck me!’, I knew she’d made a major breakthrough.  Still, I wanted to be sure she was firmly past her mental block, so I decided to give her a final test before giving into our mutual desires.

I kept one hand busy between her legs while I undid my pants, but instead of slamming into her, stepped around to her head.  I sensed some disappointment from her when she felt the head of my cock touch the lips on her face instead of the ones between her legs, but she knew what was expected of her.

She flicked her tongue over the tip a few times and then parted her lips to take me in.  I let her go at her own pace, suspecting she wouldn’t have had much practice at giving head, and considering the size of my cock, wasn’t expecting much anyway.

She surprised me by actually getting part of it down her throat without choking and gagging, forcing me to back off earlier than planned so I wouldn’t shoot my load before giving her the reward she so richly deserved.  I took a brief moment to regain my composure, and then stepped back between her legs and got ready to give her the ride of her life.

I started to slide into her slowly, but sensed a carnal lust that wanted something more.  She was extremely tight, but I thought I could give her what her body seemed to want, so I rammed the rest of my prick in to the hilt in a single hard thrust that almost sent her over the edge in an instant.

After giving her a minute to get used to the feeling of being overstuffed, I motioned for Nora to resume her game of tonsil hockey, and began fucking her in earnest.  Her body reacted in a way that surprised me as much as it probably surprised her, and it wasn’t long before I felt her vaginal muscles start to twitch and contract with her impending orgasm.

It was enough to send me over the edge, and as I began pumping my seed into her, she came in a glorious (and noisy) orgasm that forced Nora to lock their lips together hard in order to muffle her screams of ecstasy.  It was almost painful with how hard her hungry cunt milked my prick, and she showed no signs of slowing down any time in the near future.

I let her ride it out as long as possible, and was almost relieved when her orgasm finally subsided, leaving her as limp as overcooked spaghetti.  She never moved a muscle while the girls began releasing her from the chair, and couldn’t even walk to the bathroom without assistance from Ava.

We gave her some privacy to think about what she’d just experienced, and made a quick plan in case she emerged ready for more.  Thinking she might actually be reluctant to ask for more of what I knew she wanted, I threw some cuffs and a ring gag into a small bag, and told Ava to give it to her.

“Tell her to put these on if she wants to continue with her session when she comes out,” I said.

Since I was fairly confident I was finally reading her right, I had the girls strip naked while I reconfigured the chair for her next lesson.  She didn’t disappoint me, although she did do a double take when she saw three naked bodies waiting for her.

I gave her a supportive smile and nod, but simply ordered her to kneel on what were previously the leg rests, and to bend over what was formerly the seat.  We made short work of tying her face down with her ass up in the air, making her look even more exposed than before somehow.

“You did well earlier,” I said, as I began to slowly rub her buttocks.  “But now it’s time to teach you a stronger lesson.  When we got here today, you seemed to be expecting sex to be unpleasant, and even painful.  It’s time you discovered that even pain can become pleasure when it’s applied properly.”

The crack of my hand on her ass made her shout from both pain and surprise.  I rubbed the sore spot for a moment and then slapped the other cheek, the crack of it sounding unnaturally loud in the otherwise quiet room.

As I began rubbing the second sore spot, Ava slid underneath and pressed a large magic wand vibrator against her pussy.  She turned it on at the same instant my hand came down again, and I could tell the rush of pleasure it caused momentarily overcame the pain of my hand.

I picked up the pace and began spanking her in earnest, while Ava matched my rhythm by pressing the powerful vibrator against her clit with each strike and pulling it away in between blows.  Based on the trickle of fluid I could see running down her thigh, I knew I was making good progress.

“Would you care to try giving some pleasure while you’re receiving your own?” Nora asked.

She looked a little hesitant, but nodded her head after thinking about it for a few seconds.  Nora climbed in front of her and wiggled down until her crotch was perfectly positioned, and let her figure out the best way to perform oral sex while gagged with the large ring.

I watched and waited until I noticed how heavily Nora was breathing, an obvious sign that Abigail had figured out her sweet spot.  That was my cue to change the game again, so I grabbed a tube of lube from the cart, and squeezed a generous amount over her almost certainly virgin asshole.

Despite my urgings, she wasn’t able to relax at the thought of something penetrating her backdoor, but the gentle yet insistent pressure from my well-greased finger, coupled with Ava mashing the vibrator hard on top of her clit, finally got her to open up.  I fucked her with my index finger for a few minutes until I sensed she was getting used to it, and slipped a second finger inside before she knew what I was doing, and resumed spanking her in time with my anal thrusts.

It was obvious she was not only getting used to the conflicting sensations, but was starting to enjoy the combined attentions immensely.  On her own accord, she seemed to have put her tongue into overdrive, and was even forcing her head hard up into Nora’s snatch in order to get that tiny bit deeper.

I wasn’t sure where her inspired technique came from but it appeared to be highly effective, since Nora actually squirted with the strength of her orgasm, and almost fell flat on her face when it finished running its course.

Such a monumental effort had to be rewarded, so it was a good thing my cock was ready for round two already.  Of course, I still needed to keep her off balance, so her reward wouldn’t be quite the one she was expecting.

I greased my pole, added more to her rosebud, and slowly pressed my way in.  I felt her tense up in panic at the moment she realized it wasn’t my fingers up there this time, and had to get Ava to start fucking her with the most powerful vibrator in our collection before she began to relax enough for me to continue.

If I thought her pussy was tight, it was nothing compared to her ass, and with the additional pressure and stimulation caused by the powerful vibrator mere millimeters away from my cock, I knew this would be a ride neither one of us would ever forget.

Ava began matching my powerful thrusts perfectly with thrusts of her own, so it was almost like I was fucking her with two dicks at the same time.  I resumed spanking her so she could experience it all at the same time, and that was the last bit needed to send her into her most powerful orgasm so far.

Luckily Nora has recovered enough that she was able to ‘climb aboard’ again, and use her cunt to help muffle Abigail’s screams.  I hoped she didn’t have any nosy or paranoid neighbors, since to an outsider, I’m sure it sounded like bloody murder in here.

Just as her orgasm started to fade, Ava cranked the vibrator to high speed and I began pumping in and out of her ass as fast and hard as I could.  It instantly reignited the dying embers of her lust and sent her to an even higher peak than before.

Between the three of us, we kept her in a string of near continuous orgasms for what seemed like forever, but I was only human, and couldn’t hope to outlast her; I shot my load deep inside her ass, giving her one last massive orgasm before her body gave out and she collapsed, completely spent.

We left her like that so she could recover at her own pace, but I had Nora run her a hot bath that they shared once she was ready.  Figuring she’d be ravenous after expending all that energy, Ava put together a simple meal for them while I packed up my supplies.

At the last moment I put together a ‘care package’ of naughty supplies for Nora to use on her for the rest of the weekend, and left them to figure things out on their own.  My job was done for now, so Ava and I quietly slipped out and went home.

Once inside the closed confines of the van, the smell of Ava’s arousal became more than obvious, and I felt a brief pang of guilt at not letting her have as much fun as the rest of us did.  Luckily for her, I was ready for another round by the time we got home and she was tied spread eagle across our coffee table.

She was hot and bothered enough to go all night, but the control I’d had to exercise during Abigail’s session had left me exhausted.  I compromised by strapping her ‘evil’ belt over her loins, but in gradual pleasure mode this time, so she could enjoy an orgasm once per hour until the batteries died.

Of course, since I was so exhausted by that point, I completely forgot the battery pack could last for over eighteen hours when used in that mode.  Needless to say, she was more than exhausted when I finally got up at the crack of noon the next day and let her loose, but she didn’t seem to mind in the least.



Chapter 15



Go to Bonus Story #3


Ava: The Assistant

I was completely useless when we returned to work on Monday, but not only from the rigors of the weekend.  My period had started, and it’d hit me like a freight train this time.

The cramps were so bad I couldn’t stand to help him in the exam room, and I even skipped going to the club.  I was even feeling too miserable to think about what it meant for him, since this was the busiest week we’d booked in ages, and he was pretty much on his own.

Even after it’d passed I still didn’t feel up to my usual self, and we were falling behind in everything we needed to get done.  We eventually had to call on Nora to come help us out with the simple but tedious stuff, and that gave me an absolutely wonderful idea.

“Master,” I said, the next time we were alone in the office.  “Why don’t we hire Nora as a full time assistant?”

“That’s not a bad idea,” he replied.  “But since Nora was telling me about a new job she’s about to start next week, not likely to happen.”

“What about Abigail?”

“She’s nowhere near ready for that kind of public display with complete strangers.”

“Well… maybe we could find someone new.  As much as I enjoy helping you, it’s obvious I can’t always be there when you need me, so I think you really need to hire someone.”

“I can just picture the want ad already,” he said, his voice dripping with sarcasm.  “Wanted: one kinky bitch who’ll help dominate and fuck my gagged and restrained clients.  Please post resume, naked picture, and a videography of your kinkiest bondage experiences.”

“I’m serious, Master.  All we need to do is find someone who reacts to your treatments the way the rest of your clients do, and we’ll be set.”

“I don’t think it’ll be as simple as you’re making it out to be, but I’ll think about it.  In the meantime, I think I’m about ready for a real break, so why don’t you strip and hop up into the chair, while I go fetch some supplies.  There’s something I’ve been meaning to try with nipple clamps, light surgical tubing, and about a dozen vibrators.

“Right away, Master,” I replied, trying to hide my grin.

It might take him a while to come to terms with it, but he really did need another assistant.  All I had to do was endure… or enjoy… the punishment for my impertinence, and then I was confident he’d see things my way.

One way or another, I knew we’d soon have some help around here.

***

The one we’d finally decided to try testing for real was named Drew Dillard, and while she was actually my top pick, I began to get nervous when the day of her trial finally came around.  I wasn’t scared that she’d run away screaming or anything, I was scared because I knew she wouldn’t.

For the first time since embarking on my plan with the doctor and his patients, I felt the ugly twinge of jealousy in my breast.  Drew was easily hot enough to make me quite horny if I thought about her for too long, and I could see lust for her in Master’s eyes just as apparently.

Perhaps my jealousy was too obvious, or maybe he just wanted to make sure there were no misunderstandings with Drew.  Whatever his reasoning was, it meant I found myself strapped tighter than ever in the exam chair, completely naked except for the oversized red ball gag filling my mouth.

Upon seeing me, her eyes grew wide enough that they looked even bigger than the ball gag felt, and she stopped dead in her tracks.

“This is Nurse Becker, but since we’re being informal you can call her Ava.”

“Umm… pleased to meet you Ava,” she finally replied.  “We never got a chance for an introduction earlier.”

“Mmph mm mmph mmh,” I mumbled around the mouth-stuffing monstrosity, nodding my head to help get the greeting across.

He sat down on the chair between my widely stretched legs and began massaging my inner thighs.

“I deal with patients who have a lot of repressed emotions and sexual hang-ups, and as such, often turn to unconventional methods of treatment.  Ava here started off as one of my first clients, and you’d never know it now, but she was a shy little virgin all through her college years and beyond.”

Her eyes widened when she saw him casually slip a pair of fingers up my vagina and begin thrusting them in and out, all without breaking eye contact with her.

“Come remove her gag so you can hear what she has to say about herself now.”

She froze for a moment at the request, but then hurried to comply, probably figuring I was there under duress.  Despite my jealous misgivings about her, I wasn’t about to let Master down by being a brat, so after working some life back into my jaw, I put my best front forward.

“Thanks honey,” I said.  “I like wearing a gag, but that one’s a real jaw-breaker.”

“Don’t complain to me,” Victor chuckled.  “You’re the one who picked it.”

“I know I did, but that was before I found out I was going to be wearing it for over an hour.”

“You could’ve signaled if it was becoming a problem.”

“I thought about it,” I said, lifting my right hand to show the emergency button I held.  “But I figured it wouldn’t be longer than I could stand.”

“So… umm… you’re ok with all of this?” she asked.

“I’m more than ok with it, honey; I look forward to each and every ‘refresher course’ from Victor.”

“While Ava is no longer a patient of mine, I make sure she gets a treatment once a month so she doesn’t forget what everything feels like for the patients under my care.”

“So if I work here, I’ll be strapped in the chair like she is while you diddle my twat?”

“It would be different each time, and ‘diddling your twat’ would only be a small part of it, but yes.  If you want to work here, then you need to know what it’s like to be on the receiving end of things.  Sometimes it’s embarrassing, occasionally uncomfortable, but usually quite pleasant by the end.”

“I’ll vouch for that,” I said, moaning a little from the attention I was still receiving between my legs.

His skilled ministrations soon obliterated my ability to listen to the speech he gave about what it was we really did, along with the prosaic stuff like wages, benefits, and other bonuses, although I believe he timed his speech to finish at the same time he brought me
 to my
 finish.

Since the ball gag hadn’t been replaced, my orgasm was quite noisy, and impossible to mistake for anything other than what it was.  He began releasing me from the chair while I was still recovering, and only had one more thing to say to her.

“If you want the job, then it’s yours, but you need to submit to a full
 exam, and it’ll be a real test to see if you can fit in here.  Take a few minutes to think it over, and if you decide you want to do it, there’s a changing room on your left.”

She went straight there so she could think things over in private, while I went straight to the bathroom to take care of my own business.  I’d drunk far too much coffee this morning, and Master was lucky I hadn’t pissed all over the place after leaving me bound for so long and then forcing me to cum.

After taking care of business, I stepped back into the exam room and was both shocked and pleased to see Drew sitting tentatively on the edge of the exam chair wearing only one of the disposable gowns we stocked the change room with.  I gave her a thumbs-up in approval and walked over.

“Congratulations honey, I knew you had it in you,” I said.

“Can I get a hint or two about what I can expect him to do?”

“Not a chance,” I chuckled.  “Besides, every exam is different, and it all depends on how you react to the things he does.”

“Great… I feel so much better now.”

“I’m not here to be comforting… yet,” I mysteriously replied.

She didn’t get a chance to question me about it since Master returned at that moment, and began loading up a cart with supplies for Drew’s upcoming initiation and exam.  Suspecting he wanted to surprise her with what he chose, I did my best to distract her by giving her the routine physical we usually started off with.

I was probably more distracting than usual, since I made sure my bare boobs were mere inches from her face for most of the time, and was quite pleased to see her own nipples begin to stiffen in appreciation of what she was seeing.  I began to feel better at seeing her reaction to me, and thought that maybe she’d work out after all.

I thought she might bolt in panic when Master began putting cuffs on her wrists, but although her eyes were wild, she didn’t ask him to stop.  Within a minute he had her arms trapped above her head and her legs secured in the stirrups.  She was now his… or ours, I fervently hoped.

Master was from the school that if one restraint is good, then twenty is better.  Even though she’d lost the ability to go anywhere, he used every restraint we had to drive the fact of her utter helplessness home, and finished off with a rubber covered bit gag that even I would’ve considered harsh.

While Master did his thing, I continued with my earlier work and began giving her an extremely thorough breast exam, although for some reason my fingers never seemed to stray far from her now rock hard nipples.  My bad.

While I kept her distracted, Master stepped on the foot pedal and began slowly spreading her legs into the typical exam position, and then beyond.  In fact, he kept going until even a professional gymnast would be groaning under the strain.

When Master decides to test someone, he really doesn’t fuck around!

Continuing with the trend of bigger is better, he pulled out the biggest speculum in his collection and dabbed it with a barely adequate amount of lube before diving back between her legs.  I think he was actually trying to make her tap out for some reason, but she was apparently made of sterner stuff than we’d given her credit for.

Maybe she had a bigger cunt than I did, but she was even able to handle him cranking it far wider than what I knew I’d be able to handle myself, and didn’t even complain (much) when he left it in place after he’d finished.  My respect for her started to grow at that point, and I decided to help her get through what looked to be an overly severe situation to expect a rookie to handle.

I helped her relax by giving her one of my famous neck and shoulder massages, and it was just starting to work when Master returned with a completely full water bottle hanging from an IV stand.  Oh shit… he was really going all out today and was not only about to give her a massive enema, but the red bag meant it was the mixture that contained both soap and caffeine!

Once the tube was firmly lodged up her butt and the water flowing, he removed the speculum and began massaging both her belly and her clit.  I knew from personal experience that she’d soon be torn between pleasure and pain, and wondered which side of the fence she’d come down on.

Then I saw him grab the next item off the cart, and doubted it was going to be pleasure.  The catheter he’d selected was one of the easier ones to handle, being both thin and well lubed, yet there’s no such thing as a pleasant tube when it’s being forced towards your bladder.

The fact that he also picked up a large vibrator and pressed the tip of it over her clit to help keep her occupied didn’t mean he felt sorry for her, since I knew it would merely add another layer of sensations that her brain had to try and sort out.  Well, if this was the way Master wanted to play it, then I wasn’t about to interfere.

I began roughly pulling, twisting, and pinching her glorious nipples, only occasionally taking them into my mouth and sucking on them, just to help keep her off balance.  Master seemed to approve of my ministrations, although he countered my kissing and sucking by spanking her whenever I put my head down to her breast.

After a few minutes he removed the catheter and jammed the huge vibrator all the way up her cunt, which had to have been soaked in order to take that monster so easily.  I could easily hear the beast roar to life when he cranked the speed to the max, and for the first time I saw Drew begin to struggle in earnest.

Master watched her carefully for a few minutes, and just as she was about to cum, he picked up a bedpan, held it between her legs, and removed the enema tube.  The situation she was in finally took its toll on her, and with the relief of the enema being released, she came with a strength that almost had me joining her!

Master worked fast once she began coming down from her peak, pulling out the dildo, but sliding a butt plug into her ass before she could muster the strength to put up a fight.  I shook my head at Master and gave him a wry grin to let him know how impressed by how far he was going with her, and changed my position so I could be a little more comfortable for what looked to be a marathon session.

After trying a few different angles, I decided on the simple, yet effective position of sitting on top of her hands.  It allowed me to lean straight forward and get a good angle at her tits, while taking some of the load off my feet.

Just as I was getting comfortable, I almost jumped through the roof when I felt her fingers begin to wiggle around.  They quickly found their way inside and around my hungry cunt, and I gasped quite loudly when she found my clit and began seriously working my magic button over.

Master seemed quite amused at how things had proceeded, and merely teased her to keep her hot, while occasionally delivering a slap to her ass or cunt.  I knew he was going to wait until she made me cum before he continued with his plan, but feeling mischievous, I did my best to prolong things.

I kept it up as long as I could, but then I saw a look of impatience creeping over Master’s face, and decided not to tempt his wrath.  I began humping her fingers on my own in order to speed things up, and was soon on the cusp.

When I looked at Master’s face for permission to cum, he kept it stony and unforgiving.  Shit… he knew what I’d been doing earlier, and wasn’t amused.  Now I had to fight to keep going without cumming, and it was getting harder by the second.

Sometime over the last few minutes, Drew had figured out a way to lock her fingers up so I could impale myself on them with my gyrations, while also keeping  the thumb of her other hand over my clit to a devastating effect.  I knew I’d already earned one punishment for trying to amuse myself with Drew, and was about to earn a second, harsher one by cumming without permission.

Once it began, there was no stopping it.  I went over the top in style, bucking, thrashing, twitching, and screaming as every nerve in my body seemed to come alive with the release of my pent up passion, until I finally collapsed on top of her.

When my eyes could focus again, I saw Master frowning at me, and knew I was about to earn a third punishment if I didn’t do something to regain control in a hurry.

“That was lovely honey, thanks,” I said, as I stood on trembling legs.  “I could use a bit of a break and maybe a cup of coffee… how about you, Victor?”

“Coffee sounds great.  Pour me a cup and I’ll join you after I add a few things to keep Drew from getting bored.”

I saw him pick up three small rubber cups and lick the open ends before leaning over her with a smile.  I smiled myself, knowing they were suction cups from a snake-bite kit, and provided some delightful torment when applied over nipples as sensitive as hers must be by now.

Of course, it was
 three he’d selected, which left only one place he’d want to apply the last one, and sure enough, he used it over her blood engorged clit, causing her to shriek and struggle anew.  He finished off his plan for keeping her occupied by sliding a vibrating egg into her pussy, and covering her eyes with a blindfold to eliminate any other distractions.

Once she was taken care of, he grabbed me by my right nipple and harshly pulled me into his office.  Oh shit… he looked to be even madder at my whimsical presumption than I’d feared.

After bending me over his desk, gagging me with an inflatable gag, and tying me in place, I heard him unlock the file cabinet that contained the dreaded belt.  Sure enough, I felt him return a moment later and start to put it on me.

I suppose I could’ve struggled, but there was only one way this would end for me, and making his life difficult right now would only mean more time added to the punishment I’d just earned.  I bowed to the winds of fate and let him lock it in place.

He turned it on while I was still bent over his desk, and sat down in front of me.  He then pulled a piece of stationary off his pad, placing it right where I could see it, and began to write.

Dear Gustav,

I hear Austria is nice this time of year.  I hope things are going well for you.  Please send this key back to me whenever it’s convenient, but don’t rush.

Sincerely,

Dr. Victor Seges

My mind went blank as he sealed the note and key in an envelope, added the postage and address to the outside, and walked out the door to drop it into the mailbox.  Good God… not only was there the very real possibility of it getting lost in the mail, but Master Gustav was often away from home for months at a time, and that was the only key!

To say I was subdued when we returned to finish testing Drew was an understatement, and even watching my Master give her the screwing if her life couldn’t get me going enough to beat the evil program controlling my fate for the foreseeable future.  Since I was now pretty much out of commission until we got the key back, he had no choice but to hire her, and that’s how Drew entered our lives.

I wasn’t jealous of her anymore, yet I wished she hadn’t passed the test since all I could think of was how she looked while thrashing through orgasm after orgasm, while wishing it was me.

Her test was over, but mine had just begun.



Chapter 16



Go to Bonus Story #4


Victor: The Ultimate Challenge

I let Ava stew in her own juices for only three weeks before pulling out the key I’d hidden instead of mailed, and she’d been a changed woman ever since.  Drew joked that it was because she’d lost her mind after being kept at such an extreme state of arousal for so long, and that wasn’t actually too far off from the truth.

She initially seemed to be coping with it fairly well, but after a few days of constant torment, I pretty much had to keep her restrained twenty-four/seven.  I suppose I could’ve let her loose since I hadn’t really mailed the key overseas, but I hadn’t wanted her to start thinking about topping someone on her own again.

No… I needed to stay strong, and that’s what I did.  In fact, I’d even planned on keeping her like that until midwinter, but then I met Carol, and everything changed.  She wasn’t shy, or a complete introvert like Abigail, but if anything, she was worse off than her and Nora put together.

Helping her would be the ultimate challenge, and I needed every working brain cell Ava had left to help me pull this one off.  Carol was rich, powerful, a complete hard-ass, and enjoyed sex as much as the average guy enjoyed lick-cleaning the public toilet in a curry joint.

She was someone who had to be in complete control of any situation, and within minutes could micro-manage the fun out of anything.  Despite all that, her answers to some carefully crafted questions led me to belief she was actually quite submissive beneath her stone-bitch exterior, and that’s where all her problems stemmed from.

At some point in her life, she’d been hurt badly enough to make her shut the rest of the world out, and while talking to her for more than ten seconds wanted to make me hold her head underwater for a few hours, I did
 feel sorry for her because of that.

Only a little bit, though, since before I knew anything about her I’d already closed the doors to new clients, yet that hadn’t stopped her.  She’d simply barged her way into my office and demanded an immediate appointment.

Yeah… that went over about as well as you’re thinking, although I did consent to speak with her briefly, just to shut her up and make her go away faster.  Besides that, I had a few minutes to kill while waiting for my lunch to arrive.

“Tell me, Dr. Seges,” she bluntly said.  “Why should I spend my money here?  What is it you think you can do for me the other specialists can’t?”

“Simply put, I get results,” I replied, feeling amused at the way she tried to bully me right off the bat.

“You’ll have to do better than that if you want me
 as a client.”

“Sorry,” I shrugged.  “Miss Dillard will see you out.  Let her know if you change your mind someday.”

I stood and walked away from her, leaving her stunned speechless for several seconds.  I sat at my desk and began working on his computer, completely ignoring her.

“How dare you turn your back on me!  Who the hell do you think you are?” she finally sputtered.

“I’m the one who just ended this interview.  You may be rich and powerful, but most of my patients are, so that doesn’t really impress me very much.  Frankly speaking, fitting you into my schedule would’ve been a real pain in the ass, so I’m a little relieved you decided to take your business elsewhere.”

“I haven’t decided that yet,” she protested.  “I just want to know how this treatment of yours works.”

“You’re used to being the one in control to the point of micro-managing everything.  That won’t work here for what I do, and since I judge you incapable of giving up even the slightest bit of control, you might wind up being the one to break my perfect record.”

“I can do anything I set my mind to.  How else do you think I worked my way up to CEO, VP, and finally owner of my company?”

“You did it by being a complete hard-ass and workaholic.  You did it every day for years until you worked yourself into the rut you’re in now.  Your inability to relax even the tiniest amount is why you can’t get any enjoyment out of sex anymore.”

My candor made her pause to regroup, but I quickly continued before she could grill me on how I figured that out so fast.

“I’m still willing to consider taking you as a client, but I won’t put up with any bullshit in the exam room.  You either do what I say, when I say it, or we end the session on the spot.  If it makes you feel better, you’ll only be charged after we make positive progress.”

I could practically see the mental conversation she was having with herself, and knew my words impressed her more than any fawning or sucking up ever would’ve.  My blunt and direct approach had left her off balance and more than a little miffed, yet she calmed down almost instantly and sat up straight before calmly replying.

“At my
 office, when I give an order I expect it to be instantly carried out.  This is your
 office, and I’m smart enough to know what that means.  I’m also smart enough to know that if you hire an expert, you don’t dismiss their recommendations.  If you think you can help me, then I’m in.”

“Very well, Carol,” I said with a sigh.  “We can give it a try if you really mean what you just said.”

“I may be a ruthless hard-ass bitch, but I’m an honest one.  When I say I’ll do something, I do it.”

“Then clear your weekend schedule and return here Saturday afternoon.  I’ll have to cancel my own plans, but it’s the only time in the next few months I’ll be able to squeeze you in.”

“That’s a little short notice, but I’ll do it.”

She strode out the door just as fast as she’d barged her way in to begin with, but not quite as arrogantly.  It appeared I’d earned her respect.

***

I was much better prepared for our second meeting.  Ava was free of the belt, and after a few dozen orgasms could think straight again.  Drew, from both top and bottom points of view, learned about some of the weirder esoteric techniques I might need to use, but most importantly, I had Edward’s help.

Pulling in a favor with him, he’d sent his battalion of private investigators and corrupt officials on her trail, and gathered up a surprising amount of facts about my new client.  Some of the sources pushed the boundaries of legality into a sideways dimension, but I was more than glad to have the info.

If nothing else it reinforced the need to cover my ass from a potential lawsuit from the crazy wench in case this thing went badly.  Rich, powerful, vindictive, and lawyer happy isn’t a combination I wanted to take lightly.

When the time for her appointment rolled around, she strode into my office like she owned the place.  That was only on the surface, though, and my keen and practiced eye could see the nervousness underlying the calm and collected appearance she habitually put on like a suit of armor.

I directed her to the change room so she could put on one of the cheapest disposable gowns I could find, and had the girls get things ready.  We’d planned things out carefully over the last few days, and they knew exactly what needed to be done.

Both of them would be present during today’s session as chaperones and witnesses… among the other things that Carol wouldn’t be expecting… but that wasn’t quite enough insurance for me.  I had Drew set up some video cameras so Carol knew from the start that she wouldn’t be able to mess with me afterwards.

When she reentered the room, I could see that we’d surprised her with our preparations, and a little bit of her supremely self-confident exterior showed the first signs of cracking.  Maybe this’d be easier than I thought.

I hid a smile and sat on my stool so I could make her fill out my special questionnaire for the camera, while Ava handled the routine and generic tests.  I kept my questions direct and to the point, phrasing them in ways that should’ve helped humiliate her, but she actually seemed to regain her composure.

Even questions like asking her how often she masturbated, and how big of a dildo she used didn’t seem to faze her, which made me alter my plans a little.  Not that it mattered much, since our verbal sparring was little more than foreplay for the main event, and I simply pressed on.

Ava was about to begin administering a breast exam, and I used the distraction it caused to not only lift her legs into the stirrups, but to fasten them in place with wide Velcro straps that were just as effective as any restraint in my collection.  She came close to complaining at that point, but a tiny shaking of my head, coupled with a rolling of my eyes, ensured she would endure any indignity to prevent me from ‘winning’ the battle of wills we were currently engaged in.

Of course, that didn’t last much past my use of rectal thermometer and speculum, and I was quite surprised to find her starting to get a little damp between the legs.  If humiliation or degradation was getting her juices flowing, I could work that angle quite effectively.

“Drew,” I said with a sigh.  “I think I’ll need a bigger speculum.  Go fetch the biggest one from the back cupboard please.”

Her body tensed as her anger rose at what I was implying, but she kept her mouth shut and stoically endured the larger device.  Before I went back to work, I gave Ava a nod, which was her signal to change from breast exam to breast massage.

As expected, Carol noticed the change in technique fairly quickly and tried to push her hands away, but that was also expected.

“None of that now,” Ava chided.  “You agreed to this, so you need to lie back and let us do our thing.  Drew?”

Working together, both Ava and Drew each grabbed an arm and had them strapped them down within a matter of seconds.  At the predicted squawk of complaint from Carol, Ava jammed a huge ball gag past her teeth and buckled it nice and tight, even though it was probably big enough that she wouldn’t be getting it out without assistance.

She was now stuck here for the duration, but I wanted to drive home how she was absolutely under my control, so I pulled out the full array of restraints I normally only used on Ava for our games.  Arms, legs, waist, chest, hips, head… if there was somewhere we could fasten her down, then we used a strap there, until she could barely move a millimeter.

“There doesn’t seem to be anything physically wrong with you,” I said once all the restraints were secure.  “So I think we’ll move on to the advanced examination, and combine it with a little therapy.  Submission therapy, that is.”

Now her eyes started to look a little wild, and although she had almost no movement available, I could tell she was fighting her bonds pretty heavily.  I could also see her nectar practically gushing out of her cunt, though, and knew I was on the right track.

I’d been right about what would turn a sexually ambivalent control freak on, and now it was time to see if my other guesses were right as well.  I nodded my head at the cart, and Ava picked up the cue almost immediately.

It was time to make my patient a lot less comfortable.

Not part of my regular examination room supplies, the box full of heavy filing room elastics was the perfect thing to use to constrict the base of her tits.  Even though they were barely big enough to fit over her luscious mammary glands, a single elastic didn’t do a lot, so I had the girls use ten on each side.

Once they were standing proudly out from her chest and turning a nice shade of red, I waved for them to quickly move onto the next phase.  Both girls shuddered slightly as they donned their rubber gloves and took a healthy scoop from the jar labeled Concentrated Liquid Heat Gel.

After fully covering her engorged globes with a healthy excess of the paste, Ava pulled out the vacuum cylinders and placed one over the closer nipple, sucking it deeper into the tubes than even I normally went, and it must’ve been absolutely throbbing.  By the time the second nipple was sucked into its tube, the gel had started to work on her poor, abused breasts, and a sheen of sweat had broken out over her entire body.

I started humming absently while I cranked her legs wider apart, stopping only when they were as taut as a bowstring, and her ass had actually lifted off the seat a little.  I made sure to snap the rubber glove when I put it on, and knew she was wondering if she was about to receive more of the evil, burning gel in a far more sensitive spot.

I’d considered it, but since I already knew I was going to stick my dick in there, didn’t want to sabotage myself.  No… all I needed to do was grease up her backdoor a little for the next part of my plan.

I spent a few minutes working my index finger in and out of her ass before changing to two fingers to ensure she was ready for the stretching the double bladder enema tube caused.  After sliding the rectal tube in place, I made sure that both the inner and outer bladders were expanded to their maximum size before opening the valve to let the soapy solution start filling her.

The solution Drew had mixed up in advance might’ve been a little strong, since I could tell the cramping hit her before the bag was even a third of the way empty.  Still, it was too late to change things now, so I let it continue to fill her, and when she began to complain at the absolute limit of her ability, stepped back so I could add the final layer to her humiliation.

I kicked my stool out of the way and gave her a pair of open hand slaps to her wonderfully exposed ass cheeks.  Even gagged, she managed to howl surprisingly loud, although it was probably out of shock than any genuine distress.

My reply was to simply wait until she paused to catch her breath, and then deliver another pair of slaps even harder.  By the tenth round I could tell her struggles and screams were getting fairly feeble from the lack of air she was able to get, and had Drew change the ball gag for a simple, yet still overly large ring gag.

Figuring she was at an all-time low, I changed tactics and began stroking her labia with gentle, yet insistent strokes.  I kept it up until she’d visibly calmed down, and then asked Ava for the pan.

The foul water practically exploded out of her ass in the instant I removed the air from the bladders, but at least it was over quickly, and I traded the pan for a pre-lubed butt plug, which actually slid into place with minimal effort, despite Carol being an anal virgin.

After cleaning her up, I resumed stroking her labia like before, but without the enema to distract her from the pleasurable sensations I was causing, she began to get really
 worked up.  I was positive I could make her explode by spending just a few seconds concentrating on her clit, yet it wasn’t the right time just yet.

I needed to ensure she was at the absolute rock bottom before allowing her to climb up to the peak, and it wasn’t easy.  I couldn’t for the life of me figure out why she couldn’t get any enjoyment out of sex, since her body was already reacting more powerfully than Ava and Drew put together, yet I hadn’t even gotten to the really good stuff yet!

I cut off my teasing and tormenting after another fifteen minutes, and raised my head to my patiently waiting assistants.

“What do you think, girls?” I asked.  “It looks like our client is running out of patience, yet she hasn’t given any indication of thinking about anything other than herself.”

“I think she’s self-centered and egotistical,” Drew replied.  “I also think she lacks any self-discipline or desire to learn what a sexual encounter should really be like.”

“I disagree,” I countered.  “I think she can learn if given the right motivation.  Am I right, Carol?”

As I asked the question, I slid a pair of fingers up her hungry cunt and began gently massaging her G-spot.  Her moan of pure rapture was the only intelligible sound to make it past the ring gag, and was answer enough.

“It sounds like someone is definitely starting to enjoy themselves.  Perhaps she wants to earn the privilege of cumming?”

She tried to agree with me and got her point across by staring me in the eye as I began pumping my fingers faster and harder.  I stopped, however, just before she could pop, which elicited a scream of frustration, followed by a pleading whimper.

“How badly do you want to cum?” I asked, standing and removing my belt.

She froze as the implications of what I asked sunk in, but was too close to the edge to care.  Taking her silence for assent, I stepped up to her head and slapped my already-hard prick against her lips.

“You know what to do,” was all I said.

Despite the ring gag keeping her from wrapping her lips over me, and the restraints keeping her from any real movement, she did her best to accommodate me.  All she could really do was use her tongue a little, and angle her head so I could thrust straight into her throat without making her gag too badly.

Satisfied she was about as close to rock bottom as she could get, and still doing her best to please me, I decided she’d earned the reward she was craving.  I went back between her widely spread legs and placed the tip of my cock between her swollen lips.

I held a hand just out of her range of vision and used it to count down from three.  On three, Ava and Drew each grabbed a vacuum tube and popped them off her engorged nipples, while I rammed my prick as hard and as deep into her as I could.

Between it all, it was enough to send her into overload, and she literally exploded into orgasm.  I didn’t have to much more than hold my cock deep inside her, and let her twitching and contractions do all the work.

I let her ‘ride the pole’ until her orgasm began to finally subside, and then retook the active role at full tilt.  I began to slam my cock into her hard enough to make the heavy chair move a little with each powerful thrust, and it took mere moments before she began cumming once again.

She was definitely at the peak now, but I was still going strong and decided to try and see if we couldn’t put her into orbit.  I started thrusting faster, added some thumb action directly onto her clit, and had the girls begin playing with her still overly-sensitive nipples.

Her next orgasm was the strongest of them all, and was enough to make me lose control and pump my seed inside her, riding out the waves of pleasure we shared.  By the time we’d both finished, we were both equally spent, and equally satisfied.

I had the girls handle the aftercare, wiping the gel off her tits and dribbling some water past her gag.  I could see her visibly wince each time one of the elastics were cut off, and was willing to bet her twin globes were more sensitive than they’d ever been, or ever would be again.

My theory was confirmed as the cleanup continued, and Carol began to visibly show her arousal rising in record time.  I gave them leave to have a little fun with her, and stepped back so I could take it all in.

While Ava began kissing her deeply, Drew shucked off her lab coat… the only item of apparel she was wearing… and took a seat next to her.  One hand went back to fondling Carol’s breasts, while the other went between her legs to fan the fires even hotter.

It didn’t take long for Ava to ditch her own lab coat, and after giving Carol a good look at her trim and beautiful body, lean close to ask her the all-important question.

“Do you still want more?” she asked.

Carol quickly nodded her head and grunted out a yes.

“Then it’s time you reciprocated and gave back a little of the pleasure we’ve been giving you.”

Ava climbed onto the chair and reversed herself so she could plant her pussy over Carol’s face.  My view wasn’t very good, but based on Ava’s moans of delight, I assumed she’d managed to find the magic button and was giving it a good working over with her tongue.

I decided to remove the gag and see how Carol would react, and was pleased to find that not only didn’t she try to complain, but she put her mouth into overdrive and sent Ava over the top in short order.  It looked promising, but I needed to make sure, so as soon as Ava recovered, I had her switch places with Drew.

Drew had been teasing her mercilessly, and Ava was even better at keeping someone at the absolute edge, yet Carol fought through the supreme distraction with surprising skill.  By rights, Carol had earned herself another orgasm or two for her good work, yet I wanted to see how far we could push her.

My hand on her shoulder let Drew know she was to remain where she was, with Carol’s skilled tongue still hard at work.  It wasn’t long before she came a second time and was more than ready for a break, but I was sure she could handle a bit more, and used a spare strap to pull her elbows together behind her back.

She had to bite her lip to keep from complaining, since her pussy was quite overly sensitive by now, yet I didn’t relent; I knew I needed to push this beyond the edge right now, or it’d be a waste of all we’d done today.

Only when Drew began cumming for the third time, and went so far over the edge that she wrapped her legs around Carol’s head and practically smothered her, did I nod for Ava to finish the job.  She came in an instant.

Drew also went directly into a fourth orgasm and began squirting all over Carol’s face, practically drowning the poor girl, yet it seemed to drive her own passion even higher.  They both kept going for an almost unnaturally long time, and only when Drew started to collapse did I take a hand and help her to climb off the completely wiped out and completely satisfied
 girl.

She was too tired to say much once we’d finished, let her loose, and helped her get cleaned up, but I knew we’d more than satisfied her.  The only question she had before leaving was to ask when she could schedule her next session.



Chapter 17



Go to Bonus Story #5


Ava: Group Therapy

Master claimed to be pleased how work was going, yet I could tell that one client in particular was still being a thorn in his side.  It wasn’t like Carol was trying to be difficult, or being deliberately obtuse, yet the progress she’d made was limited to the exam room and outside our office, nothing had changed for her.

It was the only blemish on an otherwise perfect record, and I knew trying to come up with a solution for her was close to driving him crazy.  It was driving me crazy too, since it distracted him from our own fun, and often left him short tempered and ready to dole out harsher punishments than I deemed fair.

I hoped he figured it out soon, or it was highly probable that all three of us would go noisily insane in the very near future.  The answer, when he finally found it, stunned us all.

It was time to up the ante, and host our very first group therapy session.

***

“Welcome, Carol,” Master said as she strode into the office.  “I’d begun to think you changed your mind about attending.”

“Sorry I’m late, but I employ too many incompetent idiots, so explaining what I needed done by Monday took a lot longer than expected.”

“Have a seat and I’ll introduce you to the others.”

She slipped out of her blazer and took the proffered seat on the sofa next to Nora.  I poured some champagne for everyone while he made introductions, and while everyone seemed initially tense, they began chatting amiably before too long.

The only problem seemed to be that Carol was still in ‘boss mode’ and wanted to take charge of everything.  We’d have to do something about that in a hurry since both Nora and Gail were fairly submissive and she’d run roughshod over them if we didn’t intervene.  Master was way ahead of me, though, and after whispering some instructions to me, stepped into the circle of girls to take control.

“Before you all come up with too many wild plans and crazy ideas about what’s going to happen this weekend, I think we should start with a simple game of chance.”

“What do you mean?” Carol asked.

“To put it simply, I’d like to keep things as fair as possible for everyone, so here’s what we’re going to do.  Ava?”

I was standing at the sideboard where he kept his limited bar supplies, with three fresh glasses of champagne.  As the girls turned to look at me, I opened a small vial and tipped the contents into one of the glasses.  I then deliberately stepped in front of the tray and spun it around to hide which glass I’d just doctored.

“Think of this as Russian Roulette.  You just saw Ava pour a fast acting sedative into one of the champagne flutes, and whoever falls asleep will become a bondage toy for those who remain awake.  I think it’s the fairest way to begin.”

The girls all looked nervous at the thought of being the one singled out for use by the others, but I could see by the flush of their cheeks and increased breathing rate that they were all secretly hoping to be the one.  None of them declined to take a glass, and raising them high in a toast, they all downed each of their entire drinks in a matter of seconds.

They immediately began looking at each other, trying to determine who got the drugged drink.  It wasn’t long before Abigail’s head began to nod and her eyes took on a glazed look.  Carol crowed in triumph and started getting up to go over to her, but couldn’t quite get her legs to cooperate.

She fell back into her chair with a puzzled look on her face and slowly slumped to the side.  Within a minute all three girls were out like a light, since I’d actually drugged all three glasses before making a show with one of them.  This was Master’s game, and there was no way he’d let Carol take it away from him.

Drew came out of the exam room pushing a cart with three heavy duffle bags, dropping one in front of each girl at random.  Master had prepared the contents with great care, but still liked a bit of a random element to things.

We started with Nora and while it might’ve been more efficient if we all took a different girl to get ready, it was far easier to all work together since their limp bodies were difficult to maneuver alone.  After stripping off her street clothes, I opened the first bag to see what she’d be wearing for transport to the dungeon.

Her bag contained a standard canvas Posey straitjacket and other institutional style restraints.  I helped Drew lift and spread her legs so Master could insert the e-stim butt plug and oversized vibrator into their respective holes.  After setting them to operate randomly, a thick pair of rubber panties held them in place and we sat her up so we could work on the jacket next.

After working her limp, noodle-like arms into the sleeves and getting the back started, we laid her on the floor to make it easier to pull the straps nice and tight.  While Master made sure they were all perfectly tight, Drew put a stiff cervical collar around her neck to keep her head from flopping around.

We sat her up again so I could install the double-ratchet Whitehead gag and Master could start on her legs.  The padded leather restraints were four inches wide and extremely long for such a slender girl, so rather than putting a cuff on each ankle, he had Drew hold her feet together so he could wrap the cuff around both at once.  I finished well before they did, so he had me wrap a long Ace bandage over the gag to keep her from drooling all over the place.

Master managed to get three in a row up to her knees before declaring her well and truly restrained, and moved to Abigail.  Dumping the contents of her bag on the floor, I saw that she’d gotten the leather selection.

It was tough to get the larger butt plug up her almost virgin backdoor, but the muscle relaxants included with the sedative helped a lot and with quite a bit of grease, it eventually slid into place.  Her vibrator had a built-in clit stimulator, and even running on random I’d be willing to bet she’d regain consciousness in the middle of a powerful orgasm.

Considering that, he had me use use not only the rubber panties, but an adult diaper as well so she wouldn’t make a mess on the way to her destination.  The leather straitjacket was a touch small for her, but looked amazing once it was snugly in place.  Master apparently thought so as well, since he paused to take a few pictures of her tightly encased body before continuing.

Drew put on the tall leather posture collar while he went to work on her legs with a dozen long leather belts.  Folding her legs back, he used the first two pairs to put her into a nice frog tie, and then used the second two pairs to weld them together.

The final two pairs went around her entire body, putting her into a compact ball tie, and with the addition of a leather covered bit gag, she was ready for transport.  Now it was Carol’s turn, and by process of elimination, I knew she’d had the misfortune to get the latex gear.

Inflatable dildos went up both her ass and snatch, with a clit vibe to make sure she wouldn’t get bored in case she woke up early.  Her latex panties were thinner than the ones used on the other girls, but just as effective.

We had to use a ton of talcum powder to get the black latex jacket on her, but the end result was well worth it, since the stretchy jacket showed every inch of her body like a second skin, especially her beautiful rock-hard nipples.  Master had us hold her upright while he pulled the crotch strap, just so he could make it extra taut and keep to the skintight look he’d created on the rest of her body.

If I thought it was tough getting the jacket on her, it was nothing compared to her leg restraints.  Made of a single long, wide, and slightly tapered tube of latex, it took all three of us to roll it up her legs until they were glued together from the tips of her toes to the top of her waist.

It was so tight, I wondered if we’d be able to get it off without cutting and ruining it, but I’d let Master worry about that.  We had to finish up and get on the road soon or they might wake up before we got them settled into their weekend accommodations.

I slipped the rubber bladder of the inflatable gag into her mouth and slowly pumped it up while they fitted the adjustable posture collar around her neck.  Starting not quite as tall as the leather one, it was deceptive since the adjustment bar could make it more severe than the other two styles combined.  He gave it a few more turns than normal, and I silently winched in sympathy for her.

“Ok, ladies,” he finally said with satisfaction.  “Let’s load ‘em up and hit the road.  We’ve got a lot of work to do and not a lot of time to do it.”

While it was true we had a lot of work to do, none of us cared in the least.  The fun we were expecting to have this weekend would be a more than fair compensation, and I could hardly wait.

***

Master didn’t have a proper dungeon, per se, but since he had the full use of Master Laste’s extensive resources this weekend, that made a personal dungeon a moot point.  We unloaded our precious cargo with the aid of some of his staff, and soon had them installed in restraints that made me glad I wasn’t in their shoes this weekend.

Three small, padded benches faced each other in a room full of mirrors, each with one of our helpless little ladies on top.  Master had kept them in their straitjackets, but now the sleeves went straight down to the floor instead of around the torso.

Rearranging the arms that way allowed not only for a convenient binding point, but also gave us room to strap their bodies down to the bench.  One final belt from the back of the gag strap to the back of the jacket ensured their upper bodies were all but immobile.

While restrictive, none of that was out of the ordinary, and would actually be reasonably comfortable compared to some of the other methods or positions he might’ve chosen for them.  No… what made it harsh was the way their legs were spread wide and pulled high above them, forcing their backs into a cruel arch.

More importantly, it left their asses and crotch exposed for whatever fun and games Master decided on.  Right now the butt plugs and vibrators were still stuffed inside them, and would remain there until all three were fully awake and aware of their predicament.

Nora’s vibrator was programmed for random stimulation, and was connected to the e-stim butt plug running with random shocks.  I knew from personal experience it was a powerful combination, and felt a little sorry for her, since the chance of her reaching orgasm was pretty slim.

I felt sorry for Abigail as well, although for a polar opposite reason.  Her toys were running on what I called ‘freight train’ mode, since the rumbling and pounding of three powerful vibrator motors running together would feel like a freight train between her legs.

Even while unconscious, I could see the powerful toys were ripping multiple orgasms out of her on a regular basis, and I was surprised it hadn’t driven her back to consciousness yet.  She only started coming to her senses shortly after Nora did, and now all we needed to do was wait for Carol.

Master wasn’t idle while we waited, and that meant neither were Drew and I.  He’d had us strip naked the moment the other girls were securely bound, but after perusing Master Edward’s supplies for a few minutes, gave us a few accessories to wear.

The first thing he had each of us put on was a double-sided penis gag that came close to triggering my gag reflex with how large it was.  At least the larger dick was on the outside of the gag, so I didn’t have a silicone phallus jammed down my throat.

He must’ve liked the way they looked on us, since the next thing he had us put on was a double-sided strap-on dildo.  I’d never worn one before, and found it odd, yet fun, since every movement I made caused the outside dildo to move, which caused the one inside me to move as well.

I was surprised when he tossed us each a pair of shackles and cuffs, since we weren’t usually bound while working with a patient, and was doubly shocked when he connected my wrist chain to the ankle one with a piece of chain that was a foot or so too short for comfort.

It meant we had to fill three carts with supplies, while being forced to stay bent over and walk with tiny, shuffling steps.  It slowed us down more than a little, but I guess it didn’t matter much in the end, since we had lots of time to kill.

While we rushed to do his bidding, he sat in a comfortable armchair with a glass of champagne, and kept a close eye on our three patients through a two-way mirror, and on a monitor displaying their vitals.  Sedatives can be dangerous, especially when the patient is bound and gagged in such a restrictive state.

Once all three were back in the land of the living, he ordered Drew to take care of Nora, while I was to work with Abigail, and he took charge of Carol.  He removed the short chain keeping me bent over so I could do my job, but left everything else in place.

The first order of business was to replace their butt plugs with hollow ones that could be fitted to the enema bags we’d prepared.  While not quite as high of a volume as usual, the girls were in for a rude awakening when we opened the valves, since the water we’d filled them with was fairly cold.

While waiting for the bag to empty, I switched the vibrator program from ‘freight train’ to tormenting denial, and connected a fresh battery pack.  While normally good for half a day, freight train mode really sucked the juice out of it, and since this was to be an extremely long session, didn’t want to risk losing power.

It took another ten minutes before all three enema bags were empty and we could disconnect the bags, but Master had us plug them off instead of letting them drain.  He wanted the cramping they were experiencing to be a counterpoint to the sensations we’d be inflicting upon them over the next hour or so.

It would be tough for them to handle, but not nearly as painful as what he had planned next.  We each picked up a paddle from our carts, and held them up so the girls could get a good look at the flat, two-foot long boards made out of heavy Lexan, with holes covering the entire surface area.

It was a serious implement, and I knew I’d have to be careful with how hard I swung it, but even a fairly weak blow seemed to have a devastating effect on the girls.  Three shrieks filled the room when we landed our first blows in unison, and I could see both cheeks of Abigail’s ass immediately start to change color.

He gave them a moment to get used to the pain before signaling us to strike again, and after a brief warm-up period, soon had the three of us striking in perfect unison with a blow every five seconds.  We kept it up for a full five minutes before he allowed us to stop and rub some cooling cream over the abused area.

Once our tender ministrations were finished, we were supposed to drain the enemas, but Master altered his plan at that point, and gestured for us to come over to him instead.  Shoving his supplies out of the way, he hopped up onto his cart, pulled a beer out of a cooler, and raised it in a toast to the three bound girls.

He amused himself for the next hour or so by playing with our tits, giving us the occasional buzz with the vibrating strap-on dildos we were still wearing, and sipping his beer.  He eventually gave me leave to release the enemas and clean the girls up a little, but since Drew followed behind me with a huge grease gun and refilled each girl with the stuff, it probably wasn’t much of a relief to them.

He let them stew for at least another hour that way, with the tormenting vibrators still running and reducing them to a trio of gibbering wrecks.  Even though I wasn’t in as bad of shape as the girls, I was still extremely glad when he hopped off the cart and returned to the plan.

“I’m guessing I have your full attention now, ladies so I think we can finally begin your group session.  Tell me… which one of you is the horniest?” he innocently asked.

While they all did their best to get his attention, it was Abigail who was able to make herself heard the best around the bit gag she wore.  Without further ado, he simply walked behind her, dropped his pants, removed the toy from her cunt, and replaced it with his hard cock.

It took less than thirty seconds before she started cumming in a rather impressive display, and Master didn’t slow down at all until her orgasm had fully run its course.  He replaced the vibrator and moved on to Nora, where he repeated his actions exactly.

She also came in about half a minute, and since neither had lasted long enough to really get him going, he was still raring to go when he stepped behind Carol.  She exploded in less than ten seconds, yet her orgasm looked in no way inferior to those he’d given the other girls.

I saw a wrinkle on his brow as he replaced Carol’s toy, since the plan had been to take them all in turn until he came, and then I was to take over and finish the circle.  Since he’d managed to satisfy all three of them without cumming, he simply shrugged and went back to Abigail to start the circle again.

In an impressive display of endurance and control, he managed to make not only Abigail cum again, but Nora as well.  To keep things fair for everyone, he finished the circuit by bring Carol off with fingers and tongue, replaced her toy, and took a seat so he could recharge his batteries.

As I moved back to his side, I gave him a silent golf-clap of appreciation for the impressive show he’d put on, and opened a beer for him.  In a far shorter time than I imagined possible, he was ready to continue with the group session, and we each took our places behind our assigned girls.

This was the part where all that grease Drew had used would come in handy, since we didn’t remove their vibrators this time.  Instead, we cranked them up to full blast and removed their butt plugs.

Sodomizing them together was to be their final group humiliation for the day, and was the reason he’d chosen the strap-on dildos for us.  The whole purpose of this scene was to let them share the good and bad together, and hopefully form a sort of bond.

I think it worked in a way even he hadn’t foreseen, since each time one of the girls started to cum, the other two were immediately thrust into orgasms of their own, almost like their bodies were linked.  Just before their third simultaneous orgasm happened, Master turned my vibrator onto high speed, and something truly special occurred.

Carol began cumming first this time, and not only did her display drive the other two girls over the top, but Master, Drew, and me all exploded as well in a six-way orgasm that we’d probably never be able to repeat.  I was in absolute awe, and wondered what else he had planned for this amazing weekend session.
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Go to Bonus Story #6


Victor: The Kinky Asylum

I thought my incredibly successful group session had leveled the last vestiges of the wall Carol had built around her, but something didn’t seem right.  On each of her regular monthly appointments, her happiness seemed more and more forced, and I had to sit her down to find out what was wrong.

“If you don’t mind me saying, you’re looking a little bummed out today,” I said as we sat down in my office.

“I guess I am,” she admitted.  “Nora and Gail are pretty much a solid pair these days and I feel like an extra wheel whenever they let me join in their private games.  I try to leave them alone as much as possible, but none of the other men or women I’ve dated are able to give me any sexual gratification.”

“None at all?”

“Nope.  I had high hopes for this guy I met at the Silver Crop last weekend, but he turned out to be a wham-bam, thank-you-ma’am type of guy, despite the bondage.”

“That’s a shame,” I replied, consoling her as much as possible.  “I had such high hopes after you learned to share your emotions with others during our group session last month.”

“I thought it might’ve done the trick myself, especially after learning how to deal with the embarrassment of what you did.  I mean really… if you would’ve told me when we first met how I’d enjoy having an enema, getting spanked, and then being forced to cum over and over again in front of complete strangers, I’d have said you should be locked up in a padded room.”

“Hmm,” was all I said, as the gears began turning.

I think she’d expected me to laugh at her little joke, and looked confused when I appeared to take it seriously.

“There’s one thing we could try if you really
 want to break down the last of your inhibitions, but it won’t be an easy option.  It’ll also mean you’ll have to take several months off from work.”

“Several months?” she asked incredulously.  “I don’t think that’s possible, or I won’t have a company left by the time I get back.  My entire board of directors has a combined two brain cells between the lot of them.”

“While I don’t know them personally, I do know that if they were really that incompetent you would’ve fired their asses long ago.  The choice is yours, but I say you give them a chance… and give yourself a chance as well.”

“What will I be doing for all those months?”

“Learning,” was all I said.

I was grossly understating things when I casually mentioned that it wouldn’t be easy for her, yet it was possibly her last hope.  I didn’t even want to answer the simplest of questions, in case she managed to get something out of me that she was in no way ready to hear.

It was a sign of how desperate she truly was, when she agreed to everything within fifteen minutes, and started organizing things so her company could run itself for the next few months.  Her preparations took a full month to get in order, but at last she was as ready as she’d ever be, and showed up at my office at the appointed time.

As instructed, she arrived wearing only a simple dress.  No underwear, purse, or wallet, and with her house key already mailed to me, she was now mine to do with as I pleased until I decided otherwise.

I gestured towards a waiting gurney, and knowing what was expected of her, she slipped out of her dress and hopped on.  Ava and Drew were watching and waiting in the next room, and immediately entered at that point and began strapping her right hand side in place.

While they gagged her with a hard, breather style ball gag, I put on a pair of rubber gloves and let her know a bit of what was going to happen.

“In order to make sure you don’t get any preferential treatment that might interfere with my program, you’ll be prepared for transport just like any other patient.  To that end, you’ll be restrained and given a sedative to ensure you don’t harm yourself or your handlers until you’re safely in place.  The sedative we use can be given either orally or anally, but we rarely give it orally since it’s quite bitter and most people gag on it.”

The girls lifted her free leg up so I could grease up her rectum and slide in the hose connected to the oversized syringe containing the powerful sedative and muscle relaxant.  As soon as the contents were injected up her ass, I replaced the hose with an inflatable butt plug, and pumped it up as much as possible to ensure there wouldn’t be any leakage.

The sedative worked fast, and she was halfway out of it when I shoved a nice, fat dildo up her cunt, and stepped back to let the girls finish restraining her.  From the way her limbs flopped when they laid her back, I knew the restraints were redundant, but if nothing else, they’d keep her from accidentally falling off during transport.

It was a long drive to the clinic, but Carol was too out of it to notice.  I might have used too much of the sedative on her, but her vitals were stable, so I stopped worrying about it after a while, and concentrated on what needed to be done once we arrived.

My worries turned out to be groundless, and the staff who greeted us upon our arrival seemed completely competent and professional.  We parked Carol in a wet room for her recovery, while a man named Sven gave me a tour of their facilities.

I was more than happy with what I saw, and started developing some additional plans to help keep Ava occupied while Carol underwent her treatment.  When word was sent that Carol was waking up, we adjourned to the command center so we could watch the proceedings via the CCTV system that blanketed the entire place.

Two nurses dressed head to toe in shiny white latex were just entering the room, and worked efficiently to get Carol into a hanging spread eagle.  Once taut and secure, they began cleaning her using a high pressure hose, coarse looking brushes, and plenty of soap.

They paused to stick some lenses over her eyes before soaping down her head, which was absolutely needed, since I knew the soap contained a powerful depilatory.  It wasn’t long before the only hair remaining anywhere on her body was her eyebrows and lashes, and her long, luxurious mane of hair was clogging the floor drain.

Once she was rinsed clean and the lenses removed, they went to work making sure she was just as perfect inside as she now was outside.  A triple enema and douche ensured that, and between everything she’d been through, Carol didn’t even have the strength left to struggle much as the nurses replaced the butt plug and dildo with the even larger ones that were standard around here, was wrapped in a tight, canvas straitjacket, and had padded steel shackles locked around her ankles.

While one of them helped her regain her feet, the other retrieved a wicked looking cattle prod from a cabinet, and ordered her out of the room.  They steered her into a tiny padded cell, gave her a low powered zap with the prod to make sure she knew to toe the line while staying here, and suggested she try to get some rest.

The camera changed to a type of night vision view once the lights went out, and I watched until she seemed to settle down.  It was definitely going to be harder on her than I thought, so I asked Sven about it.

He said they could tailor their approach in any way I saw fit, but asked for a chance to do it their way first since they had a hundred percent success rate with their current program.  By completely breaking her down as fast as possible, it allowed them to rebuild her from the ground up without any of the previous baggage she came in with, and he personally guaranteed me she’d come to no real harm.

When he explained the fine details of their program, I had to admit he made a lot of sense, and decided to let her training continue his way for at least a few days.  A room was made ready for my use… along with rooms if I wanted to play with or train Ava… and their company’s private jet was on twenty-four hour standby if I needed to head home in a hurry.

We all made it an early night since Carol’s day started at six in the morning, and I wanted to keep a close eye on the proceedings.  Considering the nature of this place, I thought it’d be amusing to bed Ava down for the night in identical restraints to what Carol was enduring, so I slept alone and managed to get some real, solid sleep, despite the unfamiliar surroundings.

Unfortunately, I overslept and had to rush to the control room so I could watch her orientation and initiation, which meant Ava would have to stay bound longer than originally planned.  I wasn’t too worried about her, though, since institutional restraints were designed for long-term wear, and she had a bladder the size of Texas.

I took my seat just as Sven and two of the staff nurses were opening the cell door, and poured myself a cup of coffee from a waiting carafe.

“My name is Sven, and I’ll be your primary handler,” he said without preamble.  “Today will be your orientation, and therefore will be a lot easier than the usual day to day routine, although you may not think so by the time we’re finished.  It will take you time to adjust to the schedule, but we know you’ll be able to handle it.

“It’s six AM right now, which means it’s time for you to wake up, get your morning enema, and have a shower.  We allow one full hour for this part of your schedule, which is more than fair, so every minute past that time will earn you a demerit.  I’ll explain more about demerits later, but for now I’ll just say you really want to avoid getting them.  Let’s move and I’ll explain more as we go.”

She was helped to her feet and guided back to the shower room, where they got her ready for her morning enema by the simple expedient of hauling her up in the air by her ankles with a winch, until only her shoulders were left in contact with the floor.  Sven took a seat in front of her, while the nurses got the enema started, and then continued her orientation.

“Let me start off by saying I neither know nor care who you are.  In this place you’re either a patient or a trainer, and I think you’re smart enough to guess which one you are.  As far as you’re concerned, my name is ‘Sir’ and your name is ‘Wench’.  Any female staff member will be addressed as ma’am, and if you address anyone improperly you’ll earn a demerit.

“Demerits are usually calculated three times for each offence.  You’ll receive an immediate punishment for any error, you’ll get harsher nighttime restraints with each demerit earned that day, and every Monday you’ll be taken to task for the full week’s transgressions.

“If in doubt, all you need to do is follow instructions from anyone about anything, and do it immediately.  If you can do that, then your stay here will be short and reasonably pleasant.  We’re strict but fair, and in addition to demerits, you’ll also earn brownie points for doing well in your assigned tasks.”

Sven rose from his chair and stepped between her legs so he could remove the dildo.  He pumped a pair of fingers in and out of her pussy a few times and held them up for inspection.

“Despite the early hour, I can see you’re already dripping wet, which is a good thing.  I’m pleased with the way your body is reacting in what many would consider a humiliating and degrading process, and will mark you down for your first brownie point.”

He held up his wrist to show her a simple band with green and red buttons.  He pressed the green one once.

He looked at her expectantly, and even though she was still gagged, she tried to thank him.

“You’re a fast learner,” he said with a smile.  “Fast enough that I won’t issue a demerit for your hesitation, although not quite fast enough to earn you another brownie point.

The two nurses returned to finish their job, and once she was nice and squeaky clean, took her to an exercise room.  She was helped onto the seat of an exercise bike that had a four-inch butt plug poking out of the polished chrome seat, and strapped into place.

Her exercise was to last precisely from seven until eight, and since they’d finished her ablutions early, swung a monitor in front of her and turned on an extremely hardcore movie to keep her occupied until it was time to begin.  Their jobs done for now, they left her in Sven’s care, and came up to the control room to see if I had any questions or concerns about what I’d seen so far.

So far they’d impressed me with their professionalism and efficiency, and I was more than happy to allow them to continue, although I did ask for a copy of their schedule so I could find a good time to go release Ava.  Nurse Cara surprised me by offering to take care of Ava just as they had Carol, and after imagining the look on her face when confronted by the two, readily agreed.

Dr. Gustavo’s wife Sara soon brought me the schedule I’d requested, along with a cart full of breakfast goodies that I tore into like a starving wolf.  She also handed me one of their staff bracelets so I could issue demerits or brownie points to Carol myself if I chose to.

Glancing up at the monitors, I saw that Carol was well into her exercise routine, and Ava was on her way to the shower room, looking quite confused and a little scared.  I poured another cup of coffee and picked up the schedule to see exactly what Carol would be put through.

06:00 – Wake-up time, enema, shower, and change of restraints.

That seemed pretty straightforward from what I’d already seen, and was about to see again with Ava.

07:00 – Morning exercise (varies)

Glancing back at Carol’s screen, I could see a wide variety of standard exercise equipment in the room, including treadmills, rowing machines, stair steppers, and weights.  Very few of the machines were in their factory original state, though, and I thought that turning the oars of the rowing machine into the motive power for the fucking machine they added was quite clever.

08:00 – Shower and dress, breakfast, and a chance to thank the orderlies for their service.

I had no doubt that any ‘thanks’ given to the staff wouldn’t be verbal, and wondered how long it’d take Carol to figure out what they were aiming for.

09:00 – Inspection and task assignment.

I had to ask Sara about this one, since it sounded fairly vague.  She informed me the inspection covered the patient’s health, demeanor, attitude, posture, and overall wellbeing.  As for the tasks, those varied widely, depending on what they thought would teach her the most.

She’d have to do cleaning, food prep, being a live training dummy for the staff to practice restraint methods on, or even receive instructions in the best ways to sexually please others.  Initially scheduled for mopping duty, I asked if they’d mind changing it to sexual service instead, since that was at the core of her problem.

She seemed surprised, but readily agreed.  She also told me that her husband had originally wanted to schedule her for it, but thought it might’ve been too much, too fast.  She left to make the arrangements, and I continued reading.

11:00 – Tasks inspected and/or critiqued, with demerits and/or points assigned.  Masturbation break if cumming is allowed, or held in orgasm denial if not.

12:00 – Lunch and rest break in light bondage.

13:00 – Visiting hours, (if permitted) or doctor inspection.

14:00 – Instructional training videos or live displays.  Patients change from observer to participant on a weekly basis.

16:00 – Advanced bondage training.

I’d have to ask Sara about that one when she returned, but guessed it entailed the more stringent methods of restraints, and probably predicament bondage as well.

18:00 – Dinner, and punishments assigned when applicable.

19:00 – Daily punishments and/or rewards, shower, and nighttime enema/bathroom break.

21:00 – Nighttime restraints and/or toys, chance to thank orderlies.

It seemed like quite a harsh schedule for someone like Carol to endure, yet it all seemed quite logical.  I decided to not only allow them to continue with Carol, but with Ava as well.

It turned out they didn’t have the extra staff available, but by volunteering to help them out myself, along with a quick call to Nora and Abigail, fixed the problem nicely.  Nora teamed up with Nurse Cara, while Abigail assisted Nurse Betty, and they both picked up on what was needed in a remarkably short time.

I don’t think either Carol or Ava realized who they were, since the full body catsuits they always wore in their presence masked their identities quite well.  I was kept quite busy over the next three months, having to assist in parts of both girls training.

It was a hell of a lot of fun, but it put my stamina to the test like never before, and I barely managed to keep up.  I survived, as did the girls, but got one final surprise on the day we’d planned to finally head back home.

Sven volunteered to go back with us and help Carol reacclimatize back into normal life.  He’d quite fallen for her, and couldn’t stand the thought of leaving her on her own.  It would ultimately be Carol’s decision, but I was pretty sure she’d agree, and offered to give them both any help they needed.

As for myself, I had a changed Ava to deal with.  Before going to the asylum, Ava had been a willing submissive by choice.  Now she was basically a completely broken submissive, and while I knew she was happy with the way things turned out, I wanted to show her something more.

I could think of only one way to cement our trust and love, and that was to grant her original wish from when we first met.



Chapter 19


Ava: Reversal of Fortune

It was good to be home.

I hadn’t expected to be put under the same training regimen that Master had planned for Carol, and at first I wasn’t sure I could handle it.  Still, I wasn’t a complete newbie like she was, and learned to adapt fairly quickly.

By the end of my stay I was glad he’d given me the chance to learn and experience the full array of things we never would’ve been able to do on our own, but once again, it was good to be home.  Even the overload of work we had to do felt good, since it gave me a chance to use a lot of my newly developed skills while we got caught up on our three month backlog of patients.

At one time I might’ve been humiliated to be known as one of the best pussy lickers in town, but now I was quite proud of my skill, and looked forward to each chance of showing it off.  I was a changed woman now, but didn’t mind in the least.

Master had changed as well since our return, but his change was harder to figure out.  His work was flawless, our bondage games exciting, and the sex was amazing… yet he seemed oddly subdued and secretive.

I couldn’t ask him about it either, but as it turned out, didn’t need to.  I got my answer a week later after our Friday afternoon session was cancelled, and I got caught up on a backlog of paperwork.

I’d thought Drew had been cleaning the exam room and restocking supplies, while Master took a nap in his office.  What I saw when she called me in to help her left me completely stunned and speechless.

Master was sitting in the chair, bound, gagged, completely naked, and apparently waiting for me!

“Will Mistress require any help with either the patient, or with changing into her work clothes?” Drew asked, finally breaking the silence.

“Remove his gag please… I’d like to hear what he has to say about this.”

Unused to being gagged, he had to work his jaw for a minute before he could speak properly, but since he didn’t seem to be struggling or demanding release, I knew he was in the chair willingly.  Drew stepped into the change room to give us a moment alone, and finally he spoke.

“Ava,” he began.  “You’ve proven yourself to me a thousand times over, so I’d like to show my appreciation by taking this opportunity to give you one weekend to live out your oldest fantasy.  From now until Sunday night, I’m yours to do with as you please.”

“Anything I want?” I asked incredulously.

“Anything within reason,” he chuckled.  “After all, once I’m free from your evil clutches, you’ll be back in mine, and payback’s a bitch, Mistress.”

I immediately felt a surge of love for him and might’ve gone all gushy if Drew hadn’t returned carrying an outfit that immediately started to get me wet.  Modeled after the black and red Domme outfit that Mistress Lilith often wore, it was a complete latex catsuit and matching corset, done in a rich purple instead of red.

I loved it, and after gagging Master… I mean my slave… had Drew help me get dressed.  I skipped the panties, even though the catsuit was completely crotchless, since they’d only get in the way for what I had in mind.

I also skipped the skyscraper shoes since I wanted greater mobility than they’d allow, but had Drew lace the half-cup corset as tight as she could get it.  Figuring that if I was in charge of Mas… Victor, then I was also in charge of Drew, I had her strip and put ankle and wrist on herself while I tried to decide where I wanted to start.

Watching me get ready had left him with a massive erection, and it was tempting to simply hop on and fuck him into oblivion.  I restrained myself, knowing that he simply wasn’t able to cum as many times as I could, so I’d have to space my pleasure out.

Thinking about it more, I decided that not only would teasing him be fun, but would also be a fitting payback for all the times he’d locked me into the evil, tormenting belt.  With a grin, I bent over and took his entire shaft in my mouth, once and only once.

I gave the head of his cock a teasing little lick before leaving him to stew, while I dug through our supplies to see what I’d be able to use on him.  While everything here was designed for use on women, it didn’t take long before my vivid imagination figured out ways to use some of them on him, and I soon had a cart overflowing with kinky goodies.

The first thing I did was to tighten up his initial restraints and add a dozen more.  He loved redundancy when restraining someone, so it was long past the time he learned what that meant when on the receiving end of things.

Once I was sure he wouldn’t be moving even the tiniest bit, I began stropping a straight razor, and had Drew lather up his entire crotch and ass.  I could see a glint of fear in his eyes when I bent over to blindfold him, but didn’t hesitate for even a split second.

Of course, once he couldn’t see anything, I switched the straight blade out for a safety razor, since I wasn’t experienced enough with one to be positive I wouldn’t accidentally slice something vital to my plans for the weekend.  He wasn’t the only one who enjoyed a good mind-fuck.

Once he was completely smooth and squeaky clean, I spent a few minutes stroking his cock, stopping only when I sensed him getting too close to cumming.  I still wasn’t sure exactly what I wanted to do to him, but knew the perfect way to buy as much time as I needed.

I replaced his ball gag with a ring gag, and after adjusting the chair slightly, positioned my crotch over his face so he could take care of my almost out of control lust.  He was smart enough to begin licking immediately, and I gasped at how good it felt.

“Drew, I want you to keep his cock fully hard while he pleases me, but under no circumstances are you to let him cum.  If you do a good job then I may let him thank you properly, but if you fail me, then the consequences will be severe.”

“Yes Mistress,” she immediately replied, before bending over and putting her mouth to work on him.

My months at the asylum had given me a stupendous level of orgasm control, and I found I needed to use every trick I’d picked up to keep myself from cumming right off the bat.  I’d already planned on making him give me several good orgasms, but I wanted the first one to be something truly special.

Through a sheer act of will I managed to hold out for over fifteen minutes, but then I had no choice but to let the beast loose.  I came with a scream that echoed through the room, and practically drowned him with the flood of juices I released.

His talented tongue never slowed down, and my amazing orgasm went straight into a second, and then a third, with the power of them rising each time until I thought I might burst from the strength of it all.  I got one final mini orgasm while coming back down to Earth, and my legs had gone so weak I was barely able to crawl off him afterwards.

I flopped down into his chair so I could catch my breath and reengage my brain, which gave me my first solid plan of action for the day.

“Drew,” I began, trying to sound as casual as possible.  “We’ve been neglecting our duties to this patient.  He’s been good enough to give both of us exams on a regular basis, yet we’ve never thought to return the favor.  Shall we rectify that error?”

“Yes Mistress, I think that’s an excellent idea.”

“I’ll take over down there, while you get everything ready.  I think we’ll start by taking his temperature with the special
 thermometer.”

Victor groaned his displeasure at hearing that, since his ‘special’ thermometer was built into a fairly large dildo, and I was positive he’d never had anything up his ass before.  I began gently lubing him up, making sure I massaged his prostate gland enough that he wouldn’t be losing his hard-on anytime in the near future.

I spent another few minutes using two fingers to help work him loose, and pointed Drew in the direction of the enema bag.  After all, what’s good for the goose is good for the gander.

I didn’t give him any warning when I switched from fingers to dildo, and with all the grease I’d used he didn’t stand a chance of resisting its invasion.  I left a few inches sticking out, both because I wasn’t sure he could handle the entire length of the thing, and because I wanted an anchor point.

I used vinyl electrical tape to hold it in place, taping it around the base of his balls with progressively tighter wraps, until I thought I was pushing the limit of what he’d be able to take.  His cock was practically throbbing on its own by now, and while I wanted to keep stroking and teasing, the lightest touch might be enough to set him off, so I regretfully left it alone for now.

After warning Drew to be extra careful, I removed the temptation of interfering myself by climbing aboard his face for a second round of pleasure.  I managed to stay on the ride for over half an hour this time, enjoying three more solid orgasms and dozens of minis before having to take another break.

While resting, I had Drew remove the thermometer and replace it with the enema plug.  While it slowly filled him, I allowed Drew to take a turn on the orgasm express, since the trail of moisture coating the inside of her thighs was ample proof of how badly she needed some relief.

I’m sure Victor’s tongue was almost numb with fatigue by now, but he managed to bring her to a powerful climax in fairly short order.  I let Drew have her fill of orgasms (she went for five in rapid order) and then allowed her to take a rest break of her own.

Of course, since she was still a submissive, I only let her take her rest after I clipped all four cuffs together behind her, leaving her on the floor in a nice hogtie.  While releasing his enema and replacing it with a vibrating butt plug, I thought of a truly evil plan.

I thought it might be crossing the line slightly, but couldn’t pass up on the only chance I’d ever have to try it.  Before I could talk myself out of it, I went to the supply cupboard and got the things I’d need to show him how much torture orgasm denial really
 was.

Donning a rubber glove, I liberally coated his entire cock with a topical numbing agent, and rolled a condom over top to ensure that it wouldn’t be wearing off, or spreading somewhere I didn’t want it to go… namely inside me!

Feeling confident I could now safely fuck him for hours on end without the risk of him cumming, I readjusted the chair again, and got some of what I’d been waiting for from the moment I’d begun.

God, I wished I’d thought of this from the beginning.  While a good pussy licking is always enjoyable, nothing beats a good, hard, hot cock inside of you.  I savored each and every millimeter of his, as I slowly impaled myself on it, and came close to cumming before it bottomed out deep inside me.

I fucked him… or rather, fucked myself on him… in a slow rhythm that only lifted myself up by an inch or so.  I love the stuffed feeling too much right now to go all the way, and there’d be plenty of time for a more vigorous action later.

I was pleased to find that the numbing agent not only worked like I’d hoped, but also that it didn’t interfere in the least with how hard his cock stayed.  I rode him to a second glorious orgasm, and then needed to take another break since fucking like this was hard work.

It wouldn’t be torment for Victor if I simply let him take a break himself, so I released Drew from her hogtie and ordered her to take over where I’d left off.  I didn’t have to tell her twice, although she took a bit of a lazier approach by lying down on top of him and using only her hips to provide the motion she needed.

While I rested and watched, I changed my mind; it wasn’t laziness, it was cleverness.  By expending less energy, Drew was able to last over twice as long as I had, and had gotten a lot more pleasure out of the deal.

I didn’t say anything about it, but took her idea for my own and ran with it until my muscles were screaming, my pussy was sore, and I simply couldn’t hump anymore.  Through it all, Victor hadn’t tried to voice any serious complaints, although his begging had been fairly apparent during the last hour or so.  He’d earned a reward for good behavior.

I decided to be merciful to him now, hoping he’d remember it when our roles went back to normal, and I was desperate for relief.  I had Drew clean the agent off with some rubbing alcohol, apply the counter agent, and give him a nice neck massage until his cock was back to normal.

I knew he was ready when a slight flick of my tongue over the tip of his cock resulted in a low moan from deep in his throat.  He was more than ready, and so was I.

I was still tired, though, so I took a moment to remove all the straps from his stomach, hips, and thighs so he could do the work this time.  Steadying myself with one hand on his chest, I guided his cock into me with the other, and prepared myself for what I thought might be the ride of my life.

I wasn’t disappointed.  He immediately started thrusting his hips like a bucking bronco, and it took everything I had to simply hold on.  I thought he’d most likely cum after mere moments, but enough of the numbing agent must’ve still been deadening his nerves, since he lasted an impressively long time.

It was long enough that he drove me to my own orgasm just before he finally got his own relief, and our shared passion in that moment became a memory I cherished for years to come. 



Chapter 20


Victor: When Dreams Come True

Our dynamic changed yet again after my weekend of subservience to Ava, yet in more subtle ways than I’d imagined.  She resumed her role as my submissive with good grace, no apparent regrets, and a love for me that seemed to have no limits whatsoever.

We’d both proven that we were completely trustworthy and caring, no matter who was on top, so I knew now was time to take things to the final level.  Once again I imposed on Edward and his gang to help me with the preparations, and we spent another entire month making sure everything was absolutely perfect before putting the plan into action.

I’d kept Ava completely in the dark, although she was smart enough to know I had something big planned for her.  As such, she didn’t register much surprise when I had her dress in a rather special way for a Saturday night outing to the Argentum Seges
.

I started with her ‘Domme suit’, just because she looked so amazing in it, but mixed in a fair amount of restraints to tone down the aggressive look and eliminate any chance of confusion of what she really was.  After all, it’s hard to look like a Dominant when wearing ballet boots with nine-inch heels, a five-inch tall posture collar, a two-inch glow in the dark ring gag, and a strict leather armbinder.

Since I’d neglected to use any panties with the crotchless suit, I had to transport her in an ankle length leather overcoat that doubled as a hobble dress thanks to some cunningly concealed straps.  Simple, yet effective, her restraints would keep her from wandering if anything bigger than a two-inch high step got in her way.

Since I placed her on the upstairs stage after we arrived, it meant she had no choice but to stay highlighted to everyone in the room.  This was to be her final test, and it was highly probable I was even more nervous than she was!

Wanting to maximize her confusion, I left her ‘alone’ up there for close to two full hours, while her ability to remain standing in those harsh heels gradually took its toll on her.  In reality, Jade was barefoot and silent behind her, waiting patiently as a safety for when her legs inevitably gave out.

When they finally did, and I asked her if she wanted to get off her feet for a while, she was more than ready to do anything she necessary if it meant she could get off her feet.  Mind you, she would’ve done anything I asked anyway, but putting her into a predicament always made it a lot more fun.

The second phase of her test was only possible due to losing my own shyness about exposing myself in public.  I popped a Viagra to help make sure my scene lasted as long as possible, and also took a page from Ava’s book by coating my cock with the topical anesthesia she’d used when she topped me at the office.

Twenty minutes later I had a raging hard-on that was quite numb, so the extended blowjob I was about to endure wouldn’t be as much of a torment as it otherwise would’ve been.  Jade helped Ava kneel in front of my chair and get her lips over my cock, where she immediately started bobbing as much as possible, which wasn’t much considering her restraints.

I let her go on for about a minute to make sure this would work, and then held her head tight against my groin so Mistress Grey could add her contribution to my scene.  Two clover style nipple clamps were quickly attached to her sensitive buds, and tied off to the chair legs with some taut bungee cords.

They were actually tight enough that her nipples were being stretched quite severely, even with my cock lodged in her throat and her face mashed tight in my crotch.  It got infinitely worse when she pulled away so she could breathe, a position which she could only handle for a mere second or two at a time.

“We’re about to attempt to break the club record for the longest blowjob in history,” I said, as she slowly figured out what I’d done.  “Don’t disappoint me.”

My last three words seemed to put some of her old resolve back into her, and she began slowly bobbing her head (actually her whole body) on my cock, in a slow, but steady rhythm.  I was impressed at how quickly she adapted, but wasn’t about to let her off that easy.

I signaled that she was ready for the next stage, and Edward came over with his contribution to her test.  Using some heavy sandbags to hold the back end in place on the floor, he slid a ‘katana’ e-stim device up her cunt.

Since she had to move her whole body in order to give me head, it meant she’d be fucking herself on it each time she pulled back, and as an extra incentive to do a complete job on me, the shock level increased in both intensity and frequency if his program determined she was going too slow.

The intensity would never go down, so each mistake compounded itself quite quickly.  Now she was really sweating with the effort of doing a good job, but I was far from finished with her yet.

Mistress Lilith’s contribution was a cone-shaped steel ass hook, which expanded quite rapidly to an enormous size.  Tied off to my chair and connected to Edward’s e-stim device, it meant each backwards thrust was now infinitely harder on her, yet she had no choice if she wanted to get air into her lungs.

Mistress Jill’s addition to her predicament both helped and hindered Ava.  Using a patch of incredibly sticky industrial tape, she positioned a bullet vibrator directly on her clit and turned it on to high speed.  It was the only true source of pleasure she’d be receiving until she finished making me cum, but the distraction also caused her to make many, many more mistakes in her rhythm, rapidly multiplying her e-stim punishment levels.

Once she’d gotten used to all that a little, Brandon and Jerry took their seats behind her, and proceeded to give her a tap with a cane if they thought she was going too slow, too fast, or just because they felt like it at the time.  That was the last of what I had planned, and now it was all up to Ava.

The betting was heavy, and got even more intense as time went on and her combined predicament began taking its toll.  The odds were against her lasting even fifteen minutes, let alone enduring long enough to make me cum.

I knew she was built of sterner stuff than they gave her credit for, and the fifteen minute mark came and went without much of a problem.  She was actually doing a near flawless job up until around the thirty minute mark, when I felt her body begin to tremble as fatigue, pain, and pleasure started overloading her system.

After forty-five minutes, she was in dire straits.  Not only was she completely wiped out both physically and mentally, but two squirting orgasms had left the floor slippery, making it difficult for her to stay in position.

The e-stim unit had also maxed out several minutes ago, and I came close to pulling the plug on the contest myself.  Only the slight tingling in my prick that meant the numbing agent was finally wearing off gave me some small hope of success.

At the fifty-five minute mark, it became a chore for me as well, and took everything I had to keep from blowing my load.  My goal was a full sixty minutes, and after all Ava had endured to make it happen, I’d be damned if I let her down at the eleventh hour.

The whole room began counting down the final ten seconds, and knowing that the end was in reach, Ava began bobbing even faster to make it happen.  That was a huge mistake on her part, since only a sheer act of will was preventing me from exploding, yet I managed to hang on somehow.

When the timer buzzed, even those who had bet against us began cheering for the amazing show we’d put on, almost drowning out my primal scream of release.  It felt like I shot a gallon of cum down her throat, and was almost painful with how long my orgasm lasted, but it was well worth it.

Ava had proven herself beyond a shadow of a doubt in anyone’s mind that she would do whatever it took to please me, so now I could proceed with the real
 main event.

It only took a few minutes to free Ava from all her restraints, although we had to give her quite a bit longer to recover.  That wasn’t a problem, though, since she’d managed to impress even the most jaded Dominants in the room, and the string of congratulations, toasts, and accolades she received from everyone took well over an hour.

When everyone had finally had their say, I gestured for her to hop up on my lap.  I gave her a big hug once she was comfortable, and then held my right hand out where she could clearly see the small jewelry box I’d been holding.

She opened it with trembling fingers, revealing the ring I’d had custom made for her.

“Ava, will marry me?” I asked.

She’d frozen at my words, and remained like that for far too long in my mind, but before I really began to panic, she finally replied.

“I’d love to, but we’ve got a major problem here.”

“What’s that?” I asked, completely confused as to what the problem might be.

“That thing is way
 too small to fit around my neck.  If you want me to be yours forever, then you’ll have to do better than that!”

When she turned to kiss me, I think the stunned look on my face gave her all the payback she’d ever need, but I didn’t mind.  My only regret was the time it’d take to convert the ring into a proper collar for her.

###



Bonus Story #1


The Kinky Bondage Doctor

An Old Friend

“Nora!” someone called out from behind me.  “How have you been? I haven’t seen you in ages.”

I turned to see who was so enthusiastically greeting me, but was at a loss as to who it was.  She did
 look vaguely familiar, but it wasn’t until I saw her flick her hair to the side with a twirl, that the odd habit revealed this stranger to be my old college roommate.

“Hiya Ava,” I replied, smiling and waving like her identification was never in doubt.

“You’re looking good,” she said, giving me an unexpected bear hug.

“You too, ex-roomie,” I said, breaking free and feeling uncomfortable.

Neither of us had ever been into public displays of affection, and her move made me feel awkward.  She’d obviously changed since I’d seen her last, and in more ways than one.  Gone was the shy, gawky girl who once shared my dorm room, and now she had an air of confidence about her you could cut with a knife.

She wanted to catch up on all that happened since college, and practically dragged me over to the coffee shop.  Unlike her, I was still the same shy, timid creature I was back then, and I couldn’t refuse her.  Heck, I could barely even slow her down.

After telling her about my boring job (secretary) and my love life (less than nothing), she told me a little about what she was up to these days.  I found out she was a nurse in a private practice now, and was apparently doing quite well.

I was actually a little envious about how good everything seemed to be going for her now, and wished some of those changes would’ve happened to me.  Instead of getting up and going to class, I got up and went to work.  Other than that, absolutely nothing had changed in my life.  Ava, on the other hand, wasn’t just confident now, she seemed to be perfect.

Perfect posture, clothes, hair, job, sex life… envy was turning to jealousy in a hurry.  She eventually noticed my smile was somewhat forced, and was instantly contrite.

“I’m sorry I’ve been rambling on about how good things have been since I started my new job, but the things Victor taught me when I started working for him can be taught to you too if you’re brave enough to try.”

“Brave enough?”

“Yes, brave… to be honest, I was scared shitless when I went in for my appointment, since he won’t tell you ahead of time what he’ll be doing.”

“Why not?”

“Well, he tailors each exam and therapy session to suit the patients’ individual requirements, so he really doesn’t know everything in advance.”

“Surely he tells you something, or nobody would ever go see him.”

“Tell that to the year-long waiting list we’ve got,” she laughed.  “He’s expensive, exclusive, and just about the best in the business.”

“I knew it sounded too good to be true.  Like the saying goes: good isn’t cheap and cheap isn’t good.”

“He’s very picky about his clients, but I know he’d like to meet you.  If I can pull a few strings and get you an interview with him, would you at least consider a session with him?”

“It depends on a lot of things,” I replied, hesitating due to the lack of positive digits in my bank account.  “I guess just meeting him couldn’t hurt, though.”

“Good, then it’s settled.  Expect to be hearing from me soon.”

We exchanged phone numbers before she strode off, leaving me to wonder just what it was I agreed to.  Only now did I realize I didn’t even know what kind of doctor he was.


Examination

“I’m not sure about this,” I said, fidgeting in the waiting room chair.

“Relax, honey,” Ava assured me.  “It’ll be fine.  I told him all about you and he’s very eager to meet you.  Just finish filling out the forms so you have something to keep your mind occupied.”

I sighed and went back to the questionnaire she wanted me to complete, unable to voice my complaint that it was the questions that were making me nervous.  Why did he need to know how long it’d been since I had sex, or how powerful my orgasms were?  Ava was no help at all, and refused to answer even the most basic of questions.

I almost left several times, but didn’t have enough guts to stand up to her assertiveness.  I filled out the form as best as possible so I could get this over with, but gave only the bare minimum amount of information I thought I could get away with.

Ava frowned when she skimmed through it, shaking her head slightly in exasperation.  I could’ve sworn she chuckled under her breath as well, but I’ll never know for sure since Doctor Seges came out at that point to collect the clipboard.

He glanced through it quickly and gave me a long, unreadable look before nodding and walking back to his office.  I gave Ava an inquisitive look, causing her to roll her eyes and gesture for me to follow him.  I hurried to catch up, my face feeling flushed with embarrassment.

I’d been expecting to see a typical, stuffy doctor’s office, and was quite surprised to see a neat and comfortable room.  It looked more like someone’s den than an actual office, including a pair of huge armchairs that someone my size could probably get lost in.  He gestured for me to sit in one, and he took the second after making sure I was comfortable.

“So tell me, Nora, why are you looking so nervous about being here?”

“I… I don’t know,” I stammered.  “Maybe because I have no clue what it is you actually do or want from me.”

“Good answer,” he laughed.  “Most of my patients either try to deny being scared, or simply shrug their shoulders.  It gives me a lot more confidence in my ability to help you.”

“Then this is where the big secret is revealed?”

“Almost.  I usually sit down with a new client and go through the questionnaire to get more details, but I think I’d like to do it differently with you.  How about we save some time and I’ll ask my questions while I give you your physical examination?”

“Umm… ok.”

I hadn’t been expecting to be getting a physical, but if he wanted to save time, then I wasn’t about to complain.  If nothing else, it’d get me out of this awkward situation faster.  He unlocked a door on the far wall with a keycard and held it open for me, saying there was a change room on the left, and I could call out when I was ready.

I saw a stack of the cheap paper gowns that doctors liked to use these days, and sighed at the sight; I really hated those things since they were almost worse than wearing nothing at all.  Almost, but not quite, so I put one on after stripping down to my underwear.

The examination room felt cool when I stepped back out with only the scant protection of the drafty gown.  Ava stepped into the room before I could call out, and flashed me a smile as she sauntered over to the desk at the back wall.  I guess she was here to be a chaperone.

She went right to work on the computer so I sat on the edge of the exam chair, knowing trying to start a conversation would be futile.  I luckily didn’t have to wait long before the doc came in and got straight down to business.

He started with the type of stuff I was familiar with like checking my breathing, blood pressure, and temperature, and his questions were just as normal.  Even though he kept a professionally neutral expression on his face, I found he had a delightful sense of humor, and some of his off-beat comments actually made me relax for the first time since I’d sat down for coffee with Ava.

I saw a slight frown cross his face when he asked when the last time was I’d done a self-exam on my breasts and I had to tell him I’d never done one before.  Telling me to sit up straight, the gown came off my shoulders and my bra immediately followed so he could show me how to do it properly.

Ava came over to hold up a mirror so I could stare at them with my hands on my hips for long enough to make myself uncomfortable again.  Then I had to raise my arms above me and do the same thing, so I knew what their regular shape should be.  When I did this next time, any differences could be the sign of an abnormality.  I’d been self-conscious with my D-cup ‘jugs’ being the center of attention for so long, but this was just the start.

“Ok Nora, now for the important part,” he said, laying his hand on my left breast.  “You need to touch every part of your breast from around the nipple to the very base, pretty much from armpit to cleavage.  Keep your fingers together and rub in small circles like this.”

His touch was gentle, yet deliberate, and my embarrassment doubled when I felt my nipples start to get hard.  He worked outward from the nipple in a spiral pattern, although he said some women liked to go back and forth instead.  I felt like a deer caught in headlights and sat as still as possible, since the palm of his hand frequently brushed my engorged nipples when he was working on the far side, and I had to control my body’s reaction.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” he calmly said as he started on the other side.  “Some women have sensitive breasts and it’s a perfectly natural reaction.  You should feel lucky you can react that way to a simple touch or caress… sex must be amazing for you.”

“I don’t have much use for sex,” I replied.  “It’s messy and uncomfortable, and both guys I’ve been with called me a lousy lay afterwards.”

Shit… why did I admit that to him?  His hands must be distracting me more than I thought.  I kept my mouth shut while he finished with the second breast and thought it was over, but then he had me lay back in the chair so he could start again.

“While I’ll admit sex can be messy, it shouldn’t be unpleasant for you.  What about when you reach climax?”

“I’ve never had an orgasm,” I quietly mumbled.

“Based on what you’ve said and with the way your body is reacting to even the simplest of touches, I’m willing to bet that was more due to your partners than to yourself, but I’ll check to make sure there’s nothing physically wrong with you.”

“That’s not necessary.”

“I pride myself in being thorough,” he said, giving me a reassuring smile.  “Besides… if you’ve never even given yourself a breast exam, I’m guessing you’ve never been to a gynecologist.”

I shook my head, not trusting myself to speak.  I guess he took that as assent, since once he finished with the breast exam he had me remove my panties and sit properly in the chair.  By now I’d pretty much decided to just roll with it so we could get it over with, and in my haste to get my feet in the stirrups, I wound up kicking him in the ear.

“That won’t do,” he said, shaking his head.

He put my foot back in the stirrup and wrapped a strap around it to hold it firmly in place.  He did the same for my other leg and I was actually a little relieved I wouldn’t be able to embarrass myself like that again.

“You’re a little too jumpy and tense.  Ava, come give her a neck and shoulder massage to help her relax.”

She put a tall chair behind me and actually had a pretty good angle to work on me.  She’d obviously done this before, and I felt my muscles relaxing in record time.  It also did a good job of providing a distraction for when Doctor Seges sat down with his head close to my private parts.

“If you keep your arms straight down, it’ll make my massage more effective,” Ava whispered in my ear.

I did as she asked without question since the doctor had just spread my labia and begun probing around.  Ava put my massage on pause so she could get the things he needed, and brought a huge stainless steel cart with several drawers to replace the small stand he’d been using.

While the doctor was explaining to me how the speculum worked and what the smear test was about, Ava took advantage of my distracted state to strap my wrists down.  She finished before I even knew she’d started, and put a finger to my lips just as I was about to protest.

“I want to make sure you don’t hit me like you did Victor,” she explained, hopping back into her chair and resuming the massage.

I thought her explanation didn’t make much sense, but the doc was putting his fingers back inside me and wiggling them around, so I let it drop.  I gasped when his fingertips rubbed a spot that felt almost electric, and he chuckled at my reaction.

“That’s what’s known as the G-spot, and based on your reaction, you have a sensitive one.  Everyone’s different and some women have almost nothing there, so I can’t for the life of me figure out why you’ve never had an orgasm before.  Your previous lovers must’ve really sucked.”

“I thought it was just me.”

“I know,” he said, giving me an odd look.  “That’s your whole problem, and it’s one of the things I’ll be taking care of for you.  Ava…”

In what seemed like a well-rehearsed maneuver, Ava pulled something from under the headrest and jammed it in my mouth the moment I tried to reply.  I felt a huge ball pop past my teeth and press my tongue down, and the strap it was attached to pulled my head deep into the padding behind me.  When she let go, the strap stayed tight and my head was held firmly in place by it.

“I’m going to explain several things to you, and don’t want to be interrupted by a million questions,” he said, resuming his probe of my pussy.

He started massaging my G-spot with two of his fingers, and while the gag had reignited my panic, the sensations he was causing were quickly calming me down as my horniness increased.  Ava stopped stroking my forehead in her own attempt to calm me down, and leaned forward so she could massage my breasts.

My mind was awhirl with all that was happening, and I simply couldn’t think straight.  My body knew how to react to their sensual assault, though, and was doing just fine on its own.  Just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, I felt another finger between my legs; I thought having my G-spot rubbed was electric, but it was nothing compared to the new sensations I was feeling.

“It appears you also have a very sensitive clitoris, especially when it’s nicely engorged like it is now.  Once you learn what your body needs and how it reacts, you’ll make one of the best sexual partners a man or woman could ever want.  You just need experience and confidence.

“You see, I’m not what one would consider to be a conventional doctor.  In addition to what you’d expect, I’m also trained in gynecology, anesthesiology, psychology, and the fine art of massage.  I guess you could call me a Jack of All Trades, but I combine it for a specific purpose.

“My goal in life is to help women become what they were born to be; free of inhibitions, doubts, and in control of their bodies and emotions.  It’s ironic that the best way to set someone free is to temporarily take away their ability to make choices that are hurting them.  I’m going to show you a small part of that now.”

I felt his fingers pick up speed, especially the one rubbing my clit.  Before I knew it my body exploded in a release that shouldn’t have been possible.  Never in my life had I felt such ecstasy surging through my body, radiating out from my pussy in waves of unstoppable pleasure.

If I hadn’t been restrained to the chair, I’m sure I would’ve wound up on the floor with the way my body was thrashing and convulsing, and I probably would’ve kicked him several times before I started to calm down.  God, if that’s what an orgasm felt like, why did it take me so long to find out?

His fingers slowed down at the same rate my orgasm did, until it all stopped and I lay limp in the chair, enjoying the pleasant euphoria left behind.  Ava removed my gag and gave me a deep kiss that I automatically returned.

“Now you know why I couldn’t tell you too much about Victor or what he does,” she said once we broke apart.  “I used to be the same as you, but he freed both my body and my mind.  When I saw you the other day, I saw a reflection of what I used to be and knew I had to help.”

“I should
 be mad at you, but I can’t be mad at anything with the way I feel right now.  I never knew sex could be so good.”

“Oh, that wasn’t sex,” he chuckled.  “That was merely foreplay in my book.  If you really
 want to know how good sex can be, then we can give you a taste of that as well.”

I didn’t have to think about it for long since they’d both already seen me at what should’ve been my most private moment and there wasn’t anything left to hide.

“I think I’d be grateful if you can show me what I’ve been missing all these years.”

“Then brace yourself for the ride of your life, honey, because I don’t think you have any idea how good it really is,” Ava said, running a finger over top of each nipple.  “But good sex is a two-way street, so are you prepared to both give as well as receive?”

“I’ll try.”

“That’s all we can ask.”

I thought her use of ‘we’ was meant in the professional sense, but then she came to the side and began taking off her clothes.  I saw her nipples were already rock hard, and when she took the doctor’s place between my legs, he began playing with them.

“Pay attention to what I’m doing so you can do it to me in a few minutes.”

She began licking my labia with long, slow strokes, ending each one with a little flick over my clit.  I started moaning in reaction almost instantly from her expert technique, and once she began focusing more on the clit, my concentration simply evaporated.

I felt my pleasure rising to incredible heights, but before I could crest the peak she stopped, leaving me hanging on the edge and feeling a little frustrated.  She stood and climbed on top of me until her crotch was above my head, leaning forward and using the chair for support as she slowly lowered herself down.

I hesitated for a moment, but thought back to our college days and how often I’d thought about asking her if she wanted to experiment with me.  It was a lot later than I’d planned, since I never had the guts to actually ask back then, but now I had my chance and I went for it.

I was a little tentative at first, but she was liberal with advice for what felt best, and the doctor dropped back between my legs to give me a first-hand example of what she wanted.  Unfortunately, he only did enough to keep my fires burning hot, and I was starting to get desperate for another orgasm now.

I started putting more effort into making Ava cum, hoping I’d get my turn if I did a good enough job on her.  I was able to pick up what the doc was doing to me and put it into practice with my own tongue and lips, making Ava start to grind her hips and moan as I got better at it.

I could really taste her juices now, and it was much more pleasant than I thought it’d be.  Hearing men talk about it made me think it’d be foul and something to be endured, but nothing could be farther from the truth.  I vaguely wondered if I tasted the same way she did.

It only took another minute before she was moaning louder and mashing her pussy into my face, followed by a scream and a veritable flood of juices as I brought her to orgasm.  I felt a little proud of myself at how much pleasure she’d gotten from me, and kept licking, hoping to make it last as long as I could.  She eventually pulled away on her own and crawled backwards so she could kiss me again.

My own orgasm was still on hold, so to speak, but I knew that was about to change as I felt something large and hot press against my pussy.  His cock felt much larger than what I’d expected, and with the way it was stretching me out I knew it would’ve been uncomfortable if I hadn’t already been so wet and hot.

He took his time sliding it inside me, and I was grateful for that since it was also a lot longer than I thought it’d be.  He held himself deep inside my pussy for close to a minute before he withdrew and took his first stroke, and I had my first glimpse at what he meant when he said sex should feel good.

I’m not sure if it was having a man inside me that actually cared about giving me pleasure, rather than using me for his own needs, but I started cumming almost immediately.  It felt even better than my first orgasm, and he kept it going for a long time by rubbing my clit while he fucked me.

I was gasping for air now, since even though the orgasm had faded, his powerful thrusts kept igniting what I could only describe as a steady string of little mini-orgasms.  He started pumping harder and faster, making the miniature explosions happen closer together, bringing me up to the peak for a third time.

I screamed in ecstasy when I felt him shoot his hot seed inside me, since it was the last little bit I needed to go over the edge again.  I bucked in the chair as much as the restraints allowed, wanting to milk him for all he was worth.  I’m not sure, but I think he was holding on for dear life with how tightly he grasped my thighs.

He held himself inside me until I calmed down and he started losing his erection, and even the slight changing sensations caused by his shrinkage drew another couple of aftershocks out of me.  As I lay there and caught my breath, I was surprised to see Ava arch her back and close her eyes in obvious pleasure.  I thought we were done, but it seemed the doc had a different plan in mind.

I couldn’t see exactly what was going on, but I heard a faint buzzing noise and even though I didn’t have one, I knew what he was doing.  Based on Ava’s reactions, the vibrator must’ve been a good one, since she was rapidly approaching orgasm from it.

I found it highly erotic to see her face tense up and then go slack as her lust grew with each passing moment, and even though I was rather sensitive down below, I started wishing it was me he was using it on.

As she got closer to her climax, she actually collapsed on top of me, her breasts pressed against mine, and her hard nipples rubbing across my own as she slowly gyrated.  A moment later and she began twitching uncontrollably for several seconds before her whole body tensed up and arched away from me.

The look on her face was almost indescribable with the intensity of her release, and I wondered if that’s what I looked like when I came.  She collapsed on top of me again when her orgasm passed, her heaving chest slightly lifting her otherwise limp body.

I felt the doc spread my pussy lips again, and I no longer had to guess what the toy felt like; I knew.  It slid inside me almost too easily since it was slightly smaller than his cock, but it also had some sort of protrusion on it that mashed against my clit, transferring some of the vibrations directly onto my sensitive nub.

I felt him turn the speed down and was relieved, since the speed he’d started with felt too strong with how sensitive I was down there.  With the slower speed, it felt like the most talented set of fingers in the world were giving me gentle, yet insistent stimulation.

Within a few minutes I found myself getting quite horny again, yet the vibrations were gentle enough that it was bringing me towards the goal line at an amazingly slow speed.  I was going to have to get me one of those things, since this was much better than I thought any sex toy could be.

It felt so wonderful I didn’t mind that Ava was still lying on top of me, even though it was starting to make my breathing a little difficult.  As far as I was concerned, her body pressed against mine only made everything better.

I was starting to get close to another orgasm by now, and with how slowly he was stoking my fires, I expected it to be a big one.  Ava better watch out, or I very well might buck her off when the dam finally burst.

I felt one more unexpected sensation at the doc’s talented hands, this time against my rosebud.  He slowly pressed a finger against it until it slid inside, and rather than being disgusted like I thought I would’ve been, it actually felt good.

When he slowly finger fucked my bum and began thrusting the vibrator in and out of me, I knew this was it.  It really did feel like a dam bursting this time, and I felt my orgasm wash through my whole body.

It was even more massive than I thought it’d be, and I couldn’t even breathe.  Wave after wave of electric surges pulsed through me until I had stars in front of my eyes from the sheer power of it.  I think I even blacked out briefly from the intensity of it, since once my brain started working again, I found the toy had been removed and Ava was already halfway off me.

She stepped away while the doc removed my restraints, but even with them off I couldn’t move; I was completely and utterly spent.  Ava returned with a basin of hot water and gave me a delightful sponge bath while I recovered, and I almost fell asleep again with how good it felt.

All good things must come to an end, though, and now my appointment was finally over.  I got dressed and went back to the reception area where Ava was working away at her computer, seemingly unconcerned about sitting naked at her desk.

“Well, honey, are you feeling better now?” she asked.

“Aside from the fact that my knees are almost too weak to hold me up, yes… yes I am.”

“Good.  Then we’re off to a perfect start.”

“Start?” I asked.

“Yes, I’ve already scheduled you for your follow-up appointment next Friday.”

“You said he’s expensive, and I don’t even know how I’ll be able to afford this one, let alone another.”

“Relax,” she assured me.  “Victor makes most of his money off of a small group of patients, and works with people like you and me for free, just to help.  Oh, before I forget, here’s his prescription for you, and you better follow it to the letter, or else!”

I took the bag she held up and mumbled my thanks, my exhaustion really starting to set in now.  She threw a robe on before unlocking the door to let me out, and I went to my car in a daze.  It’s a good thing I didn’t live far away and there wasn’t much traffic or I might’ve gotten into an accident with how wiped out I was.

I didn’t even have enough energy left to eat anything, so I turned on the TV, laid down on the couch, and fell asleep before even noticing what was on.

I was ravenous when the morning sunlight shining on my face woke me up, and devoured probably twice as much food as I normally do.  I felt a little guilty about it, but reasoned I probably burned a shitload of calories yesterday and could afford it.  I was more relaxed than I’d ever been in my life, and I threw myself down on the couch again so I could revel in it.

Only because I caught sight of the prescription bag out of the corner of my eye did I remember it and picked it up to look inside.  It held a note and a large purple vibrator that had a little rabbit sticking out near the base.  The note was fairly short:

Take at least three per day and call me if you have any problems so we can schedule an extra session. – Dr. Victor Seges

I smiled as I studied the toy, thinking this was one prescription I’d take without a fuss, although the thought of an extra session was even more tempting.  I made a mental note to buy lots of spare batteries, since it was always a good thing to follow the doctor’s orders.


Return to Chapter 13
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Bonus Story #2


The Kinky Doctor’s House Call

The New Client

“Hello, is this Doctor Seges?” a timid voice asked.

“Yes it is,” I replied.  “How may I help you?”

“I’m actually not sure, but my friend Nora suggested I should call you and find out.”

“Ah, you must be Abigail.  She told me to expect a call from you, but that was almost a month ago.”

“I wasn’t sure if I was going to call at all, but finally decided it couldn’t hurt.”

“I’m glad you did.  Nora wouldn’t tell me much about your situation.  I’d like to meet with you so we can talk about your problems and figure out what I can do to help.”

“What kind of help do you think you can provide?  Nora wouldn’t tell me much about you either, except to say you were part doctor, part psychologist, and part therapist.”

“I tailor each treatment to the precise needs of the patient, so I can’t tell you much more than that until we’ve met.”

“I’ll think about it,” she said, hanging up.

Damn, she was even more timid than Nora had led me to believe.  I’d have to pull her file and refresh my memory on her situation before talking to her again, so I could figure out a way to get through her shell without scaring her off.  It would probably be best if I also called Nora for more details, and maybe even got her to help make Abigail feel more comfortable when we met. 

“Ava, cancel the rest of my appointments today and get Nora on the phone for me.”

I had a feeling this one was going to be a real challenge, but I hadn’t failed yet and wasn’t about to start now.

***

Why did I call the doctor if I wasn’t going to even meet with him?  Sure he was male, but I knew that before I called, and he was someone who Nora trusted completely.  He was also a doctor, so if I couldn’t talk to him, then who could I trust?

The question haunted me for the rest of the day and even through the night.  I knew I was getting steadily worse, and didn’t even like leaving the safety of my house lately with how uncomfortable people made me feel.  Something had to change soon, or I’d turn into a complete hermit.

I took it as a sign when Nora called the next day and asked if I wanted to meet with the doc on Friday when she would be there for one of her regular appointments.  It was too good of an opportunity to pass up on, so I quickly agreed to meet her there.

I was a little frightened about going, but proud of myself for not calling back and telling her to forget it.  Friday couldn’t come soon enough for me so I could get it over with one way or another.

When Friday finally arrived, I almost
 called to cancel, but stuck to my decision and even got there early, although I waited in my car until I saw Nora arrive.  I rushed to meet her at the door so we could go in together.

She seemed to be in a great mood, and was happy to see I made it.  She also greeted Nurse Becker with a big hug and kiss when we walked into the reception area, and while it made me feel awkward, it also showed me she really did like and trust these people.  Maybe this wouldn’t be too bad after all.

Nurse Becker, (“Call me Ava”), greeted me in a more professional manner and gave me some forms to fill out while I waited for Doctor Seges.  I could deal with paperwork better than I could with people, so I gladly took the clipboard over to a corner chair and began filling it out.

After getting past the first page where I filled in all the regular info any doctor would need, I wasn’t so sure about my ability to deal with the forms.  Why did he need to know how many sexual partners I had per month, or how many times I reached climax in a typical encounter?

Surely it wasn’t any of his business how many times I masturbated per day, and who does that multiple times per day
 anyway?  I didn’t even know what some of the kinky things listed on the third page were, and my doubts about being here came back redoubled.

I think if the doctor hadn’t come out just then and teld me to step into his office, I might’ve bolted for the door.  He had a gentle but no-nonsense look about him that compelled me to follow him, and I stepped into the most awkward interview of my entire life.

I thought the questionnaire was embarrassing, but that was nothing compared to the kind of questions he asked me over the next hour.  Only his steady demeanor and non-judgmental attitude kept me from quitting on the spot, and he managed to get me to talk about things I never expected to confide to anyone.

The only thing I didn’t give in on was when he asked me when I could come in for a full examination and therapy session.  He was persistent, though, and in the end I agreed to see him when he offered to do it at my house so I’d feel safer.

I still wasn’t sure what I’d gotten myself into, but I felt a lot better about meeting on my own turf tomorrow, especially since Nora agreed to stay the weekend with me for moral support.  I went straight home to tidy up and prepare the guest bedroom for her, hoping this wasn’t a big mistake.


The House Call

I didn’t usually do house calls, but it seemed the easiest way to make her feel safe.  I had to rent a van in order to transport everything I might need, and even then my supplies barely fit.  My biggest problem was I was still going into this half-blind and didn’t know exactly what I’d need.

I suppose I didn’t really need to bring my entire collection of dildos, vibrators, gags, and restraints, but I was a Boy Scout at heart and liked to be prepared.  I arrived at her house in the middle of the afternoon and had Nora help me unload the adjustable exam/massage chair to start with, while Ava dealt with the regular exam items.

Abigail still looked a little nervous, but I could tell being in her own home made her feel immensely better about the situation.  I let Ava take lead to begin with, so I could study her to make sure I didn’t have any missteps.

She went through taking her temperature, checking her blood pressure, heart rate, and breathing before I noticed how well Abigail responded to commands compared to suggestions.  It was obvious she was incredibly submissive, and while that’d make the exam easier, it’d be something I’d have to help her with later.

I let Ava give her a breast exam while I went back to the van and loaded up a new assortment of supplies.  She was just finishing when I returned and took over in time for the smear test.  Her face turned red when I told her to remove her panties, but my firm tone kept her from arguing.  Yup, I’d read her right, and now I knew I’d be able to do some real
 work with her.

***

I knew it was coming sooner or later, but when he told me to remove my panties and spread my legs, I could feel my face starting to burn.  I still rushed to comply since his tone didn’t brook any argument, and I didn’t want to waste his time after he already agreed to do this at my house instead of his office.

His portable table didn’t have stirrups like a regular exam chair, so he had to use some straps to hold my legs in place.  It felt a little weird, but I saw the need after my legs slipped off several times in a row.

He was surprisingly gentle and efficient, and his touch actually felt good down there and nothing like my last exam when the speculum felt like a dangerous weapon.  I began to feel a tiny bit at ease, but that was like saying a de-tuned guitar string was relaxed.  I actually felt a bit of arousal by the time he was done, which was something I hadn’t felt for a very long time.  I hoped he didn’t notice.

“Ok Abigail,” he said, sitting back in his chair.  “You’re doing great so far, but I can tell you’re still a little nervous.  How about we give you a nice head to toe massage while we discuss a few things?”

“Sure, that sounds great,” I agreed.

He lowered the boards holding my legs and had me sit up so Nurse Becker could sit behind me.  She started at my temples and worked down to my shoulders, while the doctor started at my feet and worked upwards.  Holy shit, did it ever feel good.  These people should open up a day-spa and forget the medical crap… they’d make a fortune.

As they worked me over I could feel my muscles relaxing for real this time, and strangely, my arousal continued to grow.  My nipples were as hard as rocks and I could feel a definite trace of moisture coating my labia, yet I wasn’t embarrassed for some reason.  Instead, I closed my eyes and simply enjoyed it.

As they worked, he asked me questions about my last boyfriend and I opened up like never before, telling him how he treated me like crap on a daily basis until finally dumping me for someone who was actually good in the sack.  A little bit of anger flashed across his otherwise stony features when he heard that.

“I don’t usually try to tell someone their business after such a short time of getting to know them, but I’m pretty sure it was your asshole ex that had the problem, not you.  I can tell from the way your body’s reacting to a gentle touch that you’d be a dream lover for any man or woman on the planet who let you be yourself.”

“Yeah, right… pull the other one, doc.”

“I’ll tell you what.  Give me a chance to explain and show you a few things, and if I don’t convince you by the end of our session, then the whole day is free.”

“I like free.  You’re on.”

“Very well, but you’ll need to trust me completely and do exactly what I say.  To make sure you don’t interfere, I’ll need to take a few extra measures.  Nora, could you please pass Ava the brown satchel?”

“Yes, doctor.”

“Trust me,” she whispered in my ear, as she slipped a blindfold over my eyes.

Her words kept me calm as I lost my sight, and a moment later my ability to speak as a large rubber ball was pressed past my lips.

“Trust can be a wonderful thing,” he said, stroking my thighs.  “What I want to do is take away your ability to make any so-called ‘wrong decisions’ so you can discover exactly what kind of sexual creature you can be.  If you need us to stop, simply hum Jingle Bells and it’ll all end.”

I felt a lot better knowing I could stop things at any time, and didn’t mind when I felt them strap my arms and wrists down.  I did flinch when I felt a third set of hands add to the massage, since the new area under attack was my breasts and sensitive nipples.  I hadn’t thought Nora would be taking part, but her skilled fingers felt really, really good, and I briefly wondered if she did this often.

I didn’t have time to ponder it for long, since the doc’s own talented fingers had reached the top of my thighs at this point, and he began stroking me along the outside of my labia.  A slight moan slipped past my gag, and I wondered how far he was willing to go.

I got my answer later when I felt him spread my lips in order to tease my clitoris out from under its hood.  In mere moments I’d gone from nervous to extremely horny, and I couldn’t believe how good it all felt.  I’d never had any boyfriend arouse me so strongly, and for the first time I began to think the doctor might’ve been right about me.

I felt Ava crawl out from behind me and begin adjusting the chair, laying the back down and adding another strap across my chest to hold me in place.  My legs were raised up higher and spread apart wider just before the doctor slipped a pair of fingers inside me.

I lifted my hips to give him better access, moaning louder this time when his fingers found my G-spot.  I flinched again when the hands on my breasts were replaced with two pairs of lips, but as they began expertly sucking and licking my nipples, I practically melted into the chair.

When the doc put his second hand to work rubbing my clit, the combined attention proved too much for me and I burst into my first full-fledged orgasm in years.  The waves of exquisite pleasure seemed to instantly wash away the stress and feelings of inadequacy that had become such a huge part of my life.

I began bucking my hips so hard, that after I’d calmed down, the doc added another wide strap across them in order to keep me still once he got serious about things.  I was a little shocked to hear him say that, since as far as I was concerned, he’d won the bet and I thought we were done.

Wrong.

I felt one of the girls remove my gag so she could play tonsil hockey with me.  (I’m pretty sure it was Nora, although she never said a word.)  Ava began using different techniques in her relentless assault on my nipples.  She’d lick around them, suck them hard and deep into her mouth, and even occasionally pinch or bite them, which hurt a little, but in a good way.

After a few minutes of that, I felt the doc start stroking my pussy again, and I couldn’t believe how horny I was again.  Never in my life had I ever had more than a single orgasm in one day, yet I could feel myself looking forward for another release.  He took his time, though, and ‘looking forward’ quickly changed to ‘desperate’.

“Please let me cum,” I begged when Nora lifted her head away for air.  “Please fuck me!”

While his fingers never stopped teasing me, I sensed he was now standing, and I could hear him undo his pants.  I felt his fingers stop touching me, and the next thing I knew he was turning my head to the side and pushing my hair out of my face.

He didn’t say a word, but when I felt the head of his penis touch my lips, I knew what he expected.  I licked the tip and tasted his pre-cum before taking him in my mouth, and with how large he was, I was extremely grateful he didn’t try to cram it down my throat like my last boyfriend did.

He let me lick and suck at my own pace, although he did inch a little closer so I had more range of motion available to me.  I was pleased to find I could actually get him partway down my throat without choking, and felt a measure of confidence begin to grow.

It was almost disappointing when he stepped away, since I’d never been able to give a good blowjob before and wanted to finish him off, but since I was still ultra-horny, I didn’t even dream about complaining.  I knew my prayers were about to be answered when I felt his cock touch my pussy, perfectly positioned for access into my dripping folds.

He slid the first inch or two in slowly, but then rammed the rest of the way into me in a single hard thrust that almost made me cum on the spot.  I’d never felt so full before, yet it didn’t hurt in the least.  Nora resumed kissing me as he began fucking me for real, with an urgency we both shared.

I was riding a wave of pleasure that practically eliminated my ability to think, and it seemed to go on forever although I’m sure it was only a few minutes.  It even got stronger as he carried on, until I felt him tense up and start to cum.

Feeling his seed shoot inside me sent me over the edge, and I exploded into my own massive orgasm in the same instant.  It was like pouring gasoline on a fire, and my scream of pure, carnal lust might’ve raised the roof if Nora didn’t lock her lips so tightly over mine once it began.

Ava made things both better and worse, depending on how you looked at it, since she pinched one nipple and bit the other at that moment, forcing the sensations to even greater heights.  I’d never imagined sex could be so wonderful, and I felt a brief moment of regret for missing out on it for so long.  By the time it’d passed, I wasn’t merely relaxed, I was a blob of jelly.

They released me from the chair and Ava helped me walk to the bathroom since my legs weren’t fully cooperating yet.  She left me there and gave me some privacy, but returned a few minutes later and handed me a small bag.

“Put these on if you want to continue, and come out when you’re ready,” she said, leaving me alone again.

Curious, I looked in the bag and saw two leather cuffs and a weird looking gag that was simply a leather covered ring with two straps leading from it.  Despite having cum twice in a row, I’d been feeling a little sad our session was at an end.  I put it all on, glad to find out I was wrong.

The sight of three naked bodies distracted me when I walked out, so I didn’t notice at first that the chair had been reconfigured into a totally different shape.  I was told to kneel on the boards that held my legs up last time, and bend over what used to be the seat.

Belts went around my ankles, knees, and waist to hold me in place, and continued with ropes they tied to my cuffs that held my arms straight down to the floor.  For some reason I felt more exposed like this with my ass up high in the air than I did earlier, but it was too late to complain about it.

“You did well earlier,” he said from behind me, as he began to slowly rub my buttocks.  “But now it’s time to teach you a stronger lesson.  When we got here today, you seemed to be expecting sex to be unpleasant, and even painful.  It’s time you discovered that even pain can become pleasure when it’s applied properly.”

The crack of his hand on my ass made me shout both from the pain and the surprise.  He rubbed the sore spot for a moment and then slapped the other cheek, the crack of it sounding unnaturally loud in the otherwise quiet room.

As he was rubbing the second sore spot, Ava slid underneath and pressed a large vibrator against my pussy.  She turned it on at the same instant his hand came down again, and the rush of pleasure it caused momentarily overcame the pain of his hand.

He picked up the pace and began spanking me in earnest, while Ava matched his rhythm by pressing the powerful vibrator against my clit with each strike and pulling it away when he raised his hand.  I was awash with conflicting emotions and sensations, and didn’t know what to think about it.  A moment later I realized how hot it was making me, and began to enjoy it.

“Would you care to try giving some pleasure while you’re receiving your own?” Nora asked.

I knew what she was asking and was a little hesitant, but nodded my head after thinking about it.  I owed Nora a lot, and fair is fair.  She climbed in front of me and wiggled down until her crotch was right in front of me.  I hesitated for a moment again, but then stuck my tongue through the ring gag end began licking.

I wasn’t sure of the best way to eat her out, but I figured I couldn’t go wrong by flicking her clit with the tip of my tongue.  With the way she began moaning and writhing in ecstasy, I guess I was doing it right.  She was coming along fast, but I lost my rhythm when I felt a strange new sensation on my ass.

It felt like he’d poured some cold liquid down my butt crack, and as he began rubbing it in and around my ass, I felt a bit of my earlier fear return.  Despite frequent requests from my past boyfriend, I’d never had anything in the ‘backdoor’ before, and now it seemed the doc was about to show me what it was all about.

He urged me to relax, but it was almost impossible to do.  Only the copious amount of lube he’d used allowed him to work a finger inside and fuck me with it.  Maybe it was the fact that it didn’t hurt as much as I feared, or maybe it was Ava’s attention on my pussy, but I slowly calmed down and made things easier for all of us.

Relaxing really did help, and even when he switched to two fingers up my bum, it didn’t really hurt.  I was able to devote a little more concentration to Nora again, even when he resumed spanking me with his free hand.  Now I had his fingers plunge inside me at the same time his hand cracked down and Ava’s toy mashed into my clit.

It took a few minutes before my brain registered the fact I was actually enjoying it a lot more than I should’ve, and I felt my body start the climb back to the peak again.  It felt even better once I accepted it, yet I wasn’t climbing nearly as fast as I wanted to.  I wished I wasn’t gagged so I could beg them to finish me off.

Or was that their plan all along?  Maybe I was supposed to make Nora cum before I’d be allowed my own release… I redoubled my efforts, pressing my face hard into her crotch so I could get more pressure with my tongue.

I had to come up for air every few seconds, but my new approach was working well, and Nora was now bucking her hips at me, trying to get even more out of each pass of my tongue.  I tasted a big flow of her juices a moment before she screamed in ecstasy, and all I had to do was hold my tongue straight out over her clit while her shuddering body did the rest of the work.

As she began calming down, I felt the doc’s fingers slip out of me and another big glop of lube being poured down my crack.  The pressure of his fingers returned almost immediately, and it took a moment to figure out something was different this time.  That wasn’t his fingers pressing against my rosebud this time!

With how much he stretched my pussy, I had doubts he’d be able to get something that big back there, but then I felt his head slip past my sphincter and the rest of the shaft slid in almost easily behind it.  Ava switched to a different vibrator a moment later, sliding it in my other hole, and now I was stuffed like never before.  I felt almost dizzy from it all and my breath kept catching in my throat.

She began fucking me with it at the same time he began thrusting in and out of my tight asshole, and if I didn’t know better, I could’ve swore he was fucking me with two cocks.  He resumed spanking me without interrupting his powerful thrusts, his open palm landing on my ass every time he withdrew.

Now I really did see how pleasure and pain could become intertwined, and my slow-burn fire roared into an inferno.  I exploded into my biggest orgasm yet at the feel of it all, barely able to comprehend what was happening, knowing nothing but pure, absolute pleasure in every fiber of my being.

It was like nothing I’d ever felt before and might not ever feel again, but that didn’t matter right now; I screamed as the orgasm ripped my mind to shreds, leaving only ecstasy in its wake.  Nora forced my head into her pussy again to either help muffle my screams or to get more pleasure out of me.  I didn’t know which, but my tongue started licking again on its own accord, and the powerful assault behind me continued at an even more frantic pace.

Before the fire of my orgasm could die out, Ava turned the vibrator on to full speed, sending me over the moon and out of control.  I think they kept me cumming for several minutes in a row, although it felt like several years to me.

I hit one final plateau as the doctor began spurting his seed deep inside me, and came close to passing out from both the release and from the lack of air in my lungs.  I thought I felt like jelly before, but now I couldn’t even raise my head up from Nora’s crotch and she had to keep me from smothering myself in her folds.

They let me lay there and recover for quite some time, and when they helped get me to the bathroom again, I was delighted to find Nora had run a bath for me.  She crawled in with me to help me clean up, and I almost fell asleep from her gentle, yet sensual caresses with the sponge.

I smelled food cooking when we got out, but was too tired to even think about eating.  I practically fell into my bed and was asleep before she even pulled the blanket over me.

***

I felt warmth against my back when I woke up the next morning, and it took me a minute to figure out the arm draped over my shoulder belonged to Nora.  It felt comforting to be held like that after so long, and I simply lay there and enjoyed it until I felt her begin to stir.

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” she murmured once she saw I was awake.

“Good morning yourself, and you’re one to talk since I’ve been awake for almost an hour.”

“I hope you don’t mind, but I let Victor and Ava take the guest bedroom.”

“Not at all,” I replied, as I untangled myself from her limbs.  “All is forgiven as long as you cook breakfast… I’m hungry enough to eat a whole horse.”

“I didn’t buy a horse when I went shopping, but I’ll see what I can do.”

She gave me a kiss and squeezed my ass before sliding out of bed and heading for the bathroom.  I threw a robe on and went to see if the others were up yet.  I found they’d already left and all their gear was gone… I must’ve been really out of it if I didn’t hear them leave.  Oh well, I’d call and thank them later.

Nora didn’t seem surprised they were gone, and it seemed she even had additional instructions from them.

“After my first visit, Victor gave me a prescription I needed to take in between visits, and you’re to get the same thing,” she said with a wicked smile on her face.

“Oh?”

“Yes, take this three times a day, and call if you have any problems.”

With a flourish, she picked up a large purple vibrator from the sink and waved it in front of me.

“I dunno,” I said, unable to take my eyes off the thing.  “I was raised to think that masturbation is wrong, so I don’t think I’ll be able to do it.  Unless…”

“Unless what?”

“Unless you tie me down and force me to take my medicine, maybe even punishing me a little if I’m too uncooperative.”

“What are friends for?” she replied.  “Are you really hungry right now?”

“Yes, but I think breakfast can wait a little longer.  I’ve always heard it was good to take your medicine in regular doses throughout the day.”

“Then let’s get you back in the bedroom, and you better hurry or I really will
 punish you.”

“You’re the boss.”

As she finished tying the last rope to hold me spread eagle across my bed, I thought I could really get used to following the doctor’s orders.


Return to Chapter 14


###



Bonus Story #3


The Doctor’s Bound Assistant

The Interview

I was a little nervous as I sat in the reception area waiting for the doctor to interview me as his assistant, and couldn’t stop from fidgeting.  I tried looking his practice up online and found almost nothing about what it was he actually did here, although the questionnaire I had to fill out had my eyebrows stuck to my hairline for a good five minutes.

Still, a job was a job, and I was desperate for work.  College was extremely expensive these days, and I needed to start paying off my debts immediately or I’d be in real trouble.  Heck, right now I’d be willing to settle for mopping the floors and cleaning his bathroom as long as it was steady work.

The current state of the waiting room didn’t inspire me much for the prospects of steady work, though… I’d been sitting here for close to an hour without seeing a single patient walk through the doors.  I briefly thought about leaving, but was reluctant to give up even the slightest chance of a job.

Just when I thought I was about to go bat-shit crazy from waiting, the doctor came out and gestured for me to join him in his office.  Finally!  I practically leapt to my feet in my haste to get this over with and find out if I’d just wasted the better part of my Friday afternoon.

I did a double-take when I stepped into his office since he wasn’t behind his desk like I expected.  Instead, he was standing next to a pair of massive overstuffed armchairs, gesturing for me to take a seat.  I gave him a slight nod and huge smile, taking the proffered seat while trying to look as professional as possible.  It wasn’t easy, since I think I sank about a foot into the deep padding when I sat down.

“So tell me, Miss Dillard,” he began.  “What do you know about what we do here?”

“I know almost nothing, Doctor Seges,” I admitted.  “Although with the way your questionnaire was heavily slanted towards sexual type questions, I’d have to guess you’re some sort a sex therapist.”

“In part,” he replied, scanning my application while he spoke.  “I wear many hats, depending on what the patient needs, and each session is tailored to suit their individual situation.  Sometimes I’m a psychologist, other times I’m a therapist, gynecologist, or simply a general practitioner.”

“I see,” I replied, even though I didn’t.

“I must say, you’re the most forthcoming person to ever fill out my questionnaire.  Most women start blushing by page two and are ready to run for the door by the end of page four.”

“Rule number one: never lie when applying for a job, although I will admit to blushing more than once while filling it out, Doctor Seges.”

“I appreciate your honesty.  By the way, please call me Victor.”

“Thank you, and please call me Drew.”

“Very well, Drew.  I hadn’t planned on rushing the hiring process for my new assistant, but you seem to have a lot of the qualities I’m looking for, most especially your open mind.  Would you care to learn about the more unusual treatments some patients require?”

“I’d love to Doc… I mean Victor.”

“Then please follow me.”

He unlocked a door in the side of his office with a keycard and held it open for me.  I thought it was a typical exam room until I passed the threshold, and then I stopped dead in my tracks.  The nurse who I saw when I got here was tightly bound to his exam chair, completely naked except for the big red ball jammed in her mouth.

“This is Nurse Becker, but since we’re being informal you can call her Ava.”

“Umm… pleased to meet you Ava, we never got a chance for an introduction earlier.”

“Mmph mm mmph mmh,” she mumbled around the mouth-stuffing monstrosity, nodding her head to help get her greeting across.

He sat down on the chair between her widely stretched legs and began massaging her inner thighs.

“I deal with patients who have a lot of repressed emotions and sexual hang-ups, and as such, often turn to unconventional methods of treatment.  Ava here started off as one of my first clients, and you’d never know it now, but she was a shy little virgin all through her college years and beyond.”

My eyes widened when I saw him casually slip a pair of fingers in her vagina and begin thrusting them in and out, all without breaking eye contact with me.

“Come remove her gag so you can hear what she has to say about herself now.”

I hesitated for a moment, but couldn’t see the harm in his request.  If nothing else, I’d be able to find out if she really was ok with what he was doing.  The strap was easy enough to undo, but the ball was so big I had a tough time getting it past her teeth.  It finally came free with a pop and she starting working the kinks out of her jaw.

“Thanks honey,” she said.  “I like wearing a gag, but that one’s a real jaw-breaker.”

“Don’t complain to me,” Victor chuckled.  “You’re the one who picked it.”

“I know I did, but that was before I found out I was going to be wearing it for over an hour.”

“You could’ve signaled if it was becoming a problem.”

“I thought about it,” she said, lifting her right hand to show the button she held.  “But I figured it wouldn’t be longer than I could stand.”

“So… umm… you’re ok with all of this?” I asked.

“I’m more than ok with it, honey; I look forward to each and every ‘refresher course’ from Victor.”

“While Ava is no longer a patient of mine, I make sure she gets a treatment once a month so she doesn’t forget what everything feels like for the patients under my care.”

“So if I work here, I’ll be strapped in the chair like she is while you diddle my twat?”

“It would be different each time, and ‘diddling your twat’ would only be a small part of it, but yes.  If you want to work here, then you need to know what it’s like to be on the receiving end of things.  Sometimes it’s embarrassing, occasionally uncomfortable, but usually quite pleasant by the end.”

“I’ll vouch for that,” Ava said, moaning a little from the attention she was still receiving between her legs.

Could I really allow myself to submit to something like this?  It looked like Ava was close to having an orgasm right in front of me, yet she didn’t seem embarrassed about it.  I had a hard time believing she was a shy, quiet virgin anytime in the recent past.

If it was true, then I was already leaps and bounds ahead of her, since I took full advantage of my college years to experiment with practically anything that came my way.  Not that I had a lot of partners, but the few I did have were very
 adventurous.

He kept finger fucking her while he explained about the more normal aspects of the job, like wages, bonuses, benefits, etc.  It was about three times as good as what I’d hoped for in even my wildest dreams, especially when he mentioned he never took more than a single client per day.

He finished his speech at the same time as he finished off Ava, the moans and groans of her climax adding a unique punctuation to his words.  He began releasing her from the chair right after she’d finished cumming, and had only one more thing to say to me.

“If you want the job, then it’s yours, but you need to submit to a full
 exam, and it’ll be a real test to see if you can fit in here.  Take a few minutes to think it over, and if you decide you want to do it, there’s a changing room on your left.”

I went straight to the changing room so I had a bit of privacy while I decided what to do.  On the surface, he seemed fucked in the head.  On the other hand, he seemed to be quite professional in his own way, and if nothing else, he didn’t try to hide things or sugarcoat them.  In other words, it appeared he was playing it straight with me.

I took a deep breath to steady my nerves, and then began unbuttoning my blouse.  I had nothing to lose.


The Bound Audition

I stepped out of the dressing room wearing only one of the thin paper gowns I found on a shelf inside.  Neither one of them were in the exam room, so I sat on the end of the chair and waited.  I heard a toilet flush from behind one of the other doors, and a minute later Ava emerged, still bare-ass naked.

“Congratulations honey, I knew you had it in you,” she said, giving me a dual thumbs-up gesture of approval as she walked over.

“Can I get a hint or two about what I can expect him to do?”

“Not a chance,” she chuckled.  “Besides, every exam is different, and it all depends on how you react to the things he does.”

“Great… I feel so much better now.”

“I’m not here to be comforting… yet.”

Her words puzzled me but I didn’t have time to dwell on it since the doctor entered the room and started putting supplies on a cart.  I didn’t get much of a chance to see what he was doing since Ava began giving me a routine physical, and with her bare boobs mere inches from my face, I found myself quite distracted.

Her nipples were large and still erect from her earlier stimulation, and she smelled like strawberries and sex.  I found my own nipples begin to engorge when she began giving me a breast exam like I’d never had before, and my heart rate started climbing through the roof.

After the initial part of the exam, she had me lie back in the chair properly and hold my arms above my head so she could continue, and I felt the doctor buckle leather cuffs around my wrists.  Shit… this was it.  Do I let him finish restraining me or do I call the whole thing off?

I was still trying to make up my mind when I felt my wrists immobilized somewhere behind me.  He walked around and lifted my legs into the stirrups, pulling wide Velcro straps over each shin to finish holding me in the chair.  I’d taken too long to decide and it was too late now.

Even though I was now stuck until he decided to let me go, he continued restraining me, perhaps to drive home how helpless I really was.  He added additional straps at my knees, elbows, the top of my chest, below my breasts, and above my hips.  I was completely helpless, and if he wasn’t on the up and up, I was well and truly fucked.

The gag he used was a long, rubber covered bit that painfully pinched and dug into the corners of my mouth, and when he finished fastening it in place I found I couldn’t raise my head.  It must’ve been attached to the headrest!

Using a foot pedal, he adjusted the chair until my head was slightly lower than the rest of my body, and once he was satisfied with that, he pressed a different pedal that pulled my legs very
 wide apart.  Shit… I thought even a professional gymnast would have a problem with this position, yet he didn’t stop until I was groaning from the strain.

He held up what might’ve been the largest steel speculum I’d seen in my life, and smeared a little lubricant over it before ducking back down between my legs and spreading my labia apart.  A shiver ran through me at the first touch of the cold steel, and then again as I felt it begin to open me up wider than I’d ever been before.

He probed inside me a little longer than necessary for a typical Pap test, and left the speculum in place even after he’d finished.  He stood and went out of sight behind me where he began working on something else, and all I could do was lie there and let my imagination run wild.

Ava finally stopped her enthusiastic breast exam and began giving me a shoulder massage.  I wasn’t expecting it, but she was damn good and I found myself relaxing a bit despite myself.  At least I started
 to relax, but then the bastard came back with an IV stand holding an inverted water bottle.  Oh shit… he wouldn’t, would he?

He did.

I heard the snap of rubber gloves shortly after he resumed his seat, and felt several squirts of cold lubricant against my asshole.  He rubbed it in for a few moments before slowly pressing the rubber tube inside me.  I knew he was serious when I felt the twin bladders inflate around my sphincter to hold it in place, and then his hand reached up to open the flow valve.

The water was thankfully warmed up, but I also felt it tingle as the enema began filling me, and I knew it had something else in it.  He removed the speculum and began massaging me with one hand on my belly and one over my mons, with the tip of his thumb teasing my clitoris at the end of each rotation.

Whatever was mixed in with the enema was already causing me to start cramping, yet it looked like the bag was still half full.  I tried to focus on the sensations he was causing to my clit, but was only partially successful since the pain in my belly was getting worse with each passing moment.

The enema bag seemed to take forever to empty, yet just when I thought my ordeal was at an end, it got worse.  I felt him slide a catheter up my urinary tract until my bladder started to empty itself.  While my urine was draining, he grabbed a vibrator off the cart and pressed it hard against my clit, causing me to strain even harder against my bonds from the powerful stimulation.

I was practically in sensory overload by this point, and still they didn’t relent.  Ava began roughly pinching my nipples, giving me the occasional slight relief by sucking them hard into her mouth, but never leaving them alone for a second.

To add to my indignities, and on top of everything else, he actually began spanking me!

Now I really didn’t know what to think or how to react.  Ava was giving my nipples both pleasure and pain, the doctor was giving me the same with a double dose of humiliation, yet I felt the fire in my loins start to grow.

I was relieved when he stopped spanking my ass long enough to remove the catheter, but then he finished off by shoving what must’ve been the largest dildo in his collection up my cunt.  It roared to life once it was stuffed fully inside me, and the fires of my lust started growing at an alarming rate.

I was struggling against my restraints hard enough to actually shake the chair from it all when he quickly released the enema bladders and pulled the tube out of my ass.  I heard the fluids splashing surprisingly loud into a metal pan as my body forcefully expelled the foul liquid, and the relief was incredible.

It actually went beyond incredible, since the blessed relief was enough to set off my impending orgasm, and I began thrashing for a new reason.  Holy shit, I’d never felt such an explosive sexual release before, and my muscle contractions caused the enema to come out in spurts.

I felt empty inside when it was all said and done, since he removed the dildo right after I finished cumming.  I had a hard time catching my breath from it all, but he wasn’t about to give me any time to recover.

I’d only ever seen a butt plug on the internet, yet I immediately knew that’s what was taking the place of the enema tube.  It’s a good thing my muscles were jelly-like after my massive orgasm, or I’m sure I never would’ve been able to take the monstrous thing up there.

I groaned a huge sigh of relief when the fat cone passed inside, and my ring was able to close around the narrow part next to the flange.  God, these people just wouldn’t let up!  Ava stepped behind me and leaned over my head so she could resume mauling my tits from a better angle, and I felt her hot, moist pussy press my hands down even farther.

On an impulse, I began probing her snatch to hopefully distract her from her assigned task of tormenting my tits.  It was only partially successful, since while I was having an almost immediate effect on her, she compensated by groping them even harder whenever I hit a good spot.

The doc seemed amused by what I was doing to Ava and gave me a little bit of a break, meaning he was merely teasing my clit in between each pair of the spanks he was delivering.  He’d break his rhythm (and mine) once in a while by delivering a hard, open palm slap over my pussy, but it wasn’t as severe as I thought it’d be.  I even started liking it after a while, since my lust was on the rise again.

The way they were able to work together without saying a word made me think they’d definitely done this a lot, and since they were constantly changing things around, I wondered how ‘full and complete’ my test/exam would be.  Based on the number of cabinets covering every wall, his resources must be vast, and I could only pray he didn’t try to use everything he had on me.

I had a feeling he was going to keep teasing and spanking me until I gave Ava an orgasm, yet I couldn’t seem to get her off.  I had a bad angle to work from and she didn’t seem inclined to help me out at all.  I could tell she was highly aroused from her very
 vocal moans and from how wet my hands were, yet she just wouldn’t cum.  It was quite frustrating, and my fingers were starting to get tired.

The doc’s hands and fingers might’ve been getting tired as well, since he switched to using a vibrating egg to tease me with, shoving it inside where it pressed right against my G-spot.  Of course, that meant he was able to use both hands to spank me with now, and my ass really started warming up under the increased assault.

It didn’t take long before my cheeks were burning and throbbing, but before it got out of control the trend started to reverse and I found myself starting to enjoy it as much as his occasional pussy slap.  If he turned the vibrating egg up or started messing with my clit again, I knew I’d explode in mere moments.

He did neither of those things (unfortunately) so I kept playing with Ava, hoping she’d finally reach her peak.  She was humping my hands by now, so I held the fingers of one hand together to give her something solid to work with, and concentrated on her clit with my other hand.

The difference was immediately noticeable and I could feel her body start to tremble.  A few seconds later the tiny tremors turned into a full-blown earthquake as she finally
 started to cum.  It was extremely satisfying to hear her scream in ecstasy, and I kept rubbing her clit as fast I could while it tore through her.  She stepped back on her own once she’d had enough, leaning forward to give me a kiss on top of my gag.

“That was lovely honey, thanks,” she said as she stood again.  “I could use a bit of a break and maybe a cup of coffee… how about you, Victor?”

“Coffee sounds great.  Pour me a cup and I’ll join you after I add a few things to keep Drew from getting bored.”

I saw him pick up three small rubber cups and lick the open ends before leaning over me with a smile.  My confusion must’ve been evident on my face since he explained they were suction cups from a snake-bite kit.

He squeezed the first one and pressed it hard over my left nipple, and when he let go, I felt it suck my nipple deep inside in an instant.  I was still gasping from the sudden jolt of pain when he did the same with my right nipple.

I tried to shake my head and say no when he sat back down, since there was only one possible place for the third cup.  Sure enough, I felt my sensitive clit get sucked inside it with equal amounts of pleasure and pain.  The last thing he did before walking away was blindfold me, leaving me to rest as much as I could with the egg still teasing me.

While it was good to have even a brief respite from their attentions, I found that being alone in the quiet room easily doubled how everything felt.  The strain of my stretched body became noticeable again, as did the slow-burn fire left behind from his thorough spanking.

I felt my blood engorged nipples and clit throb with every heartbeat, and most of all, I felt the vibrations on my G-spot.  It didn’t take long before the gentle teasing it provided turned into outright torment, since it kept me a hair away from climax without letting me get any actual relief.

It felt like they left me alone for hours before they returned, although I’m sure it wasn’t really that long.  What I did
 know for sure was that if I didn’t get an orgasm soon, I’d go noisily mad.  I jumped against my restraints when I felt the chair move, but all he did was adjust it so I was sitting semi-upright again.  It was a real relief, and I wondered if the session was over.

The gag was removed and they gave me a minute to roll my head around and work the kinks out of my neck.  Once I stopped, I felt a straw touch my lips and was pleased to find it was an ice cold glass of water.  I was so thirsty I drank the whole thing, although I had to do it in stages since they kept pulling it away to prevent me from gorging myself.

I winced when the suction cups came off, and once the blindfold was removed, I was amazed at how huge they’d made my nipples… even part of the areola was erect.  I’d been reluctant to say anything when they removed the gag, but the egg was still driving me crazy, and he seemed to have forgotten about it.

“Please sir,” I begged.  “Either turn the vibrations up and let me cum, or get it out of me.  It’s just too much of a tease right now.”

“I imagine I’ll get around to it eventually,” he said in an offhand manner.  “I was thinking of typing up my notes while everything’s still fresh in my mind.  It shouldn’t take more than an hour or so.”

An hour or so?  He had to be messing with me, but I couldn’t take the chance.  I needed relief immediately, if not sooner, and knew of only one way to make sure I’d get it.

“Please sir, get that silly egg out of me and put something better in its place… namely you!”

“Me?”

“Yes, sir… please fuck me before I go crazy.”

“Are you sure about that?  I was about to call it a day after finishing my notes.”

“I’m positive,” I said, nodding my head like a bobble-head doll to drive home the point.

“I don’t usually let a patient dictate the terms of their session to me, but since this isn’t a formal exam, I suppose I could oblige you.”

“Thank you, sir, thank you.”

He handed his tablet to Ava and stepped around to my head where he dropped his pants and freed his raging hard-on, allowing the head to slap against my cheek.  I didn’t say anything, but didn’t need to; I stretched my head towards him and took as much of his cock into my mouth as I could.

As I licked and sucked, he slowly crept closer a fraction of an inch at a time until I could take enough of it that it was tickling the back of my throat.  He had a fairly impressive cock, and I was glad he didn’t try to force it down my throat or I’d have been in real trouble.

After another minute of frantic sucking, he pulled away and thankfully went back between my legs.  The evil egg was removed and I felt the tip of his cock against my dripping folds.  He slid inside me slow enough I could feel the bump of the head all the way in, especially the part pressing against the butt plug.

With both holes completely stuffed, he held himself there for a few moments to let me get used to it, and then began pumping away like a man on a mission.  Holy shit, it felt even better than I’d imagined, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before my overdue orgasm arrived in full force.

I actually tried to hold it back for a tiny bit longer, knowing the longer I contained it, the more satisfying it’d be.  I think I lasted a whole ten seconds before exploding into the most powerful orgasm I’d ever experienced.

It was so strong that I felt my stomach cramp up a little as wave after wave of bliss radiated out from my cunt and pulsed through my entire body.  Right at the peak of it all, he pressed the vibrating egg against my clit, turning my orgasm into something completely beyond belief.

Not only was it the most explosive orgasm of my life, but it also wouldn’t stop.  He was thrusting hard enough now that his hips were slapping against my buttocks almost like he was trying to spank me with his body, and it only made me hotter and hotter.

I think he kept me cumming continuously for several minutes in a row, and only when he began cumming himself did he slow down and finally stop deep inside me, his spurting cock adding additional little orgasms on top of it all.  He held himself inside me until his erection fell back to half-mast, and only then did he pull out and take a step back.

“I must say, that had to have been one of the most impressive climaxes I’ve seen in all the years I’ve been doing this,” he complimented me in between his panting breaths.  “Your sexual reactions seem unnaturally high, and you appear to be a natural for what we do here.”

“Thank you.  You definitely know how to push my buttons.”

“I’ve had a lot of practice, but I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“It was meant as one,” I said, and I found I really did mean it.  He’d blown away all my other lovers combined.

“So… now that you’ve had a little taste of what we do here, do you want the job?”

“You bet your cute little ass I do!”

“Good, then tomorrow we can start your training for real.  It shouldn’t take more than a dozen or so sessions before you’re ready to start working with a real client, although I’ll have to step up my game next time and not take it so easy on you.”


That
 was taking it easy on me?  I wondered what else he had in store for me, and if my heart could take the strain.  All I knew was I wouldn’t miss it for the world.

“You’re the doctor,” I said, smiling wide.  “And who am I to second guess what the doctor orders?”

I felt his cock starting to come back to life and press against my thigh.  I think the perks of working here might even outweigh the financial gain if he had the stamina it appeared he did.  A girl could get used to this in a hurry, and I knew I’d love working here.

I wondered if I could put in for some overtime, starting right now.  Best.  Job.  Ever.


Return to Chapter 15
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Bonus Story #4


The Kinky Doctor Returns

A Challenging Client

“Tell me, Dr. Seges,” I bluntly said.  “Why should I spend my money here?  What is it you think you can do for me the other specialists can’t?”

“Simply put, I get results,” he replied, looking amused.

My blood started to boil almost instantly at his cavalier attitude and arrogant demeanor, especially since he couldn’t offer any proof or references to back up his words.  All his clients are confidential?  Bullshit.

“You’ll have to do better than that if you want me
 as a client.”

“Sorry,” he shrugged.  “Miss Dillard will see you out.  Let her know if you change your mind someday.”

He stood and actually walked away from me, leaving me stunned for several seconds.  He sat at his desk and began working on his computer.

“How dare you turn your back on me!  Who the hell do you think you are?”

“I’m the one who just ended this interview.  You may be rich and powerful, but most of my patients are, so that doesn’t really impress me much.  Frankly speaking, fitting you into my schedule would’ve been a real pain in the ass, so I’m a little relieved you decided to take your business elsewhere.”

“I haven’t decided that yet,” I protested.  “I just want to know how this treatment of yours works.”

“You’re used to being the one in control to the point of micro-managing everything.  That won’t work here for what I do, and since I judge you incapable of giving up even the slightest bit of control, you might wind up being the one to break my perfect record.”

“I can do anything I set my mind to.  How else do you think I worked my way up to CEO, VP, and finally owner of my company?”

“You did it by being a complete hard-ass and workaholic.  You did it every day for years until you worked yourself into the rut you’re in now.  Your inability to relax even the tiniest amount is why you can’t get any enjoyment out of sex anymore.”

His candor made me pause to regroup.  He somehow knew more about me than he should’ve… did he do a background check on me or something?  He continued before I could grill him on it.

“I’m still willing to consider taking you as a client, but I won’t put up with any bullshit in the exam room.  You either do what I say, when I say it, or we end the session on the spot.  If it makes you feel better, you’ll only be charged after we make positive progress.”

He sounded confident in his ability to help me, and it was entirely possible he was just as unyielding as I was.  Maybe he could do something to help me, and if not, all I’d lose was a day’s work.  The risk was minimal compared to the potential reward.

“At the office, when I give an order I expect it to be instantly carried out.  This is your office, and I’m smart enough to know what that means.  I’m also smart enough to know that if you hire an expert, you don’t dismiss their recommendations.  If you think you can help me, then I’m in.”

“Very well, Carol,” he said with a sigh.  “We can give it a try if you really mean what you just said.”

“I may be a ruthless hard-ass bitch, but I’m an honest one.  When I say I’ll do something, I do it.”

“Then clear your weekend schedule and return here Saturday afternoon.  I’ll have to cancel my own plans, but it’s the only time in the next few months I’ll be able to squeeze you in.”

“That’s a little short notice, but I’ll do it.”

I was halfway home before I realized he still hadn’t told me what it was he’d be doing.  I guess I’d find out on Saturday, since I felt challenged by him and there was no way I was going to back down now.

***

I was actually nervous when it was time for my appointment, but I knew how to present a calm and collected appearance no matter what.  I strode into his office like I owned the place, even though I felt like making up an excuse for cancelling.

The smug and knowing look on his face put a bit of steel back in my spine, so I followed him into the exam room and got ready.  The changing room only had cheap disposable gowns in it, and I wrinkled my nose in disgust; I hated those things.

Still, it was better than nothing, so I shucked off my clothes and put the stupid thing on before stepping back out.  In my brief absence, both the nurse and his assistant had arrived and were busy setting things up.

I didn’t give Nurse Becker more than a passing glance since she was laying out familiar items like a blood pressure cuff, stethoscope, and thermometer, but Miss Dillard’s work was another story.

“Excuse me, but why are you setting up a video camera?” I asked.

“It’s an insurance policy against patients who are known to be a little dubious with their use of lawyers.  We don’t want any potential lawsuits wasting our time, so we’ll be recording the session as proof that the doctor didn’t do anything other than what he said he’d be doing.  The two of us will also be in attendance as chaperones.”

I didn’t really care for the thought, but if I was in his shoes, I’d probably do the same thing myself.  It was further proof that he really did
 look into my background, since I had used the threat of a lawsuit in the past to advance my career.  I shrugged and sat on the end of the exam chair, doing my best to keep the shitty gown closed.

The doc sat on his stool a moment later and had me sit in the chair proper while the nurse started a routine physical.  The questions he asked were blunt to the point of rudeness, but I think he asked them that way in order to see if I was going to either chicken out or leave in a huff.

Rather than putting me off, it actually made me feel more at ease since it wasn’t really that different from some boardroom tactics I’d faced in the past.  Even highly personal questions like how often I masturbated didn’t faze me.

It was fairly embarrassing to admit in front of everyone that I hadn’t had a successful sexual encounter in the last several years, but I couldn’t lie since that’s why I was here.  Everything was great except for my sex life.

After the ‘regular’ questions, he asked me a string of oddball shit, mixed in with what sounded like disclaimer statements for his video insurance policy.  I felt distinctly odd saying that yes, I was here to discover what could be done about increasing the enjoyment I got out of sex, and accepting that he could do anything he wanted to try and get a reaction out of me.

Nurse Becker (“Call me Ava.”) began giving me a breast exam while the doc lifted my legs up into the stirrups.  I thought it was a little much, but he assured me it was all necessary in order to rule out a physical problem that couldn’t be dealt with here.

It made enough sense that I didn’t argue, even after he strapped my legs firmly into the stirrups and asked Drew for a bigger speculum in order to make sure he had the best possible view.  Even though I kept my mouth shut, my face did turn beet red out of both humiliation and anger at what the need for a bigger speculum implied.

It distracted me enough that it took me a while to notice that Ava’s breast exam wasn’t exactly happening in the proscribed manner anymore.  It was more like she was simply fondling my tits now, and I started to push her hands away.

“None of that, now,” she chided.  “You agreed to this, so you need to lie back and let us do our thing.  Drew?”

The assistant gave a small nod and came to the other side of me, and once in place, they both grabbed an arm and quickly strapped it down.  It only took them about three seconds, and when I opened my mouth to complain, Ava jammed a huge rubber ball past my teeth that silenced me quite effectively.

They pulled the strap behind my head and buckled it tight, even though it seemed redundant to me; I wouldn’t be getting the huge thing out without assistance.  Additional straps went around my arms, legs, waist, and chest to make sure I wouldn’t be interfering any more, or even moving more than a millimeter for that matter.  Talk about redundant!

“There doesn’t seem to be anything physically wrong with you,” Dr. Seges said once my restraints were all secure.  “So I think we’ll move on to the advanced examination, and combine it with a little therapy.  Submission therapy, that is.”


Submission Therapy

The advanced exam?  Submission therapy?  What the hell was he talking about, and why did I need to be restrained so securely for it?  I tried to question Ava with my eyes, but she simply smiled and turned back to her supply cart.

Her hand emerged with a box of elastic bands and after grabbing a handful, she put the box on my stomach.  Drew grabbed a handful herself and they both started working the fat elastics over my tits.

They made sure they rolled them down as far as possible until they were right at the base before starting with another one.  By the time I had six around each one I could see my tits were starting to turn red with the trapped blood and it was starting to hurt quite a bit.  They added a few more for good measure before the box was returned to the cart.

Her hand came back with a greasy looking jar and some disposable rubber gloves.  They each donned a pair before taking a generous scoop out of the jar and rubbing the contents over my engorged tits.  They made doubly sure my nipples and areolas were well coated with the goop before putting the jar away and removing the gloves.

Next was a pair of clear plastic cylinders that they put over my nipples, and while Drew held the first one in place, Ava connected a hose to the end of it and with some sort of squeeze gun, began sucking the air out.  It pulled my nipple deep inside the cylinder until it was throbbing from the pressure, and even after she removed the hose the vacuum stayed intact.

They repeated the process on my other nipple and now my tits were really aching.  Actually, now that the initial shock had worn off, I could sense they were doing more than aching; they were starting to burn.  I looked back at the jar and was able to read the label: Concentrated Liquid Heat Gel.

Oh shit.  I began thrashing in my bonds when it really kicked in a minute later, wanting… no, needing
 that crap removed ASAP.  Instead of letting me go, the doc cranked the stirrups both upward and outward until my legs were painfully stretched and my ass was actually lifted off the chair a little bit.  To add insult to injury, the waist belt was now digging into my stomach and making it harder to breathe.

With my newly contorted position I couldn’t see what the doc was doing, but I heard the distinctive snap of a rubber glove and knew I wouldn’t like it.  When I felt him smear some grease around my asshole, all I could do was pray it was regular lubricant and not the burning shit they’d plastered over my tits.

It worried me enough that I barely noticed when he slipped his finger inside my virgin backdoor, although my calmness didn’t last more than a nanosecond after he began sliding it rapidly in and out.  He kept it up for over a minute before I felt an increase in pressure and guessed he’d switched to using two fingers.

He’d used enough lube that it didn’t hurt as much as I’d feared, although it was still a far from pleasant experience.  It was much better than what was to follow.

Ava wheeled an IV stand over, and hanging from it was what looked like a hot water bottle.  Looks can be deceiving, though, and when she handed the doc the hose running from the bottom, I knew what it was for.

Sure enough, I soon felt the hose slide up my well-greased back passage and something began to inflate inside me.  He pumped it up until I thought I might burst, and it wasn’t just one thing inflating either; there was a second part just outside my sphincter that was inflating as well to make sure of a complete water-tight seal.

At his nod, Ava opened a valve and let the water start flowing.  It felt extremely weird and a little tingly as the bag’s contents started filling up my colon, and I found I had to really concentrate on my breathing as the pressure slowly increased.

Long before the bag was empty the pressure changed to a painful cramping, and I tried once again to let them know it was more than I could handle.  The doc just shook his head and rolled his stool to the side.

A moment later I felt a pair of stinging slaps explode across my buttocks that drew a surprised howl out of me despite the mouth-stuffing gag I had to deal with.  The instant I stopped to catch my breath he struck each cheek again, and then a third time.  I was seeing spots in front of my eyes by the time he finished the tenth round and gave me a chance to recover.

I was extremely grateful when Drew removed the huge ball from my mouth so I could take a proper breath, but before I could voice a protest over my treatment, I found a leather covered ring take its place.  It still stretched my jaw wide open and made speech impossible, but at least I could get enough air now.

Now that I could breathe again, I was able to take in the other sensations inflicted on me, and I wasn’t sure which was burning more now, my tits or my ass.  On a slightly positive note, the bag had finally finished emptying while I was recovering, so at least the cramps shouldn’t get any worse.

They actually did get a bit worse since the doc was content to let it stay inside me and do its thing while he idly ran his fingers up and down my labia.  Despite my extreme discomfort everywhere else, it actually started to feel good after a few minutes and I started to relax a tiny bit.

It was a little disappointing when he finally stopped, but when I saw Ava hand him a stainless steel pan and felt him fiddling with the enema tube I knew I’d be rid of the foul thing and cheered up again.  It practically exploded out of my ass when he removed the tube, and the relief was tremendous.

I didn’t even mind much when he jammed the cone shaped plug up there once I’d finished expelling the water, especially since he resumed stroking my labia again.  His touch felt ten times better this time without the distraction of the enema, and I thought I might even be able to actually cum if he just spent a bit more time working around my clit.

I tried to thrust my hips forward into his probing fingers whenever he hit the top of his stroke, but only wound up frustrating myself since I couldn’t move more than a millimeter in any direction.  I still kept trying since it helped keep my mind off my aches and pains, and even the tiny bit of extra pressure against my clit helped.

He didn’t seem to be very observant.  His job was to help me with my sexual frustration, yet all he was doing was teasing me beyond belief.  After a few more minutes of doing nothing to relieve me, I began to think he didn’t even care about his job.

“What do you think, girls?” he asked out of the blue.  “It looks like our client is running out of patience, yet she hasn’t given any indication of thinking about anything other than herself.”

“I think she’s self-centered and egotistical,” Drew replied.  “I also think she lacks any self-discipline or desire to learn what a sexual encounter should really be like.”

“I disagree,” he said.  “I think she can learn, if given the right motivation.  Am I right, Carol?”

I tried to agree with him, but couldn’t make myself understood properly with my jaw held so wide by the ring gag.  The sudden insertion of a pair of his fingers up my cunt made me change my mind about how observant he was; it seemed like he was good at translating mumbles spoken by someone gagged.

Even though I knew I was welded to the chair, I still tried to arch my back at the new sensations he was causing.  The moan that escaped my lips was the only intelligible sound to make it past my gag, and it drew a chuckle out of the doc.

“It sounds like someone is definitely starting to enjoy themselves.  Perhaps she wants to earn the privilege of cumming?”

I tried to agree with him and got the point across since he stared me in the eye as he began pumping his fingers into me faster and harder.  Unfortunately, he stopped just before I popped, eliciting a scream of frustration from my throat, followed by a pleading whimper.

“How badly do you want to cum?” he asked, as he began removing his belt.

I froze as the implications of what he asked sunk in, but was too close to the edge to care.  Taking my silence for assent, he stepped up to my head and slapped his already hard prick onto my lips.

“You know what to do,” he said.

I sure did, although I couldn’t do very much with the hard ring keeping my lips wide apart.  He knew what he wanted, though, and started pumping in and out, going a little bit deeper with each thrust until his massive cock was completely buried down my throat.

It wasn’t exactly what I had in mind, but it was out of my control by now.  Luckily he didn’t face fuck me for long, and instead he returned between my legs where he positioned himself to give me what I so desperately needed.

Just as he thrust deep inside my aching pussy, the two girls each pulled the vacuum tubes off my nipples, causing a massive overload of conflicting sensations.  For some reason, despite the pain, it all combined to send me over the edge into the biggest orgasm of my life.

The doc simply held himself tight against my groin and rode out the twitching and contractions while I came and came non-stop for what seemed like forever.  Even though he wasn’t actively doing anything, just the feel of his massive cock inside me kept me going until I couldn’t even think straight anymore.

Just when I thought it was over, he began slamming me hard enough to scoot the chair backwards with each powerful thrust, and it wasn’t long before I started cumming a second time.  I’d never cum twice in the same month before, let alone twice within a few minutes, and I literally saw stars in front of my eyes as the powerful waves of pleasure crashed through me over and over.

Even then he didn’t stop, and if anything, he picked up the pace and also began flicking my clit with one of his fingers.  The girls even started playing with my nipples, alternating between sensually teasing them and painfully flicking or twisting the ultra-sensitive buds.

It was enough to send me to the peak for a third time, just as he began cumming himself.  This one was so strong that it almost felt painful with its intensity, and the extra attention paid to my erogenous zones only fanned the flames higher.

My vision was starting to turn grey around the edges since I couldn’t think to breathe, but luckily we finished before I blacked completely out.  Still, all I could do was limply lie there and pant while my body recovered on pure autopilot.

As I lay there in my stupor, one of the girls began using baby wipes to clean my chest off while the other began dribbling water into my mouth.  I hadn’t realized just how parched I’d become until the cool, clear water hit my throat, but holy crap, it tasted like the sweet nectar of the gods.

Cutting off the elastics hurt a little when they snapped away, and my tits began throbbing with the resumption of proper blood flow, but it was still a relief to get them off.  As a fortunate side-effect (or unfortunate, depending on your point of view) my tits and nipples were left extremely sensitive, and I could even feel the blood flowing through my veins.

Each brush of the cloth felt like the hands of the most skilled lover in the world, and I unbelievably began to perk up and get turned on again.  My reaction didn’t go unnoticed, and Ava began kissing my gagged lips while trying to reach my tonsils with her tongue.

As soon as Drew finished cleaning my chest, she removed he lab coat and sat next to me with one hand fondling my chest and the other caressing my labia.  Ava slipped out of her own coat and leaned over to look me in the eye.  Neither one of them was wearing anything underneath.

“Do you still want more?” she asked.

I quickly nodded my head and grunted a yes.

“Then it’s time you reciprocated and gave back a little of the pleasure we’ve been giving you.”

She climbed onto the chair and reversed herself so she could plant her pussy over my face.  I froze while she was getting into position and then shrugged.  Once again it wasn’t exactly what I had in mind, but I was willing to give it a try if it meant I could have another glorious orgasm.

I stuck my tongue out once her snatch was in range and began running it up and down her engorged lips.  Even with my limited range of motion and inexperience, it was obvious she was enjoying the ride, and once the doc removed my gag I rocked her world in a matter of minutes.

Drew had been keeping me hanging on the edge while I was licking and sucking, and I hoped she’d let me finally crest now that Ava had cum in a most obvious and vocal manner.  She had a different plan in mind.

The girls switched positions, and as she wiggled her butt closer to my face, I could see a trail of juices running down her thigh.  She was dripping wet and it shouldn’t take much to bring her off.

I guessed right, and I made her cum even faster than I’d brought Ava to orgasm, but Drew wasn’t satisfied with just one.  Both of them played with my pussy and clit while I was forced to keep licking.

On her third orgasm, she wrapped her legs around my head and pulled me in so tight I couldn’t even breathe.  I kept licking as best as I could, but then she began squirting, and the sudden flood of juices came close to drowning me.

That was when they went into overdrive on my own pussy, sending me over the moon like never before, and with the two experienced girls hitting all my best spots, it was definitely worth the wait.

My orgasm seemed to send Drew immediately into a fourth orgasm, and hers sent me onto a higher plateau.  The bucking of her hips gave me just enough air to keep going, and we fed off each other’s lust and desire, with our mutual orgasms continuing on for an unnaturally long time.

By the time we’d both finished, I really was spent.  They released me from my bondage, but even once I was free I couldn’t muster up enough energy to get out of the chair.  The three of them disappeared through a side door I saw opened up into a shower room, letting me recover at my own pace.

I knew I’d be joining them momentarily, since the thought of a shower was too appealing to pass up.  From head to toe I was covered in sweat (along with other fluids) and there was no way I could go out in public in my current state.

While I’d initially thought to let them finish in there, I forced myself out of the chair and made my way over to the door.  Despite having cum more times today than in the rest of my entire life, I felt my libido on the rise again at the thought of them taking a group shower.

Maybe if I hurried I could get one or more of them to soap me up, and if one thing led to another, at least we were already in the shower.  Besides… the doc had a busy schedule, and there was no time like the present to schedule a return visit.
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Bonus Story #5


The Kinky Doctor’s Group Session

Sexual Frustration

“Thanks for seeing me on such short notice, sir,” Carol said as she awkwardly took a seat in front of my desk.

“What seems to be the problem?” I asked.

“Well,” she hesitantly began.  “Despite the things you’ve shown me and done for me, my sex life still isn’t what I’d call a success.  Your therapy sessions are amazing, but once outside your clinic, things are just as bland as before.”

“You’ve tried with different partners?”

“Of course I have, but none of them have been able to do it for me at all.  If I want any relief I have to wait for them to either leave or fall asleep and then I go to the bathroom with my new multi-speed rabbit friend.”

“Have you tried adding bondage to your trysts?”

“Once, but I was too nervous about being tied by someone I wasn’t sure I could trust.  It totally killed the whole mood.”

“Hmm… it sounds like you still have some control and trust issues left to deal with.  Based on how well you react to me and my assistants, I know you have it in you to be a real dynamo in bed with practically any partner.  You need to learn how to give yourself over to others in the same way you submit to me.”

“That’s easier said than done since most men are assholes and most women are bitches.  How do I find Mister or Ms. Right?”

“You have to try to trust and open yourself up to others.  Perhaps you might benefit from one of my group therapy sessions… would you be interested in trying one?”

“What?” she exclaimed.  “Have one of our rather intimate and embarrassing sessions in front of strangers?”

“It’s a way of breaking down some of the walls you’ve built up over the years, and there’s no reason for you to feel embarrassed about it since the others get the same type of therapy you do.”

“I’m not sure I’m ready for something like that.”

“I think you are,” I disagreed.  “It’s the logical next step for you to take since it’ll allow you to see that you’re not alone in your sexual needs and desires.  If nothing else, I think you’ll enjoy it immensely, and I’ve never had an unsatisfied customer for any of my group sessions.”

“How many people would be there?”

“I think for your first one we’d start small and have maybe three girls, including yourself, but not counting Ava or Drew.”

“I think I might be able to handle that,” she reluctantly conceded.

“I’ll see what I can set up.  I’ve got two specific clients in mind that are usually available on weekends, so now we just need you to take some time off.  Perhaps we can do this at the end of the month?”

“That should work for me,” she said, rising.  “I’ll call if there’s a problem, but it should be fine.  Book it, please.”

“Consider it done.”

I watched as she left and sat there deep in thought for close to an hour before buzzing Ava and having her contact Nora and Gail.  This would have to be a very special group session, but I thought I had a good idea of how to approach it.

I smiled as I rose to get ready for my next client, the plan already coming together.  This would be more than therapeutic for Carol and the other girls; it would be a hell of a lot of fun.

***

“Welcome, Carol,” I said as she strode into my office.  “I’d begun to think you changed your mind about attending.”

“Sorry I’m late, but I employ too many incompetent idiots, so explaining what I needed done by Monday took a lot longer than expected.”

“Have a seat and I’ll introduce you to the others.”

She slipped out of her blazer and took the proffered seat on the sofa next to Nora.  Ava poured some champagne for everyone while I made introductions, and while everyone seemed tense, they began chatting amiably before too long.

The only problem seemed to be that Carol was still in ‘boss mode’ and wanted to take charge of everything.  I’d have to do something about that in a hurry since both Nora and Gail were fairly submissive and she’d run roughshod over them if I didn’t intervene.  I whispered some instructions to Ava and stepped into the circle of girls to take control.

“Before you all come up with too many wild plans and crazy ideas about what’s going to happen this weekend, I think we should start with a simple game of chance.”

“What do you mean?” Carol asked.

“To put it simply, I’d like to keep things as fair as possible for everyone, so here’s what we’re going to do.  Ava?”

Ava was standing at the sideboard where I kept my limited bar supplies, with three fresh glasses of champagne.  As the girls turned to look at her, she opened a small vial and tipped the contents into one of the glasses.  She then stepped in front of the tray and spun it around to hide which glass she’d doctored.

“Think of this as Russian Roulette.  You just saw Ava pour a fast acting sedative into one of the flutes, and whoever falls asleep will become a bondage toy for those who remain awake.  I think it’s the fairest way to begin.”

The girls all looked nervous at the thought of being the one singled out for use by the others, but I could see by the flush of their cheeks and increased breathing rate that they were all secretly hoping to be the one.  None of them declined to take a glass, and raising them high in a toast, they all downed each of their entire drinks in a matter of seconds.

They immediately began looking at each other rapidly, trying to determine who got the drugged drink.  It wasn’t long before Abigail’s head began to nod and her eyes took on a glazed look.  Carol crowed in triumph and started getting up to go over to her, but couldn’t quite get her legs to cooperate.

She fell back into her chair with a puzzled look on her face and slowly slumped to the side.  Within a minute all three girls were out like a light, since I’d had Ava drug all three glasses before making a show with one of them.  This was my game, and there was no way I’d be letting Carol take it over.

Drew came out of the exam room pushing a cart with three heavy duffle bags, dropping one in front of each girl at random.  I’d prepared the contents with great care, but still liked a bit of a random element to things.

We started with Nora and while it might’ve been more efficient if we all took a different girl to get ready, it was far easier to all work together since their limp bodies were difficult to maneuver alone.  After stripping off her street clothes, I opened the first bag to see what she’d be wearing for transport to my dungeon.

Her bag contained a standard canvas Posey straitjacket and other institutional style restraints.  I had the girls lift and spread her legs for me so I could insert the e-stim butt plug and oversized vibrator into their respective holes.  After setting them to operate randomly, a thick pair of rubber panties held them in place and we sat her up so we could work on the jacket next.

After working her limp, noodle-like arms into the sleeves and getting the back started, we laid her on the floor to make it easier to pull the straps nice and tight.  While I made sure they were all perfectly tight, Drew put a stiff cervical collar around her neck to keep her head from flopping around.

We sat her up again so Ava could install the double-ratchet Whitehead gag and I could start on her legs.  The padded leather restraints were four inches wide and extremely long for such a slender girl, so rather than putting a cuff on each ankle, I had Drew hold her feet together so I could wrap the cuff around both at once.  She finished well before I did, so I had her wrap a long Ace bandage over the gag to keep her from drooling all over the place.

I managed to get three in a row up to her knees before I decided she was well and truly restrained, and moved to Abigail.  Dumping the contents of her bag on the floor, I saw that she’d gotten the leather selection.

It was tough to get the larger butt plug up her almost virgin backdoor, but the muscle relaxants included with the sedative helped a lot and with quite a bit of grease, it eventually slid into place.  Her vibrator had a built-in clit stimulator, and even running on random I’d be willing to bet she’d regain consciousness in the middle of a powerful orgasm.

Considering that, I had Ava use not only the rubber panties, but an adult diaper as well so she wouldn’t make a mess on the way to my place.  The leather straitjacket was a touch small for her, but looked amazing once it was snugly in place.  I paused to take a few pictures of her tightly encased body before continuing.

Drew put on the tall leather posture collar while I went to work on her legs with a dozen long leather belts.  Folding her legs back, I used the first two pairs to put her into a nice frog tie, and then used the second two pairs to weld them together.

The final two pairs went around her entire body, putting her into a compact ball tie, and with the addition of a leather covered bit gag, she was ready for transport.  Now it was Carol’s turn, and by process of elimination, I knew she’d had the misfortune to get the latex gear.

Inflatable dildos went up both her ass and snatch, with a clit vibe to make sure she wouldn’t get bored in case she woke up early.  Her latex panties were thinner than the ones used on the other girls, but just as effective.

We had to use a ton of talcum powder to get the black latex jacket on her, but the end result was well worth it, since the stretchy jacket showed every inch of her body like a second skin, especially her beautiful rock-hard nipples.  I had the girls hold her upright while I pulled the crotch strap, just so I could make it extra taut and keep to the skintight look.

If I thought it was tough getting the jacket on her, it was nothing compared to her leg restraints.  Made of a single long, wide, and slightly tapered tube of latex, it took all three of us to roll it up her legs until they were glued together from the tips of her toes to the top of her waist.

It was so tight, I wondered if we’d be able to get it off without cutting and ruining it, but I’d worry about that later.  We had to finish up and get on the road soon or they might wake up before we got them settled into their weekend accommodations.

Ava slipped the rubber bladder of the inflatable gag into her mouth and slowly pumped it up while we put the adjustable posture collar around her neck.  Starting not quite as tall as the leather one, it was deceptive since the adjustment bar could make it more severe than the other two styles combined.  I gave it a few more turns than normal, just to test her limits.

“Ok, ladies,” I said with satisfaction.  “Let’s load ‘em up and hit the road.  We’ve got a lot of work to do and not a lot of time to do it.”

While it was true we had a lot of work to do, none of us cared in the least.  The fun we were expecting to have this weekend would be a more than fair compensation, and we could hardly wait.


Group Therapy

Nora:

I awoke with a pounding in my head, a crick in my neck, and a buzzing between my legs.  It took several minutes before I was sure I was actually awake and not dreaming, but reality slowly reasserted itself into my consciousness.

I could see the other two girls in front of me and a bit to the side; it seemed we were all tied to benches around a common center and facing each other.  Seeing the other girls helped me to figure out how I was restrained.

We were all lying on small padded benches, gagged and wearing straitjackets with the arms stretched straight down towards the floor.  A rope at the back of the gag strap was tied off to the back of the jacket, making sure we couldn’t help but look up at each other.

All of our legs were tied somewhere behind us, keeping our legs extremely
 wide, and also high above us.  It helped explain why my body felt such a powerful strain, and only the wide belt fusing me to the table kept my ass even remotely close to it.

Even though the room was filled with mirrors, I couldn’t see what was going on behind me, or more to the point, inside
 me back there.  I could, however, sure could feel that both holes were well stuffed, especially my cunt.

I felt lucky that the doctor didn’t use a butt plug on the same scale as the dildo he’d selected for me, but then I felt the shocks start back there and knew my luck was as bad as it usually was.  It felt like I had a bee hive up my ass, but then the vibrator kicked in on high speed, and it surprisingly started to feel kind of good.

This wasn’t even remotely what I’d envisioned when I agreed to the doctor’s group session, but maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.  Just as I thought that, the vibrator shut off and my impending orgasm began to fade as only the shocks remained.  Then that stopped as well and I was left panting into my gag, hoping they’d turn on again while I was still worked up.

When will I ever learn to stop asking for things out of my control?  The shocks resumed on an even higher level, but the vibrator turned on at what must’ve been its lowest setting.  It was both painful and frustrating at the same time, and I was extremely glad when that cycle finally ended.

I saw Gail start to stir, and I briefly wondered if she was enduring the same torments I was, but then the vibrator and plug kicked in on high again and I stopped wondering about anything other than my hopefully impending orgasm.

Abigail:

I was staring at Nora’s face when my eyes cleared, but only for a second since my eyes rolled back in my head as a powerful orgasm washed through my body.  It didn’t last long, but it left me feeling weak, and I somehow knew it wasn’t my first climax of the day.

I didn’t even know it was possible to cum while unconscious, but the proof was in the pudding… or in my case, in my swollen pussy and throbbing clit.  It also felt like I had a baseball bat jammed up my ass, and I vaguely wondered how the doc got something so big up there.

I’d closed my eyes when I came, but now they flew open as I heard Nora in the unmistakable throes of her own powerful climax, and I took satisfaction in knowing I wasn’t alone in my situation.  The doc must’ve tricked us and drugged all
 the glasses before handing them out.

That was fine, as far as I was concerned, since it meant that pushy new girl wouldn’t be running the show.  In fact, it looked like she was still out cold, so maybe she got a double dose of whatever they put in the champagne to knock us out.

I felt my vibrator kick on again, the powerful toy not only stimulating my G-spot, but also directly on my clit.  With how fast I was building up, it was no wonder I’d already cum multiple times, even while out of it.

I was still trying to picture what an unconscious orgasm looked like when the real thing exploded between my legs again.  It was a good thing I was restrained so tightly, or I would’ve definitely bucked myself off the small bench they’d put me on.

This one was almost painfully intense, and for the first time in my life I was glad when I felt my orgasm begin to fade.  Once again, I fell limp in my bonds, trying to get air around the fat bar holding my mouth open, and into my heaving lungs.

As I lay there panting, I saw lust cover Nora’s face as her own toys went to work, but just before she could cum they must’ve shut off, leaving her horny and frustrated.  It somehow struck me as funny, considering how my own toy was working me over, and I would’ve laughed if I wasn’t gagged.

Even though my orgasms were progressively getting more painful and intense, her situation only became more hilarious, as she wasn’t able to cum again.  She was giving me dirty looks that were tinged with more than a little envy at how easily I was reaching climax.

I would’ve gladly ‘shared the wealth’ if I could’ve, but from the moment we picked up those champagne flutes, control was taken out of our hands and placed firmly into the doc’s.  Speaking of which, I wondered where he was.

I had no doubt he wasn’t far away, since one of the things he’d drilled into both Nora and I, was you never leave a bound and gagged person unattended.  He approved of the use of restrictive bondage and mouth stuffing gags, but not at the expense of someone’s safety.

I’d been maintaining eye contact with Nora as much as I could, but a groan from Carol got my attention.  It seems she was finally beginning to wake up, and hopefully that’s what the doc was waiting for.  I was extremely eager to find out what he had in store for us this weekend.

I looked closer and she was definitely waking up, but her eyes were glassy and unfocused, and it’d probably be a while before she was fully with it.  She still looked groggy about twenty minutes and two orgasms later, when the doc and his staff came into the room with a veritable mountain of supplies.

It was a slow procession, not due to the amount of gear they were bringing, but rather the state Ava and Drew were in.  Both girls were naked and restrained with handcuffs connected to their ankle shackles, and every chain was fairly short.  They had to take small shuffle steps and remain slightly bent over if they wanted to make any progress at all.

Both were wearing strap-on dildos and had a second phallus sticking out of their gags, although that was all the bondage the doc had put them in.  I guess they needed a little more mobility than usual if they were to assist him in any way.

My guess was confirmed as he released their handcuffs from the ankle chain, and they each went to a different one of us.  Ava pushed her cart behind me, Drew went to Nora, and the doc set up behind Carol.

Whatever this was, it was finally about to begin.

Carol:

For the longest time I thought I was having an erotic dream, but as the knockout drops slowly left my system, clarity returned and I knew it was no dream.  All three of us were bound to small tables, and I could see his two assistants working behind the other two girls I was sharing my session with.

By process of elimination, that meant the doctor was behind me, and sure enough, in the mirror across from me, I could see his smiling face peek up from between my widely spread legs.  The massive things he’d stuffed into me after knocking me out began to shrink, first in my butt, and then in my cunt.

I guessed they were some sort of inflatable plugs, but before he could remove them I heard a loud groan come from Abigail.  My eyes flew wide open when I saw the size of the butt plug pulled out of her ass, and I realized the inflatable things used on me weren’t quite so bad after all.

I would’ve smiled at the pained look on her face, but I still had a third inflatable bladder stuck in my mouth.  My eyes went wide a second time as the now thin butt plug was quickly removed and immediately replaced with a different, firmer type of plug.

Between watching the mirror and seeing what was being done to the other girls, I knew they were preparing enemas for us.  My face turned bright red at the thought of being seen like this, but I took some small comfort in knowing I wouldn’t be alone for the ordeal.

I tensed up when I felt the first trickle of water enter my bowels, since unlike the previous enemas he’d given me, this one was rather cold.  The cramps started almost immediately, and I knew I’d be in trouble long before it was over.

While the bag was emptying and filling me with what felt like several pints, the deflated dildo was replaced with a different one and turned on to a medium-low setting.  He used a harness assembly to hold it in place, and once the straps were tightened up I felt a protrusion press hard against my clit.

It immediately helped take my mind off of the enema, and I closed my eyes in order to concentrate better.  I wasn’t sure why, but for some reason it seemed that the harder I tried to cum, the less powerful the sensations felt.  It wasn’t long before I wished he’d just shut the damn thing off, since my frustration level hit the ceiling in record time.

On a brighter note, the enema bag must’ve been empty since I felt him fiddling with something back there, and I saw in the mirror he wheeled the stand it was hanging from away.  The cramps really, really sucked, but at least my colon wouldn’t be getting filled anymore.

The nurse and assistant were a lot slower than the doctor, and I had to endure the teasing vibrations and harsh cramps for at least ten minutes before the other girls had their enema tubes removed and things could continue.  Hopefully an orgasm or twenty would be the first order of business on his agenda.

Nope.

The three of them in unison pulled what looked like small, clear plastic cricket bats out of their carts, and waved them up high to make sure we all got a good look at them.  They were dotted with finger sized holes for the entire two-foot length, and I tried to brace myself for what I knew was coming.

My mental preparations did nothing to stop the shriek I tried to get past the gag as the evil paddle made contact with my ass.  It was long enough that he’d struck both cheeks with the same blow, and my ass immediately felt like it was on fire.

The other girls received the same treatment, and I wondered if the awkward two-handed blows delivered to them were more painful or less than my own.  Then the second blow landed on my ass and I stopped worrying about how they were feeling.

Then they started spanking for real, a fresh blow landing every few seconds, and somehow the three of them were able to synchronize their strikes so the sound all three hits echoed through the room as one.  Between the tormenting vibrator and the pain both inside and outside my ass, I slipped into what must’ve been sub-space from the things I’d read on the internet.

I felt my orgasm grow closer than ever, and I knew it’d be a mind-blowing experience when it finally crested.  Unfortunately, I couldn’t get that last little bit needed to send me into blissful oblivion, and I almost felt like crying.

The other two girls, and especially Nora, looked to be in the same frustrating boat I was in, and I hoped at least one of them would get the relief I wasn’t able to achieve.  With one final, extra-hard whack, the spanking stopped and the only sound was air whistling past our gags and the blood rushing through my veins.

I felt a cooling cream being massaged into my burning ass cheeks, and reveled in the new sensation.  The other girls seemed to be enjoying it as much as I did, and a new round of pleasurable moans filled the room.

It didn’t last nearly as long as I hoped, and even worse, it still wasn’t enough extra to get me over the edge so I could finally cum.  With the way my legs were tied I couldn’t even help push myself closer since there was no way to get any additional pressure or friction.  It didn’t stop me from trying, though.

I was trying to figure out what he’d be doing next, and once again I was completely shocked when the doc simply hopped up on his cart and pulled a beer out of a cooler!  His rubbing helped remove a tiny bit of the sting on my ass cheeks, but he seemed content to let the enema and vibrator continue tormenting me.

I tried to grunt my displeasure, but he just smiled and raised his bottle in the air, saluting me with it before taking a long pull on it.  His two assistants went to stand beside him, and he absently fondled their tits while enjoying his brew and leaving us to stew.

Only now did I remember this was to be a weekend long session, and the possibility existed he’d be leaving us to suffer like this for a very long time.  There was obviously a method to his madness and a lesson to be learned, but I couldn’t think properly at the moment and whatever it was escaped me.

After an hour like that I was a gibbering wreck and would’ve been willing to do anything to be able to cum.  He finally allowed us to expel the enemas at least, so that was one major relief, even though he had Ava walk around the room with what looked like an automotive grease gun, giving us each several shots of the gooey grease.

I think she did at least eight laps around us, and I almost felt as full as when I’d had the enema inside me, although there wasn’t the same cramping involved.  It almost might’ve been enjoyable if it wasn’t for Drew along with her, removing our butt plugs when it was our turn, and then immediately ramming it back in place so they could move on.

I lost track of how many times she had to refill the grease gun, but the doc was eventually satisfied with how much she’d shot into us and called her back to his side.  Without the previous cramping, my vibrator felt twice as strong now, and it was unbelievable I still hadn’t crested into orgasm.

They left us to endure at least another hour like that before he hopped down off his perch and checked on our condition.  After being held on the very edge of orgasm for so incredibly long, none of us were in very good shape, and I’m sure the other girls were just as horny as I was.

“I’m guessing I have your full attention now, ladies,” he finally said.  “So I think we can finally begin your group session.”

“Begin
?” I thought.  If this was the warm-up, what did he have planned for the main event?

“Tell me… which one of you is the horniest?” he innocently asked.

All three of us immediately started grunting and trying to get his attention in the hopes we’d be the first one to get some relief.  I thought it was totally unfair that Abigail was able to make the most noise around the bit gag she wore, and therefore got to go first.

I was jealous of her as the doc walked behind her and removed the insidious toy from her snatch and place it on the small of her back.  He stepped out of his pants and let his already hard cock free, and without further ado, plunged deep inside her with a long, hard thrust.

It only took about thirty seconds of him thrusting into her before I saw her orgasm face appear and heard her screams of ecstasy fill the room.  It was tough to judge since this was the first time I’d met her, but it looked to be a real doozy, and the doc never slowed down until she was completely spent.

He replaced the toy into her cunt and moved on to Nora.  He hadn’t cum yet, so was still ready for action, and just like with Abigail, he wasted no time in preliminaries.  Also like Abigail, Nora came in mere moments, and he kept pounding away through her entire orgasm as well.

My heart started beating faster as he approached me, and I wondered if I’d be able to hold out a little longer than they had so I could enjoy it more.  Not a chance.  Even though I was trying to suppress it, the first touch of his long, thick cock inside me almost made me cum.

I doubt I lasted as long as either of them, but once my orgasm exploded, I stopped caring.  It wasn’t just massive; it was way beyond anything imaginable.  It was fire… it was lightning… it was all consuming, and it kept peaking higher and higher until I thought I might explode from how powerful it was.

It also kept going on and on with each powerful thrust of his massive cock, and I briefly thought I might pass out due to sensory overload.  Right when I was at my limit I started coming down and leveling out enough to remember that breathing might help.

I should’ve been ashamed at the display I’d put on in front of these strangers, but we’d formed a bond in our mutual ordeal and I felt proud instead.  I was ninety-nine percent sure I had the best orgasm out of all of us.

Like the others, my vibrator was immediately reinserted once I’d finished cumming, and almost unbelievably, the doc went back for round two with Abigail.  He brought her off in about a minute and moved on to Nora for her turn, and I could barely believe the endurance he had.

I was looking forward to my second turn, but it wasn’t to be.  As soon as Nora started to cum, I saw him tense up as he began cumming himself.  I could imagine what it felt like for her to feel his hot seed shoot into her dripping cunt, and I would’ve given anything to be in her place right now.

Having cum, I thought I was shit outta luck for getting a second orgasm of my own, but he apparently wanted to keep things even.  His fingers and tongue was no match for the feel of his prick, but my hungry cunt and swollen clit didn’t care in the least.

Once again I exploded into orgasm, and this time I began squirting the moment the first wave crashed over me.  It felt like my energy was being washed away by the gushing fluids, only to be replaced by a near bottomless pit of pleasure.  Once again, I was positive I had the best orgasm out of all of us, although Nora getting to feel the doctor cum might’ve been a close second.

He left the toys inside us to keep us ready for more while he recharged his batteries, but it didn’t take long before his cock was once again standing at attention.  He directed each of his assistants to stand behind the others, while he went around behind me.

My pussy was definitely ready for another round with his lovely prick, and I was extremely grateful I was going to get the real thing instead of the strap-on dildos the other girls would get.  Once again he surprised me.

Instead of removing the vibrator, he turned it up to full blast and removed the butt plug instead.  Before I knew what was happening, his cock was buried deep in my back door and pounding away.

He really was pounding away, too, almost like he thought I was a tough side of beef that needed tenderizing.  The slap of his hips against my still sore ass was yet another conflicting sensation that kept me off balance and unsure of how I should feel about being sodomized in front of two strangers.

Like before, I realized we were all sharing the same ordeal, and my shame evaporated as my lust rose.  It was Abigail who started cumming first, but the look of rapture on her face was enough to send both of us over the edge to join her.

It was totally unexpected, yet it seemed perfectly natural.  If we were all in this together, why shouldn’t we all be enjoying ourselves at the same time if we could?  Our backdoor assault and high speed vibrations continued until Nora went over the top again, and just like last time, we both joined her in an amazing shared orgasm.

It almost felt like we were a single entity in three different bodies, and the pleasure wasn’t simply split three ways… it was tripled.  The doctor’s pounding into my rear got even faster and harder shortly after that realization, and when I felt him explode inside me, it was my turn to cum first and drive the other girls to climax.

It was even better the third time, since the doctor had cum as well, and before we’d finished, so had Ava and Drew.  I vaguely wondered if anyone else had ever experienced a six-way simultaneous orgasm before, and knew this’d be a night we’d all remember for the rest of our lives.

They left us like we were until the last of the aftershocks had passed, and then slowly lowered our legs to the floor.  It was a real relief to have them back on the ground, even though there was no way my weak knees could support even a single ounce of my weight.

Our gags were removed and we were given some water to help our parched mouths, and it was all I could do to sip the straw in front of me when it was my turn.  He left us ungagged, but none of us had enough energy left to say a single word.

Then again, none of us needed to speak.  They were no longer strangers to me, and in fact, I thought I knew them better than anyone else in the world.  I even already knew we’d be seeing a lot of each other once the weekend was over, but that made me remember something else:

The weekend was far from over, so I wondered what else he had in store for us.  I relaxed back into my bonds and smiled, content with whatever came next.


Return to Chapter 17
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Bonus Story #6


The Kinky Doctor’s Bondage Asylum

Her Last Hope

“If you don’t mind me saying, you’re looking a little bummed out today,” Dr. Seges said as we sat down in his office.

“I guess I am,” I admitted.  “Nora and Gail are pretty much a solid pair these days and I feel like an extra wheel whenever they let me join in their private games.  I try to leave them alone as much as possible, but none of the other men or women I’ve dated are able to give me any sexual gratification.”

“None at all?”

“Nope.  I had high hopes for this guy I met at the Silver Crop last weekend, but he turned out to be a wham-bam, thank-you-ma’am type of guy, despite the bondage.”

“That’s a shame,” he replied, consoling me.  “I had such high hopes after you learned to share your emotions with others during our group session last month.”

“I thought it might’ve done the trick myself, especially after learning how to deal with the embarrassment of what you did.  I mean really… if you would’ve told me when we first met how I’d enjoy having an enema, getting spanked, and then being forced to cum over and over again in front of complete strangers, I’d have said you should be locked up in a padded room.”

“Hmm,” was all he said.

I’d expected my flippant comment to be met with a chuckle, if not a full out laugh, but apparently it made him think of something else.  I waited as patiently as possible for him to tell me what his new idea was.

“There’s one thing we could try if you really
 want to break down the last of your inhibitions, but it won’t be an easy option.  It’ll also mean you’ll have to take several months off from work.”

“Several months?” I asked incredulously.  “I don’t think that’s possible, or I won’t have a company left by the time I get back.  My entire board of directors has a combined two brain cells between the lot of them.”

“While I don’t know them personally, I do know that if they were really that incompetent you would’ve fired their asses long ago.  The choice is yours, but I say you give them a chance… and give yourself a chance as well.”

“What will I be doing for all those months?”

“Learning,” was all he said.

The length of the stay I’d have to commit to was daunting, but I really wanted to be able to have sexual gratification outside of his therapy sessions.  It somehow felt like the right thing to do, so in a leap of faith, I agreed to all his terms.

I’d take a six month leave of absence from my company, even though he assured me that six months would probably be overkill.  I agreed to be cut off from the outside world for the entire time to make sure I wouldn’t stress myself out over business and hinder my progress, and I agreed that he’d be in complete control of my every action while I was with him.

Anything he wanted to do to me or have me do to him and his staff would be permissible, and there’d be no turning back once we started.  Trusting him that much was tough, but I signed all the wavers and paperwork before I left, and went about getting my outside affairs in order.

It took a full month before everything was arranged, and I showed up at his office late on a Friday night with nothing more than my shoes and the simple dress I was wearing.  I had no underwear or purse, and my house key was already in the mail to his office.  I was now his.

It took me all of about eight seconds to strip completely naked for him and hop up onto the gurney he had waiting for my transfer to wherever it was I’d be staying for the next several months.  Based on the number of straps riveted to the gurney frame, I knew my bondage would be starting early.

His two assistants came out of the exam room and began strapping down my right arm and leg with two straps each, which I thought a little odd since they usually restrained both sides in order to immobilize me as fast as possible.  I had a large breather type ball gag strapped around my head before they helped me roll onto my side and the reason for only restraining one set of limbs became clear.

They lifted my free leg up and held it in place while the doc put on a pair of rubber gloves.  As he began spreading grease in and around both of my lower orifices, he spoke for the first time since I arrived.

“In order to make sure you don’t get any preferential treatment that might interfere with my program, you’ll be prepared for transport just like any other patient.  To that end, you’ll be restrained and given a sedative to ensure you don’t harm yourself or your handlers until you’re safely in place.  The sedative we use can be given either orally or anally, but we rarely give it orally since it’s quite bitter and most people gag on it.”

I felt him insert a small hose up my butt and pump a cool liquid inside me.  A butt plug was immediately shoved into place and inflated until I thought it might pop like a balloon.  A short and fat dildo was roughly shoved up my cunt, but whatever the sedative was must’ve already started to take effect since I faced its insertion with detachment rather than pleasure.

When they lowered my leg and rolled me onto my back again, I could barely move it even without the restraint straps.  They used them all anyway, with two on each limb like the other side, and at least six more that went over my entire body.

As they wheeled me over to the service elevator, it actually felt like I was floating through the air; I couldn’t feel the gurney below me or the straps around me.  The van ride was better than any amusement park ride I’d ever been on, and it was a real disappointment when it was over and I was wheeled out again.

I couldn’t concentrate enough to take in much of my surroundings, but the sterile white walls immediately screamed hospital to me.  They parked me in what looked like a large shower room and left me alone for what seemed like hours, but was probably a lot less.

Two girls finally entered and began unstrapping me from the gurney, and I thought it might be Ava and Drew, but couldn’t be sure since they were covered from head to toe in shiny white latex.  My muscles weren’t up to working yet, so it was a simple matter for them to pull me off the gurney, and using an electric winch, bind me in a tight standing spread eagle in the middle of the room.

A sudden rush of cold water brought me back to myself a little as they began spraying me down with a high pressure hose.  It was cold enough to take my breath away for a few moments, but it luckily didn’t last long.

Once I was thoroughly soaked, they began cleaning me up using plenty of soap and some rough brushes.  When they got to my head, they dried the area around my eyes and stuck some plastic lenses over them to protect them from the harsh soap they were using.

It was a lot worse than that.

A few minutes later I saw my long, luxurious black hair falling to the floor, and realized the soap was also a powerful depilatory.  It wasn’t long before the only hair left on my body was my eyebrows and lashes under the plastic shields.

I couldn’t believe they were doing this to me, but I had no say in the matter.  Once the depilatory was washed off, they removed the butt plug and dildo so they could be sure I was squeaky clean both inside and out.

One of them cleaned out my pussy while the other started filling my backside with a thankfully warmed-up enema.  This was definitely the most degrading experience of my life and I began to wonder what it really was I’d so quickly and casually signed up for.

I had to endure not one, but three enemas before they were satisfied I was as clean as I could be.  The whole ordeal had left me exhausted, and I couldn’t put up any kind of struggle as I was released and forced into a rough canvas straitjacket.

A large butt plug and even larger dildo were rammed home before they fastened the crotch strap of the jacket, and I was actually lifted off the ground with how hard they pulled it before buckling it in place.  By now the sedative had worn off and I’d recovered enough to struggle a bit and let my extreme displeasure be known.

They let me fight against my restraints for a few minutes and wear myself out again before taking control and forcing me to the ground.  One of them sat on my back to hold me in place while the other fastened padded steel shackles around my ankles.

When they’d finished and I was helped back up to my feet, I found myself effectively hobbled and only able to take about six-inch steps.  One of them went to a cupboard and pulled out what I recognized as a cattle prod.  I began to really panic now, but she didn’t zap me with it, and it appeared she wouldn’t as long as I complied with what they wanted from me.

For now, what they wanted was for me to leave the room and head down the long hallway.  At the end there were several closely spaced steel doors, and they opened the second to last one for me.

As the light came on, I could see it was a padded cell like you’d expect to find in your friendly neighborhood loony bin.  As I passed the threshold, I felt a painful sting on my right butt cheek, and fell to the ground in shock.

“That was just so you know what it feels like so you don’t try to fuck with us,” one of them said, the first words either of them had uttered since walking into the shower room.

“Try to get some rest,” the other advised.  “The first few weeks are usually rather difficult for new arrivals, and any sloppiness is quickly punished.  Enjoy your stay at the BMG Asylum… if you can.”

With that, the door boomed shut and the lights went out, leaving me alone with my thoughts.  It didn’t take a genius to figure out I’d bitten off far more than I could chew, and I wondered if there was a way I could back out.  Somehow I doubted it.


The Asylum

Despite my fear, I must’ve eventually fallen asleep since I woke up surrounded by what was probably the same two girls from last night, as well as a veritable giant of a man.  He must’ve been close to seven feet tall, was well muscled, and had long, flowing blonde hair that made him look like a Norse God out of legend.  He also had a hard look on his face that immediately made me want to never get on his bad side.

“My name is Sven, and I’ll be your primary handler,” he said without preamble.  “Today will be your orientation, and therefore be a lot easier than the day to day routine, although you may not think so by the time we’re finished.  It will take you time to adjust to the schedule, but we know you’ll be able to handle it.”

I was still a little groggy, but his words drove home like nothing else I’d ever heard.  I could still hear the word ‘punished’ echo in my head from last night, and didn’t want to give them any opportunity to inflict anything avoidable on me.

“It’s six AM right now, which means it’s time for you to wake up, get your morning enema, and have a shower.  We allow one full hour for this part of your schedule, which is more than fair, so every minute past that time will earn you a demerit.  I’ll explain more about demerits later, but for now I’ll just say you really want to avoid getting them.  Let’s move and I’ll explain more as we go.”

I was pulled to my feet and guided into the hallway, where with a gesture I was told to head back down the long hall and into the shower room.  Unlike last time, they simply lay me on the floor and connected my ankle cuffs to the winches.

Once the hobble chain was removed and my legs pulled up until only my shoulders were left in contact with the floor, Sven put a chair next to my head and sat so he could lean over and look me in the eyes.  The girls left the room as soon as the enema began filling me, and then Sven resumed his instructions.

“Let me start off by saying I neither know nor care who you are.  In this place you’re either a patient or a trainer, and I think you’re smart enough to guess which one you are.  As far as you’re concerned, my name is ‘Sir’ and your name is ‘Wench’.  Any female staff member will be addressed as ma’am, and if you address anyone improperly you’ll earn a demerit.”

I was starting to cramp up from the enema by now, and it was tough to concentrate on his words, but I did my best since his instructions seemed vitally important.

“Demerits are usually calculated three times for each offence,” he continued.  “You’ll receive an immediate punishment for any offence, you’ll get harsher nighttime restraints with each demerit earned that day, and every Monday you’ll be taken to task for the full week’s transgressions.”

That didn’t seem very fair to me to be punished three times for even the smallest error, but even if I wasn’t still gagged, I knew better than to try to argue.

“If in doubt, all you need to do is follow instructions from anyone about anything, and do it immediately.  If you can do that, then your stay here will be short and reasonably pleasant.  We’re strict but fair, and in addition to demerits, you’ll also earn brownie points for doing well in your assigned tasks.”

He rose from his chair and stepped between my legs where he removed the dildo.  He pumped a pair of fingers in and out of my snatch a few times and held them up for inspection.

“Despite the early hour, I can see you’re already dripping wet, which is a good thing.  I’m pleased with the way your body is reacting in what many would consider a humiliating and degrading process, and will mark you down for your first brownie point.”

He held up his wrist where he wore a simple band with green and red buttons.  He pressed the green one once.

He looked at me expectantly, and even though I was gagged, I tried to say ‘Thank you, Sir’.

“You’re a fast learner,” he said with a smile.  “Fast enough that I won’t issue a demerit for your hesitation, although not quite fast enough to earn you another point.

The two girls returned at this point, so he stepped away and let them continue their work.  The enema was released and I was given a minute to lie on the floor while I expelled the last of it.  As soon as it was done my legs were hoisted up higher than before until I was completely suspended upside down.

The straitjacket was removed and I was hosed down again, although the water was thankfully warm today.  After being warned not to say a word, the gag was finally removed and I was allowed to stretch my jaw for a few minutes.

I almost complained when I felt a jet of water shoot straight up my cunt, but remembered in time and cut it off with a squawk.  I apparently didn’t cut it off fast enough since I saw one of the girls press the red button on her wrist band, earning me my first demerit.

It earned me six fast and hard open hand slaps to my pussy, and I had to bite my lip to keep from making a sound.  They finished my ‘shower’ shortly after that and replaced the chain between my shackles and cuffed my hands behind my back before helping me to my feet.

A ring gag was held up in front of my mouth and I quickly opened wide to avoid earning another demerit.  They also locked a heavy steel collar around my neck and attached a leash to the front before taking me from the room, and I walked the other way down the hall this time and into a large exercise room.

They removed my hobble chain and helped me sit on a stationary bicycle, and I really did need their help since there was a four-inch butt plug attached to the shiny chrome seat.  My hands and feet were locked to the handlebars and pedals respectively, and a monitor was swung in front of me.

After turning it on and starting an extremely
 hardcore bondage movie , they left the room and I began pedaling, since it seemed to be expected of me.  I was just beginning to work up a sweat when I heard a chime ring through the air, followed a few minutes later by Sven entering the room.

“I’m glad to see you’re eager to begin, but for future reference, your exercise session doesn’t start until 7:00 sharp.  I hope you didn’t wear yourself out already, since I’m a fairly hard taskmaster when it comes to exercise, and you’ll need to work hard to satisfy me.”

Great… why didn’t I just sit back and watch the porno, which was more than a little interesting.  The girl on the screen right now was tightly restrained over a bed, with one man underneath her, one behind her, and one at her head.  She was getting pounded in all three holes at a furious pace and had already cum several times since I started watching.

I was brought back to my own reality with a sharp shock from the metal butt plug and seat, and immediately resumed pedaling.  The movie was replaced with an exercise statistic screen, and it didn’t take long to figure out what it all meant.

It didn’t look good.

If I was reading it right, my minimum target was twenty miles per hour, and my total distance needed was also twenty miles, meaning I’d be on this thing for almost a full hour.  I kept myself in pretty good shape, but that seemed a little daunting right now.

There was also a timer counting down from five minutes, and I assumed my actual ordeal wouldn’t begin until it ran out since the odometer wasn’t moving yet.  I guess this was supposed to be my warm-up period.

Since I was already well warmed up I kept my speed low until the countdown showed ten seconds left.  As soon as I saw that I started pedaling faster in order to reach my target speed, but misjudged it slightly and got an even nastier shock than before since I was leaning into it and my clit was in contact with the metal seat.

Note to self: Don’t let that fucking happen again.

The first half of my ordeal was fairly easy, but things started getting difficult at the ten mile mark.  I’d gotten into the zone and hadn’t realized quite how tired my legs were getting, so I fell below the threshold again.

I recovered my lost speed in a hurry, but now I was struggling.  Sven started giving me spurts of water from a squirt bottle which helped a lot, but every time he did it he’d tightly grab hold of a nipple and let my own body movement tweak it around.

I shocked myself several more times over the next eight miles and always recovered after a few seconds, but the last two miles were brutal and it seemed like I spent as much time getting shocked as I did making progress.  I was an absolute wreck by the time the program chimed to indicate I was finished, and if Sven wasn’t so strong there would’ve been no way I’d have gotten off the bike.

All I really wanted to do was collapse on the spot, but he made me stand and walk slowly in place to keep my legs from cramping up.  I hated him for it at first, but it really did help, and when it was time to go back to the shower room, I made it there under my own power.

My collar was locked to the ceiling winch and for the first time since I arrived, all the rest of my restraints were removed and I was allowed to wash myself.  I considered it a luxury, although the thought made me pause to consider how fast my attitude had changed that I thought washing by myself was a reward.

The two girls returned far too soon and shut off the water, toweled me dry, and after pulling the ceiling chain along a channel to a dry spot in the room, covered me from head to toe with talcum powder.  I guessed (correctly) a lot of latex would be involved for whatever I’d be doing next.

The first order of business was a full catsuit that had little boots and fingerless gloves, and would’ve covered me completely from the neck down if it hadn’t been for cutouts for my boobs and groin.  I was a little puzzled at first why they added more talc to the outside of my legs, but the appearance of thigh-high ballet boots soon answered that question.

It took them probably about twenty minutes to lace them tight and my feet were pointing almost straight down from how severe the heels were, but at least the extra height gave me some slack for my collar.  A leather armbinder was next on their agenda, and even that seemed to take forever to lace up.  I actually felt my elbows touch inside the heavy contraption, and was quite surprised they’d managed to do it.

Now that I was considered suitably dressed (read: restrained) they removed my collar and let me sit.  It was time for my breakfast, which consisted of a banana flavored paste fed to me through something like a gerbil feeder, with a second one containing cool water.

It was a humiliating way to eat, but I slurped up every last drop from both bottles, knowing I’d need my strength.  Once breakfast was over, they finished dressing me with a skintight latex hood that only had an opening for my mouth and nostrils, with little pinholes for my eyes.  A strict posture collar and a large ring gag finished my outfit and I was told it was time to perform my tasks for the day.

They put the hobble chain back between my ankles to rings attached on the boots, but it was totally redundant as far as I was concerned, since I could barely even stand in the things, let alone walk in them.  The hallway seemed twice as long this time, and even Sven was getting impatient with how slowly I was moving.

My so-called interview room was nothing more than a well-appointed dungeon, and I was guided over to one of the simpler devices, a small one foot by two foot padded bench.  They helped me bend over it and used a wide strap to hold me in place before spreading my legs wide and tying them off to rings in the concrete floor.

The end of my armbinder was tied behind me and pulled into the air, forcing me to bend over a little bit more in order to relieve the strain.  It wasn’t long before I heard the door open behind me and footsteps approach.

Someone checked over my bindings to make sure everything was proper, I guess, since s/he tweaked a few things.  A foot pedal made the bench rise up a few inches until my toes were barely touching the ground, and my strappado was tightened to remove the slack that created.  I was really straining now, and a deep moan escaped my lips.

It was answered with a single hard swat to my ass and then the stranger left the room, as did the two girls.  Only Sven was left, and he sat in one of the restraint chairs in front of me with an expectant look on his face.

The door opened again a few minutes later and a man entered.  It was definitely a man this time, since after rubbing and fingering my pussy to check how wet I was, I felt his hard cock plunge deep inside me.

I was wet, although I didn’t feel especially horny due to my rather severe restraints keeping me well distracted, but the feel of his cock pounding me fast and hard instantly focused my attention.  I was quickly on the rise to what I thought would be a stupendous orgasm, but Sven’s words cut through my lustful haze.

“You are not allowed to cum without permission,” he barked.  “If you cum, you’ll earn ten demerits and ten lashes with whatever implement amuses me at the moment.”

Unfortunately for me, his words came a second too late and I exploded into orgasm.  I vaguely heard him say something else, but the waves of pure pleasure radiating outwards from my cunt completely obliterated any comprehension of his words.

I was still peaking when I felt a gush of hot cum fill me, and it drove me to an even stronger climax.  He held his prick all the way inside me while I twitched and shuddered in ecstasy, my pussy muscles milking him for all he was worth.

Once I’d come back to Earth, the man pulled out and walked away, all without a word.  Only then did what happened fully sink in; I’d just had a pair of extremely explosive orgasm in front of two complete strangers.  I hoped Sven didn’t notice I actually came twice since I didn’t want the extra punishment and demerits.

I was never that lucky.

Grabbing a wide leather strap from the wall, he delivered twenty quick blows to my ass that literally took my breath away.  After resuming his seat, I saw him press the red button at least twenty times, and possibly several more as well.  I wasn’t quite sure since I heard the door again, followed by a rough pair of hands clenching my red, sore ass.

He probed my tight ass with a finger for a moment, but then stepped around to the front.  His cock was already rock hard, and he wasted no time in shoving it past the ring gag.  It took all my concentration to keep from gagging, but at least he didn’t try to force the whole thing straight down my throat.

He face fucked me for about a minute before going back around behind me where he pressed the fat head of his dick against my rosebud and slowly applied pressure.  Knowing it was going to happen one way or another, I relaxed as much as possible and allowed it to slip inside.

It was stretching me pretty good, but felt surprisingly hot for some reason, and those feelings went straight to my dripping cunt.  I was feeling pretty hot and bothered by the time he finished and filled my colon with his seed, and was actually glad he took me there or I’m sure I would’ve cum again and earned more punishment.

I heard him open the door and leave, but I didn’t hear the door close.  Instead, I heard several different sets of feet on the floor, and several different voices as well, organizing the order they’d be taking me in and what hole they’d be using.

I tried to shake my head and plead to Sven with my eyes, but all he did was smile and press the red button continuously until I stopped.  He delayed punishing me since the room was so crowded now, but I knew it was still going to happen and I was dreading it.

For the next hour or more I was taken in my mouth and one of my other holes non-stop and I lost track of how many times they made me cum.  I’d also swallowed so much spunk that my stomach was feeling full, and I didn’t even want to think about what state my lower body was in.  I’d never felt so degraded in my entire life.

I’d also earned a shitload of punishment, but Sven chose a flogger out of mercy and I managed to make it through the entire ordeal, although I was hanging limply by the end of it.  The two girls returned and cleaned me up before releasing me from the fucking bench and helping me to stand on my now extra wobbly legs.

“Congratulations on a fine performance,” Sven said while giving me a dull golf-clap.  “Our internet viewers got quite an excellent show from a complete rookie.”

Internet viewers?  What the fuck was he talking about?  Was my degradation even worse than I thought?  I was suddenly glad for the complete latex suit that hid my identity so well or I’d never be able to show my face in public again.  I was also glad for the brief respite they gave me by allowing me to sit in the restraint chair so I could regain some strength.

“While they didn’t say so directly, I’m pretty sure your board of directors also had a wonderful time today, and are looking forward to a repeat performance with you at least once a week for the remainder of your stay with us, and perhaps even longer.”

Now I really
 was well and truly fucked.  How on Earth would I ever be able to command their respect after this, especially if they made the gangbang a weekly event.  It’d taken less than half a day to hit rock bottom, and I couldn’t believe the doctor had set me up like this.

I went through the rest of the day on auto-pilot.  They bound me for a while in the staff break room where I had more banana goop for lunch, as well as a lot more cum for dessert, since it was only proper that I thank almost the entire staff and show them my appreciation.

The only staff member I didn’t get to thank was Sven, since his twelve-inch cock was actually too big to fit through my ring gag, he thought he might split my ass open if he tried fitting it back there, and he didn’t want to give me a proper pussy fuck and let me cum any more.

If orgasms, intentional or not, were the order of business for the morning, then denial was the word for the rest of the day.  A vibrating butt plug and dildo set on ‘frustrate the shit out of the wench’ were locked inside me with a shiny steel chastity belt, and I spent the bulk of my time in one bondage pose or another.

I’m not sure of exactly how long I spent doing that, but it lasted through six hardcore bondage movies in which the girls got to practice their rigging with me as their test dummy.  Not only was I used for their training, but they told me this session was also streaming live on the internet, and the multitude of pictures they took would be posted on their website.

I learned more about bondage and corporeal punishment that afternoon than I thought possible, and it was a real relief when they called it a day and sat me down for dinner.  After yet another bottle of banana shit with a double load of cum for dessert, I was taken back to my cell for the night.

Since it was my orientation day they skipped the formal reading of the demerits and the application of the resulting punishment, which was a good thing since I’d somehow earned almost three hundred demerits and only four brownie points.  I guess I should be thankful for small favors now, since this was how my life would be lived for the foreseeable future.

With the teasing and tormenting toys still buzzing away inside me I was laced into a heavy leather sleep sack for the night and left alone until dawn when my schedule began anew.  It somehow never even occurred to me to fight or struggle against them; they’d broken my will within twenty-four hours and I’d become completely submissive to their demands.

Having Sven as a handler was both a blessing and a curse.  I’d found out during one of my stints as a fuck-toy in the staff break room that he was considered one of the gentler people to be under the control of, but the sheer size of his cock meant he used increasingly bigger plugs and dildos on me in order to stretch my holes so I could accommodate him.

He now knew my body fairly well, especially the signs that an orgasm was eminent, which meant I spent the entire first month without any relief.  That didn’t mean my pussy and clit were ignored, only that he’d stop any action before I could pop.  I really hated him for a long time when I realized what he was doing, but I eventually learned to control myself and take his torments in stride.

My entire second month was more of the same, except he intensified my oral training until I was finally able to take his cock all the way down my throat without gagging and choking.  I actually started earning brownie points after that, since I was now able to properly thank him three times per day for all his hard work with me.

By the end of the third month I’d resigned myself to being kept continuously horny without any hope of relief, but as always, they had their own agenda in mind to keep me off balance.  After being bound face down in a strict flying spread eagle, the doc, Ava, and Drew entered the dungeon to confer with Sven and his two assistants.

It was the first time I’d seen the doc since I’d arrived, and it also trashed my theory that Sven’s assistants were Ava and Drew.  I didn’t have to wonder who they were for long, since they removed their latex hoods for the first time and revealed their faces to me… it was my friends Nora and Abigail!  After a brief discussion with them, the doctor finally spoke loud enough for me to hear.

“I have a lot to go over with Sven, so why don’t you girls get her warmed up while you wait.  Carol, you don’t have permission to speak, but you may cum as many times as you want.”

They didn’t need to be told twice, and neither did I.  As soon as my gag was removed and Ava sat in front of me I went to work on her, eager to show off my newly learned cunnilingis skills.  Not to be left out, Nora slid underneath me and began kneading and sucking my tits, Abigail began fingering my cunt and playing with my clit, while Drew donned a large vibrating strap-on and began working it past my sphincter.

By the time she was ready to start pounding away I exploded into a powerful orgasm fueled by my many months of denial.  Never before had I cum so hard, and with the four of them working on all my most sensitive areas, it just kept going and going with pulsating waves of pure pleasure.

I somehow managed to keep working on Ava’s clit during my ecstatic convulsions, and managed to bring her off in record time as well.  We both came down from the peak together, and she switched places with Nora.

Drew came next, but only a fraction of a second behind my second orgasm, and once again it was strong enough to keep me going in the throes of passion for the entire time I licked Nora to her own shuddering climax.  Abigail took her turn in front of me, while Drew simply unbuckled the strap-on, leaving the long shaft impaled in my ass.

Sven and the doc came over while I was still servicing her, but they waited until I brought her off and I got my third screaming orgasm in a row.  By the time my eyes cleared and I could take in my surroundings again, I saw both Sven and the doc had stripped down and their cocks were standing at attention.

Sven wiggled his way underneath me until I could feel his shaft against my groin, and with a little help from the others, I was lifted up and then lowered back down onto his massive cock.  The feel of being stretched by him was completely different from all the toys they’d used on me, and I almost came on the spot, just from his insertion.

I thought he was going to give me the ride of my life at that point, but he patiently waited for me to get used to it, and for the doc to get into position himself.  I felt a brief moment of panic when I felt the head of his cock against my asshole, since he’s no midget himself, and I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to accommodate both of them at the same time.

They didn’t ask my opinion, though, and I found out the hard way that I actually could.  Like Sven, he, too pushed in until he was buried as deep as possible, and then at some unspoken signal, they began fucking me in earnest.

Never before had I felt so stuffed, yet I found the pleasure outweighed the pain by several orders of magnitude.  I think it took about ten seconds before I started cumming again, and this time my orgasm really did show no signs of stopping.

Higher and higher they drove me until I thought I might pass out from the dual assault, yet they were relentless and I somehow pushed through the wall.  The doc had picked up his pace by now and the slap of his body against my ass cheeks was almost louder than my screams of raw pleasure.

He shot his load first, keeping his cock deep in my bowels while his seed filled me with spurt after spurt.  Like always, it felt both sexy and degrading, and I howled as a fresh wave of pleasure radiated outward from my ass to my clit and back again.

Just as he finished cumming I felt Sven pick up the pace until he was practically bouncing me in the air with the strength of his thrusts.  He held out for close to a full minute at that pace before finally exploding with what felt like a gallon of cum.

It was enough to send me into orbit one last time, but my body had finally reached its limits and even while I continued to cum, the world slowly went dark around me.  My last conscious thought was of how glad I was to finally feel him inside me, and I hoped he got as much pleasure as I did.


Epilogue

Consciousness returned slowly and in small stages.  The most confusing aspect of it all was that I wasn’t restrained at all, and I was able to scratch my nose for the first time in what felt like forever.  It felt like a rare luxury to be able to scratch an itch, and I wondered if I was still asleep and dreaming.

The next strange thing I discovered was that I seemed to be lying alone in my own bed in my own bedroom, and that really
 confused me.  I was startled when I heard the toilet flush in my bathroom and I turned my head that way to see who was here.  A minute later I saw Sven emerge and smile when he saw I was awake.

“Finally,” he said as he walked over and sat on the edge of the bed.  “I thought you might sleep the entire day away, and you’ve got a lot to take care of before you’re ready to go back to work and rejoin society.”

“I can’t go back to work after what you put me through!” I blurted.  “How can I face my board of directors after getting gangbanged on a weekly basis by them all?”

“Well,” he chuckled, placing a hand on my thigh.  “We kind of lied about that a little.  Those were friends of Dr. Seges, not anyone you know or work with.  We thought the deception would help break down the walls holding you back.  I also believe it was a great success, as was the internet and website bullshit.”

“You mean it was all a mind fuck?”

“Pretty much,” he agreed.  “You see, the doc knew you had the soul of a true submissive inside of you, yet the cold, calculating, hard-ass bitch persona you put on in the business world was keeping it locked away.  Your subconscious knew what your conscious mind couldn’t admit to, and that was the root of all your problems.”

“How can I live with both sides?  It’s impossible.”

“It’s difficult, but possible,” he disagreed.  “There’s a time and place for every emotion and thought, so you just need to give in to your feelings instead of keeping them bottled up.”

“I’m not sure if I can do that,” I admitted.

“You won’t be alone… You have good friends in Nora, Abigail, Ava, and Drew, and I’d be honored if you let me help keep you on the proper path as well.”

“You’d help me?  Even outside your kinky asylum?”

“Anytime you need it,” he assured me.

I sat up and let the sheets fall from my body, exposing my naked breasts to him.  As I turned away I crossed my wrists behind my back.

“Well then… how about right now please, Sir?” I coyly asked.

He roared in laughter at my gesture but apparently had some rope within reach since he quickly bound my hands together.  I smiled as he expertly applied my bonds, thinking this was the beginning of a beautiful friendship.
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The Curious Submissive Series

Part 1: Submissive: Seduced

Part 2: Submissive: Trained

Part 3: Submissive: Claimed

The Bondage Doctor Returns

Part 1: The Kinky Doctor Returns

Part 2: The Kinky Doctor’s Group Session

Part 3: The Kinky Doctor’s Asylum

The Billionaire’s New Staff Series

Part 1: The Restrained Maid

Part 2: The Naughty Intern

Part 3: The Kinky Secretary

The Bondage Doctor Series

Part 1: The Kinky Bondage Doctor

Part 2: The Kinky Doctor’s House Call

Part 3: The Doctor’s Bound Assistant

The Bound Lily Chronicles

Part 1: Lily’s Introduction to Submission

Part 2: Training the Lily

Part 3: The Lily Controlled

Part 4: The Lily Unchained

Part 5: Lilith the Dominatrix

The Self-Bondage Series

1: Self-Bondage Fun

2: Self-Bondage Peril

3: Self-Bondage Mistake

The Bondage Medical Group Series

Volume 1: The Dentist’s Oral Exam

Volume 2: The Brat’s Kinky Exam (with L.L. Chance)

Volume 3: The Doctor’s Dungeon

Volume 4: The Nurse’s BDSM Retreat

Volume 5: Institutionalized By the Master

The Bondage University Series

Volume 1: The Submissive Sorority Girl

Volume 2: The Kinky Frat Party

Volume 3: The Taboo Teacher

Volume 4: Cheers and Cuffs

Volume 5: College Brats in Bondage

Valentine Special: My Chained Valentine (with L.L. Chance)

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 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

Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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