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Se
rving the Master


Pr
elude to Some New Serving Staff

“I’m pleased to inform you that you are the best out of all the applicants, and we’ve decided to hire you all, starting immediately,” I said to the three girls in front of me.

I studied their reaction to the news carefully, trying to determine which of them would last after they found out what working in the city’s premier BDSM club was actually like.  I saw a mix of joy at getting the job, excitement about trying something new, and fear of the unknown.

It was pretty much what I expected.  Genuine fear or even worse, indifference would’ve made me immediately change my mind about giving them a trial run in the club, but none of them showed any of the signs that were a prelude to quitting in the first week.

I left them to read and fill out the various forms, waivers, and contracts that were standard for employment at the Argentum Seges
, and went to get myself a drink.  The business end of things always bored the shit out of me.

One by one they came out of the office as they finished their paperwork, and I simply waved them over to where Jill and Sherri were waiting with their new uniforms.  Seeing their reactions for this part was both instructive and fun, so I kept a close eye on them, although I tried not to show it.

Daphne was the first, and the shocked look on her face when Jill told her to strip was priceless.  The club was closed so we were the only ones here, yet this was an important test and the actual beginning of their probation period.  Their real uniforms would be custom made for them, so it was also necessary, since latex and leather weren’t cheap, and the fit needed to be precise.

They wouldn’t be passed around for sex or anything crude like that, but shyness in a new staff member always ended with them quitting.  Luckily, she recovered after a few moments and began removing her clothes.

Laura came out just as Jill was admonishing Daphne that being told to strip meant everything, and froze for only a split second before joining them and undressing.  Candice, on the other hand, almost looked like she was going to bolt for the door when she saw the other girls naked and being measured in some fairly intimate places.

With the other two already doing it, she eventually decided to join them, although she kept throwing nervous glances my way.  Once they were all properly measured, they practically leapt into their temporary outfits in their haste to get covered.

It was a tricky psychological advantage for us, since their primary concern took away from the embarrassment they’d otherwise feel from having to don some fairly sexy and kinky uniforms.  I hid a smile behind my glass and took stock at the picture they presented.

The basic uniform consisted of long leather boots with four inch heels, (six inch heels were standard, but only once we were sure they wouldn’t break their necks walking around in them) latex panties, bra, and mini-skirt, a leather half-cup training corset, and shoulder length opera gloves.

Once they were dressed and had a few minutes to get used to their new kit, Jill opened the box containing wide leather cuffs and collars, and made them put the restraints on themselves.  Once again I caught Candice hesitating more than usual, and I knew she wouldn’t last the week.  I made a mental note to delay the order for her custom clothes so we could save a few bucks.

Now that they were suitably attired, (although not really restrained yet) Jill took them through the main floor of the club and explained how everything worked, both from a business point of view, as well as how to act around our customers.

A lot of new girls had problems remembering the rules, although it seemed simple enough to me.  Treat a regular customer with respect, call them sir or ma’am, and pay careful attention to anything they said.

Anyone who was an obvious Dom or Domme gets called Master or Mistress respectively, and any collared submissive is deliberately ignored.  Any problems or unwanted attention gets handled by our security staff, and their gloves have a built in screamer switch hidden inside in case of emergency.

I let my mind wander once she got past the basics and started into section and table numbers, the POS system, and the other boring things a working waitress needed to know, and started planning out the entertainment for next month.  It was the only ‘business’ part I liked taking care of.

Not counting the stuff in our exclusive member’s only section upstairs, I needed to organize three shows per night, or eighteen different shows per week, along with making sure we had ‘display’ models for each of our three cages.  I was glad I had such a vivid and twisted imagination, since I never ran out of ideas or variants to keep the clientele amused.

It was going to be an especially fun month for everyone, since it included my favorite day of the year; April fool’s day.  I always took special care to make sure there were plenty of devious tricks and predicaments for the girls, and since it was all in good fun, none of them had ever complained for long or kicked me in the nuts when it was over.

I suppose the healthy bonuses we always gave out to everyone helped, and some of them really enjoyed getting one of my surprises, since they were never really cruel, and often quite enjoyable.  I decided to save those plans for later, just to make sure it was something extra special this year.

Even though I tried to keep my nose to the grindstone, interruptions kept me from getting much done as the regular staff started showing up to prepare for their shifts, all of whom wanted to say hello, and coincidentally get a sneak peek at the schedule.  Distractions were plentiful today.

Jill’s training of the new staff started pulling my attention as she added some of the common restrictions they’d have to learn to deal with like a hobble chain, ball gag, and handcuffs.  Then there were my partners in the club, who always wanted to throw their two cents worth of input into upcoming shows.

I usually enjoyed brainstorming with them about it, but lately it had become something like an itch I couldn’t scratch, simply because they made me feel like the odd man out these days.  Jill had Sherri as her sub and partner, as well as their shared toy Gary.

Ed and Lilith both permanently collared and married their subs, and even Brandon had found someone lately.  I was the only one left without someone significant in my life, mostly because I took the time to finish med school instead of living the lifestyle like they had.

There was no shortage of good sex in my life, but none of the girls who’d submit to me had that something special about them that made me want to enter a permanent relationship.  Maybe I was being too picky about it, but none of the girls around here were ‘the one’, and nothing could change that.

I started watching the new girls again and tried to imagine one of them as my personal collared sub, but had a hard time seeing it.  Laura seemed to be enjoying the challenge of working while restrained, and was doing a decent job of it, but she was the only one.  Daphne looked awkward and Candice looked kind of freaked out.

I sighed and went back to work on the schedule, but the thought kept nagging at me.  Maybe I should test the girls and see if one of them could handle what real bondage and submission was like.


Co
nflicting Emotions

Without a doubt, this had been the weirdest two weeks of my life.  I knew going into this job that I’d be exposed to all sorts of kinky shit, but I hadn’t known how much I’d actually be participating in.

There hadn’t been anything that really scared me, or made me want to quit like Candice, but each day the bondage got a little harder, the outfits a little kinkier, and the job a little weirder.  The learning curve was pretty steep, and having to work while restrained was a pain in the ass, yet I found I didn’t actually mind most of it.  Some of it was even fun.

I didn’t have quite as much fun as Laura, who’d literally jumped in with both feet and seemed to be embracing the new lifestyle completely, but I still enjoyed the way it made me feel… at least some of it.

Six hour shifts in high heels wasn’t exactly pleasant, and I swore the corsets were getting tighter every day, yet there was something about getting ‘suited up’ for a shift that got my juices flowing.  Maybe I was just submissive by nature, but I even found I missed the bondage on my days off.

Maybe I was just bat-shit crazy.

Either way, I swiped my keycard at the staff entrance and stepped inside for what was hinted at being an extremely unique shift tonight.  Our custom made outfits were finally ready, and we’d be wearing the full thing to make sure everything was perfect.

Laura was already in the staff room, wearing one of our comfy lounging robes and staring at a large pile of leather and latex on the table in front of her.  It must be her new outfit, yet for some reason she didn’t seem as excited as I thought she’d be.

“What’s up?” I asked, giving her a quick hug.

“Have you seen what they expect us to work in yet?” she asked, unable to take her eyes off the table.

“No, I just got here, but I’ve been looking forward to seeing what they’ve come up with.”

“Open your box and take a look,” she said.  “See if you’re as enthusiastic after that.”

I frowned at the surprising reversal in her attitude, but rushed to open my box like it was Christmas morning.  How bad could it be?

As I began pulling things out of the box and laying them on a second table, I began to see why she was discomfited about it.  If this went on like I thought it did, I couldn’t see how we could possibly get any work done… heck, I wasn’t sure if I’d even be able to make it out into the club.

Well, there was only one way to find out.  I stripped out of my clothes and spread a liberal handful of talcum powder over my body.  It was definitely needed, since the rubber panties were quite a lot thicker than the usual ones, especially in the crotch.

They weren’t plain panties either, and once I got them in place I found that there were raised nubs positioned at my ass, pussy, and clit.  Walking would be extremely interesting if they shifted around at all.

There wasn’t a bra this time, since the corset was a lot taller than our regular ones, and went right over my boobs.  It also felt heavily boned, so I decided to put it to the side for now or I’d never be able to bend over to put my skirt or boots on.

The boots looked incredibly sexy and extremely daunting, going almost all the way up to my crotch, and having the dreaded six-inch heels Master Jerry had warned me about.  They also had built-in, reinforced D-rings above the knees and ankles, and were extremely rigid.  Walking around would be rough tonight, even if they didn’t put those rings to use.

Even the mini skirt seemed to be reinforced, and the whole thing together made me think of the world’s kinkiest suit of armor.  I suppressed a chuckle and worked at getting it all on, which was a chore in itself.

Luckily, Laura finally seemed to emerge from her funk and helped lace up the boots for me, and then the corset, pulling it tighter than I would’ve liked, but the end result was worth it; it looked absolutely amazing by the time she was done.

Of course, she was actually far from done, but now I had to help her get dressed while I still had at least a little
 mobility left.  In fact, I found I couldn’t even bend far enough to get the laces started at the bottom of her boots, and could only start helping once they were up to her knees.

I made up for that with the corset laces, pulling them as tight as I could in revenge for how tight she’d done mine up.  We were both panting by the time I’d finished, and she seemed to be having second thoughts about wearing her official uniform.

Next came the collars, and they were just as stiff and restrictive as the rest of our outfit, being quite tall and even flaring out over the shoulders.  It restricted my head movement quite a bit, although at least it didn’t force me to look upwards like a posture collar would’ve.

Hoods came next, and I found a suspicious lump inside when I picked mine up.  Yup, it had a built in ball gag, but it wasn’t as big as some of the others I’d tried, so I thought I could handle it for my full shift.

As soon as I zipped the hood closed, I found out why it was small.  With the collar pressing my jaw up, I couldn’t open my mouth at all unless I leaned my head all the way back.  It was really quite clever, since I needed to keep my head down in order to see what I was doing, and that kept me very effectively gagged without the need for a jawbreaker sized ball.

Laura didn’t seem to like it at all.

She had to help me put my shoulder length gloves on since they were reinforced like everything else, and to top it all off, I found the fingers were sewn together!  It dawned on me that even if they didn’t use any additional restraints on me (yeah right) I was still stuck like this until someone decided to let me out.

It was more than a little scary, yet I found my nipples getting hard at the thought, and I was glad my panties were made of rubber instead of cloth.  I thought I was finally done, but there were still a couple of long laces unaccounted for.

She figured it out a minute later and started weaving the first one between the bottom of the corset and the top of the skirt, and the second from the top of the corset to the collar.  Now it really
 felt like a suit of armor.

It took me over a minute to walk to the full length mirror so I could see what the completed picture looked like, since between the killer heels and the tight skirt hobbling me, my steps were reduced to mere inches.  It was insane, but I loved it.

I spent a long time in front of the mirror, partially because I was enthralled by how I looked, and partially since I couldn’t do anything to help Laura finish dressing.  I had another chuckle thinking about how slow drink service would be tonight, and I hoped it didn’t ruin my tips.

It turned out I needn’t have worried, since the two of us only had to serve at Master Jerry’s table tonight, although that was hard enough.  Mistress Jill finished helping Laura get dressed, snapped a leash onto our collars, and slowly led us to our assigned posts.

Walking was just as hard as I thought, although the complete rigidity of the suit actually helped me keep my balance once I learned not to fight it.  Laura was having a much tougher time of it, and would’ve fallen on her nose a dozen times if Mistress Jill hadn’t been on the ball.

I wished I could’ve given her some advice, but it was quite impossible right now, and as she let me get to work on my own, not the entire sum of our problems.  Those suspiciously thick panties with the strategically placed nubs were even worse than I thought.

There seemed to be something moving around inside each of them, and every step I took caused all sorts of interesting and distracting sensations.  Maybe that’s why Laura was having so many problems staying focused.

As the table began ordering drinks, I found it quickly shot my concentration all to hell as well, since with the shuffling little steps I was forced to take, it was a five minute round trip to the bar and back, and I could only carry one drink at a time.  Everyone seemed extra thirsty tonight, too.

To make matters worse, I found I couldn’t even sit down to take a break tonight.  If I wanted to give my feet a bit of a rest, I had to stand by a side rail and use my arms to take some of the weight off them.  This was going to be a very
 long night.

Surprisingly, my body somehow learned to adapt, and at around the halfway point of the night, I found my aches and pains start to dwindle.  Life always imposes a balance, though, and now I didn’t have anything to take my mind off of what was happening in my crotch.

Each trip to the bar made me hornier and hornier, until eventually I was at real risk of actually cumming from the insidious stimulation.  The next couple of hours went by in a blur, and I couldn’t tell you much about what happened around me, since all my concentration was devoted to keeping the storm at bay.

Laura wasn’t so lucky, and I saw her crash on top of the table and start grinding her hips, oblivious to the drinks she spilled or the lustful stares everyone was giving her, myself included.  In fact, watching her almost made me pop!

I heard her grunt out her safe word when her orgasm passed, and two of Master Jerry’s friends had to help carry her to the staff room, since her legs would no longer support her weight.  I steadied myself with a few slow breaths and got back to work.

The image of Laura writhing in the throes of ecstasy wouldn’t leave my mind, and I realized there was no way I could avoid a similar fate unless I tapped out now.  Master Jerry seemed to sense my indecision, and looked at me with a raised eyebrow, questioning me with a single look if I wanted to continue.

I don’t know how long I stood there and stared back at him, but I eventually picked up his empty glass and made another trip to the bar.  Laura had been his favorite, and this was my chance to prove I was better than her, even if I did wind up embarrassing myself in front of everyone.

Giving it up as inevitable seemed to make it harder to resist, and on my very next trip I knew it was about to happen.  The whole night seemed like the longest foreplay session I’d ever experienced, and there was no holding back the tide.

It took everything I had to make it back to the table, set his drink down, and use the railing for support as fire seemed to explode out of my pussy and sear though my body.  I couldn’t see from the flames burning in front of my eyeballs, couldn’t think from the passion blasting through my mind, and could barely even breathe from the power of the most intense orgasm I’d ever felt filled me entirely.

My twitching and shaking only caused additional stimulation, which kept the fires burning and made my climax seem to go on forever.  Even the normally pleasant aftershocks seemed too intense to endure, and each one felt as powerful as one of my regular orgasms.

I have no clue how long I stood there with my hands locked to the rail, but it felt like hours.  Even once I regained control of my lust I couldn’t risk letting go, since I knew my body was in just as bad of shape as Laura’s was.

Master Jerry kept a close eye on me, but seemed content to give me as much time as I needed to recover.  I think he was also watching to see if I was going to tap out like Laura did, but I thought I’d be able to resume work eventually, so I threw him a wink and saw his face light up.

After resting for a few more minutes I gave my legs a test, and while they were a little wobbly, I thought I’d be able to start serving again.  I picked up Master Paul’s empty glass and shuffled towards the bar for a new one.

I almost dropped it on my return trip when the whole table burst out in applause, and money began changing hands.  It seems like they’d all had bets going on me making it or not, and I was pleased to see that Master Jerry had bet I would.  It was a real confidence booster and helped me make it through the rest of the night.

I came a second time before my shift ended, and was too wiped out to do more than stand there while being undressed, but I had a smile on my face when I went to sleep that night.  They’d tested my limits and I was able to go further than I imagined possible, and I was quite proud of that.

Even better was the news that Laura had quit, and I’d be able to take her coveted spot upstairs in the elite Member’s Only section.  I heard it was a lot more interesting and risqué up there, and couldn’t wait to find out for myself.


El
ite Service

Working upstairs was both amazing and frightening.  As far as I could tell, there weren’t any real limits on what they could do up there, and the stage shows were extreme, to say the least.  The first one I saw when I stepped out of the elevator seared itself into my mind, and I even found myself dreaming about it now and then.

A girl named Jade was strapped naked to a St. Andrew’s cross, and had her tits flogged by Master Brandon, while Mistress Jill sat between her legs with a magic wand vibrator and forced her to cum over and over.  By their standards, that was considered to be a tame show.

Being up here meant I rarely had to wear my ‘suit of armor’ uniform in its entirety, although they seemed to go out of their way to introduce me to all the different ways they had of restraining someone.  It was a crash course in heavy bondage that kept me wondering what else they could come up with, and they never disappointed.

Master Jerry seemed to enjoy binding me in creative new ways each night, and after cumming in front of him (and everyone else for that matter) I found I didn’t even mind when he helped me with even the most intimate of their devious toys.

I did
 blush a bit when he had me bend over so he could insert my first butt plug up my ass, but even that didn’t seem to bother me as much as it should’ve.  I didn’t know where this wantonness came from, but I couldn’t imagine saying no to him, no matter how strange his ideas seemed at the time.

Tonight might put that to the test, though, since it was April fool’s day, and the staff had been talking about it all week trying to figure out what he had in store for us this year.  Knowing a little about how creative he could be, I was split right down the middle between excitement and nervousness.

It was therefore almost disappointing when I saw how little I’d actually be wearing.  In fact, the only parts of my outfit laid out for me were my collar and gag.  Shit, it looked like I’d be one of the naked ones tonight, but that only bothered me because I really liked the especially restrictive bondage gear that most girls had trouble with.

I wasn’t sure how long I had before he came to help get me ready, so I stripped and picked up the collar, knowing it was about all I’d be able to do until he got here.  There was a note underneath it, and I read it while buckling the collar in place.

Have a seat and see if you can figure it out.

-         
Jerry

I looked around and was surprised to see no chairs in the room tonight.  The only thing I could possibly sit in was the wheelchair pushed under the table, so I pulled it back and had to abort my automatic sitting down movement.

Fastened to the bottom of the seat and maybe going through it, were a pair of realistic looking dildos.  I laughed out loud at his audacity, but smiled and picked up a tube of lube; he wasn’t going to get me to cry uncle that easy.

Sitting down and getting both flexible shafts in their respective holes was easier said than done, though, since it was an extremely awkward position I needed to be in before everything lined up right.  I felt triumphant (and very full) when I finally managed it, and wondered what else he wanted me to do.

It looked like some sort of solid ski boot was attached to the footrests, and that seemed obvious enough.  I slipped my feet inside one at a time, and when I put my weight on them, I heard them click together and trap my feet inside.  I thought it was quite the clever little contraption, although I got a little worried when I couldn’t see any way of opening them again.

The next obvious things were the seat belts.  There was one for my lower legs, one for my knees, and one for my thighs that effectively immobilized my legs once I snapped the buckle together and pulled the strap tight.

I could feel more buckles behind my back, and after a few awkward stretches, I managed to get them around to the front and buckled in place, one below my tits, and one above.  I saw each armrest had a pair of straps on it as well, but I knew I’d need someone to help get the second arm secured so I left them for now.

This was turning out to be some better bondage than I’d initially thought, and since the chair was powered, he’d be able to secure me quite well and still allow me to get around the room.  I turned so I could see myself in the mirror and liked what I saw, although I didn’t look right without the gag in place.

I buckled it nice and tight, and then slipped my arms under the straps so I could see what I’d look like once Master Jerry showed up to finish with my restraints.  To my surprise, the instant my hands touched the ends of the armrests, the straps pulled themselves shut, giving me a moment of panic when I realized the extent of his trap.

I would’ve smiled if the gag hadn’t already been stretching my lips wide; he was full of surprises, and the night hadn’t even started yet.  The door to the club was by necessity a handicap accessible door, since at least half the staff wouldn’t be able to work a doorknob once they were restrained, so I decided to leave and see if he was testing me.

It took me three tries before I was able to spin the chair to the side at the proper spot to hit the button, but I eventually got it and was able to head into the club.  As soon as I passed the threshold, I got yet another surprise; the dildo in my butt began sliding out, and the one in my cunt began sliding in.

They stopped their movement as soon as my finger came off the joystick, and resumed their motion as soon as I pushed to move the chair forwards.  It was obvious I’d be penetrated by them continuously as I moved around tonight, and I thought I felt a little vibration from them as well.

On the bright side, if I did wind up fucking myself into oblivion, at least I couldn’t fall down and hurt myself.  I was still trying to come to terms with his devious little plan when he came up and gave me an exaggerated golf-clap at my success in figuring it out.

“Good job,” he said, leaning down to give me a peck on the cheek.  “Brandon bet me twenty you wouldn’t figure it out, although you did forget a few things.”

It turned out I missed one belt buckle that went over my collar, and the serving tray that sat in my lap.  He pulled all the belts a little tighter before snapping the tray in place, and then told me I was on champagne duty tonight.

Shit… that was probably the worst job he could’ve given me, considering my predicament, but that’s probably why he assigned it to me.  Champagne duty meant I’d be doing continuous laps around the whole room for the entire night.

Being able to sit down for the night would be a whole lot better than having to walk it in skyscraper heels, but being impaled by those twin toys changed the game entirely.  He went back to his seat, still watching me, and after a few moments of indecision I spun the chair and headed over to the bar so Charlie could load my tray up with champagne flutes.

Yes, there were definitely some vibrations being transferred from the motor to the twin toys.  Not a lot, but combined with the continuous thrusts meant it’d help make this a very
 interesting night.

Charlie must’ve known what kind of predicament I was in, since she watched my approach with great amusement, and even pointed me out to the other serving girls waiting for their drinks.  None of them said anything when I arrived (most of them were gagged anyway) but I could see they were all clearly amused.

All except for Nancy, who actually looked envious.  Charlie directed me to park at the side of the bar so I could wait my turn, and I hoped she’d take her time since even the small amount of driving I’d done had gotten me hot.

“You’re looking good tonight, Daphne,” she said, setting out a row of flutes to fill.  “But you forgot your tip jar.  I’ll fix that for you in a minute.”

She only put six flutes on my tray, which was less than half of the normal amount and meant I’d be making a lot of extra trips to the bar for refills.  Perfect.  Before I could leave, she grabbed the tip jar she mentioned and stood in front of me with a gleam in her eyes.

“Tonight is going to be a real good night for tips, so I think you might want the big one, right?”

I nodded, thinking it made sense, falling into the trap like a newbie.  I hadn’t been able to see the jar before now, but the nature of the predicament became immediately obvious once she held it up in front of me.

With my nipples already engorged from the chair’s stimulation, it took her no time at all to attach the clover clamps to each of them, drawing a startled yelp out of me when they bit down.  A chain from each clamp went to a heavy cup hanging between them, pulling my nipples downwards and stretching them out.

It’s a good thing I was gagged or Charlie would’ve gotten an earful about what I thought of her little joke, but she seemed to get the general idea of what my garbled speech would’ve been anyway.  She kissed the tip of my nose and stepped away so I could get to work.

It only took a few minutes before my tray was empty and I needed to make a return trip for more glasses.  I also collected a tip for each one, yet rather than being happy about it, I started to get worried, due to how the tipping system worked up here.

Membership up here cost a small fortune, so absolutely everything was included, even tips.  Rather than having to give me paper money for a tip, there were a bowl of tokens on each table that they could use to reward good service.  Six tokens probably added around an extra ounce of weight to the cup pulling on my nipples, and that was just from the first round!

My second, third, and fourth trips had the same results, and I started to sweat.  I think I heard from someone that they served over a hundred glasses of champagne on an average night, and I knew I was in real trouble since the place was absolutely packed tonight, and everyone was throwing a token into the cup.

It took me a total of twelve trips to cover all the tables and booths, and by then the first people I’d served had finished their drinks and needed refills.  My nipples were already on fire from the jolt that stopping and starting did to them, and I only hoped that my slow service would mean I’d earn fewer tips this time around.

No such luck.

To make matters worse, the constant pounding of the dildos in my pussy and ass were driving me absolutely wild, yet they stopped often enough that I hadn’t been able to get any release.  I felt like I was going slowly insane from their stimulation, and it got worse with each trip I took.

Not wanting to cum in front of everyone, I’d started the night by trying to suppress the feelings the chair was forcing on me.  By the time I finished my second pass of the room I no longer cared what it looked like, I just wanted the relief it’d give me.

The only problem was I couldn’t quite make it over the edge.  I’m pretty sure most people knew how close I was, since almost everyone watched when I approached a nearby table, and Master Jerry actually seemed to be following me around the room.

He was always a perfect gentleman around me, and for the first time I wished he wouldn’t act so proper.  In fact, with how horny I was tonight and given half a chance, I’d jump his bones and fuck the living shit out of him right here and now if I could.

The idea made me stop in my tracks, and I realized it was something I’d actually wanted even before this, although only in my deepest subconscious thoughts.  I resumed my duties before anyone could comment on my break from routine, and thought more on it.

I wondered how he’d react if I told him I wanted to spend the night with him.  Would he smile and politely decline?  Maybe he’d fire me for being too forward?  Was there a chance he’d actually accept?

Thinking about feeling him between my legs did nothing to help my already overworked libido, but it sure helped pass the time in a most pleasant way.


Th
e Master’s Service

Over the next few weeks I started keeping an eye on Master Jerry, and was quite surprised to find him almost always nearby.  It couldn’t be a coincidence either, since it didn’t matter if I worked upstairs or down; he was always on the same floor, and I’d often catch him staring at me when he thought I was too busy to notice.

It was confusing.  Ever since I started working at the club I thought he was something of a horn-dog, yet despite his obvious interest, he barely even copped a feel whenever he restrained me.  It wasn’t only confusing, but frustrating as well.

Ever since the night I spent working in the wheelchair from hell, I couldn’t get him out of my mind.  I tried being as perfectly submissive as I could whenever he was around, in the hopes of him taking things to the next level, yet he never did.

Maybe it was time to change tactics and get a little aggressive… or at least play into the things I knew he liked.  That had some real potential for attracting his interest if I did it right, and would be a lot of fun as well, even if it didn’t.

While everyone who worked here had their own specific set of clothes and accessories they needed to wear for their shifts, we also had the option of adding to our kit from anything in the place.  Between the common items in the staff room, the BDSM stage props, and the attached adult store, it meant about a billion kinky combinations were available if we were so inclined.

Methinks it was time to become so inclined.

I was working the main floor tonight, so the items I’d be allowed to use were limited, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t add some of the more subtle accessories to my outfit.  I went into the back room as soon as I was able take a break, and started putting a plan together.

Ok… what did he seem to like best?  He definitely enjoyed watching a well restrained girl, and a good, effective gag was absolutely needed as well.  He also seemed enthralled with my predicament on the wheelchair night, most likely due to my high state of arousal.  He especially liked to be in control.

He really seemed to enjoy teasing us girls, or tormenting, if I wanted to be more accurate, and that was easy to accomplish with some of the toys they developed.  The simplest, yet most effective method would be a pair of their special panties.

Made with a built-in dildo and butt plug, each with powerful vibrators and powered from a heavy-duty external power pack, they could be controlled from his tablet and set to run anywhere from a low tease, to twelve hours of non-stop orgasms.  If I started wearing a pair of these, it would give him complete control over me.

On they went.

I was serving the general public tonight and couldn’t go for any of the really heavy restraints, but the prisoner transport chains would paint a nice, helpless picture, while still letting me get around enough to do my job.  A pair of eighteen inch chains would go between my wrists and ankles, a second pair from the sides of my corset to each wrist, and a final, longer chain between the ankle hobble and the wrists made for some serious restraint with minimal impact on my duties.

I added one last chain that would run from the front of my collar to the middle of the wrist chain and started looking through the various gags.  My first thought had been to use an inflatable gag, since they could really silence someone effectively, but one at the bottom of the box and still in its plastic packaging caught my eye.

It was a type of bit gag, but instead of a regular steel rod, it was made of a hard plastic tube that had a chain running through it.  I tried it on and found it to be quite uncomfortable with the way the fat tube pressed hard into my mouth and the chain links dug deep into my cheeks, but it looked really good with the other chains so I decided to go for it.

I really liked the chain theme, and looked around to see if there was any way of adding a few more.  I found one that was the perfect length to run from the back of the corset between my legs to the front, and a pair of longer ones that could wrap around my chest, both over and under my breasts.

Those had just enough slack in them I was able to use a padlock at the front to pull them tight and squeeze them together between each tit.  It really highlighted my already impressive bust, even if it didn’t do much in the way of actually restraining me.

I was almost out of time, so I started locking everything in place, and managed to get almost all of them done by myself.  ‘Almost’ was actually perfect, since it gave me a good excuse to go to Master Jerry and have him do the honors of finishing it all off.

The look on his face when I came into view was even better than I’d hoped for, and was absolutely priceless once I got up to him and gestured that I needed help with the last few chains.  He didn’t say anything, but I felt him move the power pack strapped to my back so he could read which serial number he’d need to use for control of my toys, and I could tell he was very
 surprised at what I’d done.

He also looked extremely pleased, and my smile would’ve been a mile wide if I hadn’t been gagged so effectively by the obnoxious tube.  I put a swing into my ass with each step I took as I walked away from him, and didn’t even make it back to my section before I felt the twin toys between my legs come to life.

Methinks I read him right finally.

He played with the speed and intensity of the vibrators almost constantly, and I knew it wasn’t just some random program because he was so intent on teasing me, he forgot when it was time for a show and had to rush to get it started.  Even in the middle of his Shibari bondage demonstration, he continued to mess with me, changing the settings every time he reached for a new rope.

Between the restrictions of the chains and the distractions of his teasing, I wasn’t a very good waitress for the rest of the night, but I didn’t really care; my plan was working and I could hardly wait for closing time.

It seemed to take forever, but eventually the last customer left and the doors were locked, allowing me to finally sit down and take a real break.  Between working with the weight of the heavy chains dragging me down, and the continuous torment of the vibrators, I was a tired, sweaty mess.

Charlie removed my gag, brought me a bottle of water and a glass of wine, but left the rest of my chains locked in place.  She also shocked me by locking my ankle chain to the lower rung on the bar stool I was sitting on, giving me a bawdy wink before deliberately turning her back on me and walking away.

I bit my tongue before I could give voice to the obvious complaint, and settled for draining both bottle and glass since all I could do was wait to find out what was going on.  She closed out my float for me, stuffing a wad of cash from my tips down between my tits, and leaving more water and wine for me before returning to the bar to finish her own work.

One by one the other girls left, including Charlie, until I was alone and wondering if everyone had forgotten about me.  Before my worry turned to panic, I heard the elevator door open, and turned to see Gary the gimp step out.

He came over and unlocked the chain attached to the bar stool, placed a keycard in front of me, and walked into the back without a word.  I had my own keycard, but it was limited in which doors it could open.  I could tell at a glance that this was one of the ones only used by the owners or their partners, and a glimmer of hope began shining in the back of my mind.

Yes, it let me use the elevator… I rode it to the second floor, expecting to find Master Jerry waiting for me, but the place was empty.  There was one more door up here, though, and that was the one leading to their private apartment.

My heart was practically beating out of my chest as I walked over to the door and used the card.  The door swung open and I saw Master Jerry sitting on a sofa, looking quite pleased to see me standing there.

Maybe he wasn’t sure I’d come, since I could’ve easily followed my regular routine and just gone into the back to change into my street clothes like I did on every other night.  Gary had gone there and could’ve helped me get out of my bondage, yet the thought never even crossed my mind until this very moment.

I was glad it hadn’t.

I suddenly realized I’d been standing in the doorway for far too long, and needed to make a decision on which way to go.  It wasn’t really any decision at all, and I stepped into the apartment, heading straight for him without even glancing to the sides.

“Hello Master Jerry,” I said, licking my lips.  “How may I serve you?”

It must’ve been the right thing to say since he leapt to his feet and gave me a bone crushing hug, followed by a kiss that melted my knees and sent a jolt of electricity straight to my groin.  He held me at arms-length when we finally broke apart, staring deep into my eyes, almost as if he was trying to see into my soul.

Whatever he saw he must’ve liked, since he came close again and picked me up with an arm behind my back and the other behind my knees.  He cradle carried me into his bedroom and set me down gently on the edge of his bed, probing my mouth with his tongue for another few minutes before coming up for air and digging into his pocket for his key ring.

“You look really sexy in those chains,” he said as he began undoing the many locks I’d used.  “But I can’t imagine they’ll be very comfortable for either of us with what I have in mind.”

I gave him a faint smile, but kept my mouth shut, not wanting to spoil the moment.  Every time he exposed a new part of my body he covered it with kisses, and I almost lost it when he exposed my chest and let my tits fall free, since he gave my nipples a double dose of attention.

When I was down to only my panties, collar, and the four leather cuffs, he helped me to stand and told me to go to the bathroom if I needed to, which I most certainly did.  It was a bit of a disappointment to take the panties off, but I hoped I’d be re-stuffed upon my return to him, and with something far superior to an inanimate piece of silicone.

He hadn’t been sitting around while I was taking care of business, and I saw the bed covers were pulled off and four red ropes were attached to the corners, the ends trailing over the satin sheets and waiting for me.  He patted the middle of the bed, and I wasted no time hopping into position.

With the way the ropes were laid out, I’d naturally assumed he’d be tying me in a spread eagle position, but instead he guided my arms down to my sides and used the lower ropes to hold them there.  A fifth rope I hadn’t noticed before ran from the middle of the headboard and went through a D-ring on my collar to keep me in place, and then he slowly crawled between my legs, kissing his way down my body once again.

I spread my legs as wide as possible so he could have perfect access to my hungry pussy, and after spending a few minutes kissing the insides of my thighs, his lips went where I needed them most.  He kissed each labia twice and stuck his tongue between them, lapping upwards to brush over my clit, which turned the slow-burning embers in my crotch into a raging inferno in a matter of seconds.

He knew just how to push my buttons, almost like we’d been lovers for years, and right when my lust was at its highest, he began gently nibbling on my clit and the world exploded.  I arched upwards to the limits of my bonds as my orgasm consumed me, screaming with the release of my long pent up desire.

I’d heard the term ‘Earth shattering orgasm’ bandied about before, but nothing could’ve prepared for the power of this one; it went miles beyond intense, and left me limp and quivering when it finally ran its course.

He chuckled at the strength of my reaction, and had to help raise my hips off the bed so he could slide a pillow beneath me.  Once that was in place, he lifted my legs up and pushed them towards my head until he could snag the last two remaining ropes and tie them to my ankle cuffs.

He had to abandon his spot between my legs so he could tighten up the slack, working each rope a few inches at a time until I was nice and taut, held open and vulnerable like never before.  I couldn’t take my eyes off him as he slowly removed his clothes, and he was of the same mind since his eyes never left me either.

My heart, which had just began to slow down after my amazing orgasm, began racing again when I saw his hard, impressive cock spring free from his pants, and I hoped the time for foreplay was over.  Despite having just cum a few minutes ago, I’d never wanted a man between my legs as badly as I did right now.

He wasted no time, and as soon as he was naked he crawled up and positioned himself over me, with the hot head of his cock brushing against my dripping folds and driving me wild.  As soon as I felt him begin to slide into me I thrust upwards as much as I could, and he got the message of how badly I wanted him deep inside me since he pushed the rest of the way in with a single hard thrust.

We moaned in unison at that, and he held himself there for a few moments while we both reveled in the sensations we felt.  I tried to flex my vaginal muscles to increase the pleasure we shared, although it wasn’t easy due to the way I was bound.

It didn’t matter, though, since he began slowly making love to me, and each thrust was absolute nirvana.  The combination of everything I felt was almost too much to handle, and I probably could’ve came after a mere dozen thrusts, but I held back the tide, wanting to share the moment with him and make this something truly special.

He had amazing stamina and self-control, though, and it wasn’t easy.  I began babbling incoherently after a few minutes of his slow and steady strokes, desperate to give in to the inevitable and not sure I’d be able to hold on long enough.

It got even worse when he picked up the pace and began fucking me hard and fast, yet I somehow managed to contain the rising beast until I felt him begin to tense up.  He came with a roar, and the feel of his hot seed filling me was my signal to let loose and join him in ecstasy.

White hot fire filled my veins, and if I thought my last orgasm was impressive, it was no more than a matchstick to the blaze that radiated outwards from my cunt and consumed me utterly.  Wave after wave of pure, unadulterated passion made me shudder and shake uncontrollably, and each pulse seemed to drive me higher and higher until I thought my heart might burst.

Even though he came, he kept fucking me as long as he could, which kept my orgasm going for an incredibly long time and I was close to passing out since breathing was more than I was physically capable of at the moment.  He had to stop before I completely lost it, though, and pulled out as his hard-on reached its limit.

After catching his breath for a moment, he leaned over and put his arms beside me so he could probe my slack mouth with his tongue, kissing me deeply until I recovered enough to reciprocate.  His lip-lock made it hard to catch my breath, but I didn’t care; I never wanted it to end.

“I think I’ll have to gag you before we continue,” he said with a smile.  “You’re really quite noisy when you cum.”

I smiled faintly at his words, but then the import sank in… continue?  It seemed he was just getting started, and I couldn’t wait to find out what else he had in store for me.

I also hoped he didn’t have to go too far to find a gag, since all I could think of right now was serving my new Master in any way he deemed fit.

###



Su
rrender to the Master


My
 New Master

I didn’t know what time it was, but it must’ve been early since my new Master was still deeply asleep and the place was as silent as a tomb.  Being careful not to wake him, I crawled slowly out of bed and made my way to the bathroom so I could clean up after a long night of the most amazing sex I’d ever experienced.

Even after one of the longest showers I’d ever taken, he was still snoring when I crept back into the bedroom.  I decided not to wake him, and borrowed his robe so I could go get my street clothes which were probably still downstairs in the back room of the club.

The common area of the apartments was dark and empty, but luckily my keycard was still on the floor where I’d dropped it last night when Master Jerry picked me up and carried me off to his bedroom.  I hurried out the door before anyone else woke up and found me where I wasn’t sure I belonged.

I didn’t know if last night was a onetime fling or something more, but that was something I’d have to talk to Master Jerry about before saying anything to his friends.  I threw on my clothes as quickly as I could and bolted out of the place and into my car.

It was a good thing there wasn’t much traffic at this time of day, since my attention was non-existent and my driving quite erratic.  I made it home without incident, though, and threw myself down on the couch so I could think about what we’d done.

I’d felt things last night with him that shouldn’t have been humanly possible, and I was definitely in love with him, but did he share those feelings, or was it just primal lust that drove him?  I tried to take a nap so I’d be fresh and clear headed when I saw him next, but sleep wouldn’t come since I couldn’t stop thinking about him.

I must’ve eventually dozed off, since the room had become blindingly bright with the afternoon sun between one blink and the next, although my head still felt like it was packed with sand.  I was also starving, so I raided the fridge and put together an eclectic breakfast of leftovers that made me feel much better, although I doubt I could tell you what all I ate even five minutes after it was gone.

I still felt a little lost, so I filled the tub thinking a nice soak might clear up my mind, although no new revelations magically appeared in my noggin.  I was at an impasse until I went back to work and talked to him, although it was obvious how I wanted things to turn out since every time I let my mind stray, I found my hands either on my chest or between my legs.

The day dragged on for a few hours past forever and I finally had to say screw it; I went to work even though it was several hours before I actually had to be there.  Unfortunately only Nancy, Mistress Jill, and Sherri were there this early, so I wasn’t able to talk to him.

It was a little disappointing, but Nancy was off by herself putting together the bar restock list, and I thought she might be able to give me some advice since she was in my shoes last year with Mistress Lilith.

“Hiya, Nancy,” I said, hopping up on a bar stool.  “Do you have a few minutes to talk?”

“Sure, hon… what’s up?”

“Well…” I began, but stalled out, unsure of how to broach the subject without sounding like an idiot.

“If you want to impress Master Jerry, your indecision and shyness will have to be the first things to go.”

I must’ve visibly started at her words, since she smiled and chuckled at my reaction.

“Yes, we all saw you come into the apartment last night,” she explained.  “You only had eyes for him, though, so I’m not surprised you didn’t notice the rest of us sitting around the kitchen table.”

So much for my big secret.

“If it’s something more than a one night stand you’re looking for, then you’ll have to really impress him, and it won’t be quick or easy.”

“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about him,” I admitted.  “I think he might be the one I’ve been waiting for my whole life.”

“For what it’s worth, I think you’ve done a hell of a job fitting in around here, and I think you two would make a good couple, as long as you realize what it means to willingly give yourself over to him as a submissive.  It’s a hard road, but it can be an amazing journey.”

“What should I do?”

“That’s the kind of question that only you can answer, but in short, you need to surrender yourself to him completely.  The biggest part of a Master and sub relationship is trust.”

“Trust?”

“Yes,” she nodded.  “You need to trust that he’d never do anything to really hurt you, and he needs to be sure you’re trustworthy as well.”

“I’m pretty sure I can trust him.”

“Pretty sure isn’t good enough.  A true submissive needs to learn how to be obedient and follow orders without having to think about it,” she bluntly replied.  “He’ll test you in ways that might be embarrassing, or seemingly cruel at the time, but you already have a pretty good idea from working here about what that might entail.”

I nodded, thinking about what I’d already done and what I’d seen done with the real submissives.  I didn’t have much of a problem going topless around the place, but could I handle full nudity, and maybe even sex in front of everyone?

“I can practically see the gears turning in your head, and that’s a good thing.  You don’t want to join this lifestyle unless you’ve thought it completely through and are able to handle all
 of it.”

“Do you have any regrets about submitting to Mistress Lilith as a full-time slave?”

“Yup,” she replied.  “I regret we didn’t find each other earlier.  I trust her with my life, and would do anything she asked without question out of pure love.”

“So you think I should go for it?”

“I think that’s the one question you need to answer for yourself, but in my opinion, I think you two would make a good couple.  Just remember that it’s not an all or nothing situation, and you can have a lot of fun without surrendering yourself completely if you don’t think you’re ready for that kind of commitment.”

“Thanks, Nancy,” I replied, getting off the bar stool.  “You’ve given me a lot to think about.”

“Feel free to piss in my ear anytime, although not literally.  Now if you really want to thank me, how about you grab some lemons and limes and chop them up for me,” she grinned.

I returned her smile and got to work, glad to have something to do while I thought about what she said.  I knew I wanted to be with Master Jerry, but could I really surrender to him completely?  That was the million dollar question, and there was only one way to find out.

I had to try.


Th
e Stage Show

When he walked into the club he gave me a simple nod on his way to the elevator, and I felt somewhat crushed.  Did he think last night was a one-time thing, or was he simply giving me some space while at work?

I wanted to go up to him and demand some answers, but that was the one thing I couldn’t do anymore.  I needed to get into the submissive mindset if I wanted to make this work, and a sub simply doesn’t go up to her Master and make demands.

I’d have to play it by ear for now and let him make the big moves, but there were still a few things I could do to stack the odds in my favor.  The first thing I needed to do was put my name down on the signup sheet as a stage show volunteer, and that was both the easiest and the hardest.

While it was easy to write my name down, it meant I’d have to go through with whatever he choose, since backing out at the last minute would be an absolute disaster for both our potential relationship, and also for the club as a whole.  It also meant there was a chance I’d be on stage with someone other than him, and I wasn’t sure I was ready for that yet.

I did it anyway, and hoped nobody would notice how shaky my signature looked.

When I went to go change into my working clothes, I found the extra kinky accessories I’d used yesterday had been cleaned and placed in my locker.  I took it as a good sign, but the restrictive chains were too heavy and uncomfortable to wear on a regular basis, so I decided to forgo them tonight in place of stuff that’d be easier to handle for the long term.

The latex panties with dual remote control inserts were a given, simply because it’d give him the chance to play with me if he wanted.  I wasn’t surprised to find myself already wet with anticipation, and even the butt plug slide home today without any problems.  I added a matching latex bra that had little nubs around my nipples to keep them erect before moving onto the restraints.

Padded leather cuffs for my wrists and ankles were next, since they’d be a lot easier to handle in almost any position, yet would be just as restrictive as metal cuffs when used properly.  I buckled them nice and snug, and locked them in place without a second thought.

After hemming and hawing for several minutes over my next selections, I finally decided to wear the heavily boned full corset and matching posture collar.  It’d make work a lot harder, but I loved the way I looked in it.

I decided to skip the hood today to make sure there was no chance of him mistaking me for someone else, and passed on the gloves as well, simply because I’d already locked the cuffs on my wrists.  I guess I was too nervous to plan very well right now.

I’d made the same mistake with my ankles, so I decided to wear a pair of pumps that’d be much more comfortable than the killer ballet boots I’d worn last time, and finished things off by snapping two squares of cloth to the bottom of my corset to give me a loincloth look.  It looked super-hot, especially when I spun quickly and the back flap rose up to expose my ass.

I added an eighteen-inch chain between my ankles and another one between my wrists, thinking it would be best to start off simple tonight.  I didn’t want to wear myself out early in case Master Jerry decided he wanted to play.

Nancy finished tightening my corset for me, her strength making short work of the normally difficult chore.  It also meant it was a lot
 tighter than I’d ever worn it before, and breathing was quite difficult.

I took a few minutes to get used to it, touched up my makeup, and went out to the club.  I still had about twenty minutes before my shift officially began, but extra eye candy was good for business and I knew the early customers wouldn’t be able to take their eyes off me with the way I was dressed.

Sure enough, the regulars who were here this early all gave me a wave or a thumbs-up when they saw me, and a few even came over to ask what section I’d be taking care of tonight so they knew where to sit.  I found the extra attention to be quite a boost to my ego after only getting a nod from Master Jerry, and I started my shift in a much better mood.

We had more staff than usual on the floor tonight, so the work was easy, even once the place started filling up.  I didn’t mind, even though it’d mean less in tips for me, since it gave me a rare chance to playfully flirt and chat with the customers.

I was having such a good time that I didn’t notice Master Jerry walk up behind me, and he actually had to tap me on the shoulder to get my attention.

“Daphne,” he began, sounding serious.  “Come with me please… we need to talk.”

I nodded and followed him to the staff area as fast as my hobbles allowed, hoping his casual dismissal earlier just meant he was busy at the time.  It was hard to keep a smile off my face, but I managed since he still looked quite serious, and I thought it might be out of place if I wanted to appear submissive.

“I noticed you added your name to the stage show list,” he said without preamble.

“Yes Sir,” I replied, keeping my voice neutral, even though I was disappointed he wanted to talk about business instead of last night.

“Jade just slipped and sprained her ankle, so she won’t be able to perform tonight.  I know it’s short notice, but can you help me out and take her place tonight?”

“Of course, Sir,” I nodded, happy to get a chance to work directly with him.

“Great.  You’re on in five minutes, so go take care of anything you need to and wait for Edward by the stage.”

He gave me a quick peck on the cheek and hurried off before I could say anything.  I was crushed he wouldn’t be working with me like I initially thought, but it was too late to back out now.

I sipped a bit of water, went to the bathroom, and rushed to meet Master Laste.  Even though he wasn’t the one I wanted to impress, you didn’t keep a Master waiting, and it was also possible this was some sort of test.

He arrived mere moments after I did, and after giving me the once over, nodded his approval and clipped a leash to the front of my collar.

“Open,” he ordered, holding a big red ball gag up to my lips.

I opened my mouth as wide as I could since the gag he’d brought was one of the larger ones, and even that was barely enough to let him get the monstrous thing past my teeth.  The strap was totally redundant, but he buckled it tight anyway to complete the look.

He removed the chain from between my wrists and used a simple carabineer clip to hold them together behind my back before giving my ass a slap to get me moving.  He moved past me and grabbed my leash just as we stepped on stage, using it to guide me to the center where something bulky was waiting under a large cloth.

“Greetings everyone,” he said as soon as the music stopped.  “And welcome to the Argentum Seges
, otherwise known as the Silver Crop.  We have a slight change to our scheduled entertainment, but are more than pleased to give you Daphne, who is appearing on our stage for the very first time.”

He tugged down on my leash to make me bow to the crowd, and then pulled it in a circle around him to give them a complete view of me.  I stumbled once when I felt the twin toys between my legs start to vibrate, since he wasn’t holding his tablet to control them and it caught me off-guard.

I started to get the sneaking suspicion there was going to be more to this show than met the eye.

“Since this is her first time up here, I’d like to start off easy and show you one of my favorite positions.  Of course, ‘easy’ is a relative term, so I’ll let you all be the judge of how I’m doing, and I might take a few suggestions from the crowd if you think I’m going too slowly.”

Shit!  The crowd always wanted more action, tighter bondage, and kinkier things.  By saying he wanted to start slowly, it meant I’d ultimately wind up in a far tougher position than what a regular show normally called for.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw his personal sub Monica join us on stage, pushing a cart full of supplies in front of her.  She parked it behind me so I didn’t get a chance to see what it contained, although she also removed the drop cloth on the bulky thing that was already up here, revealing what appeared to be a large whisky barrel mounted on a low stand.

Without further ado, he pushed me towards the barrel and tossed the end of the leash to Monica, who began slowly pulling it down towards the floor.  She ran the end through a ring set in the floor and continued pulling, forcing me to bend over the barrel.

While she was doing that, Master Laste thankfully removed the hobble chain from between my ankles, allowing me to keep my balance better as Monica gradually forced my head closer and closer to the ground.  My heavily boned corset didn’t make it easy to bend over the barrel, and she kept pulling until my toes were barely touching.

I was too busy trying to learn how to breathe like this to even think about struggling while Master Laste added a new pair of leather cuffs above my knees, although my twisting and shifting must’ve annoyed him since he paused to deliver a dozen open-hand slaps to my ass.  The crowd enjoyed that about ten times more than I did, but I learned my lesson and forced myself to calm down and hold still for him.

I felt him tie ropes to the new knee cuffs and pull them both upwards and out to the sides.  It meant my toes lost their last tenuous contact with the floor, but the extra support actually made my position slightly easier.

The relief was only temporary, though, since ropes went on my ankle cuffs next, and those not only spread my legs wide, but also pulled them forwards.  It actually forced my stomach harder into the barrel, and I’d be willing to swear I could hear the corset creak as he pulled them tighter and tighter.  (Or maybe it was my ribs that were creaking.)

This wasn’t even close to what I’d consider an easy position, yet I did my best to not let it show, figuring it might simply be my inexperience making it seem harder than it actually was.  My resolve was put to the test, though, when he unclipped my wrist cuffs and replaced the carabineer clip with a four foot spreader bar that he suspended above me.

It only took about a dozen clicks of the crank before my hands were pulled high enough above me that, other than my fingers and toes, I was completely and utterly immobile.  Someone in the crowd yelled out that I needed a blindfold, and Master Laste graciously agreed.

Monica retrieved something from the cart and lay down on the floor below my head.  She gave me a big smile, a bawdy wink, and flicked her tongue over my lips and ball gag in a sort of kiss before pulling the end away from a roll of vet wrap and covering my eyes.

I was pretty much blind by the time she’d gotten two wraps around my head, but she kept going until the entire roll was gone and the top of my head was completely covered in the sticky black cloth.  She whispered in my ear and asked if I was ok while she smoothed it out, and I grunted once in the affirmative, even though my nervousness was completely off the charts by now.

She gave me a sort of open mouth kiss around the ball gag in response before sliding away and leaving me on my own.  Master Laste also left me alone to let me get used to my situation, although I heard his voice from not too far away and knew he wasn’t even close to being done with me.

Even though I knew my respite would only be brief, I took advantage of it and tried something I’d heard some of the other girls talk about.  When in a strenuous position, struggling usually makes it a lot worse, but if you tense and flex your limbs both individually and in pairs, you can carefully stretch your muscles out until the worst of the strain eases.

It really worked, although I had to learn through trial and error what the ‘good’ ways to stretch were.  Unfortunately for me, my stretching backfired since Master Laste gave each of my binds a bit of extra tightening when he returned, and I found myself with even less slack than before.

He gave me another few minutes to get used to things again, but just as I was starting to feel a little better, it was time for the show to continue.  Since Jade was a bit of a pain slut I should’ve known what to expect during this scene, but between the strict bondage and the ever increasing distraction of my buzzing intruders, I hadn’t given it much thought.

As such, the first blow of the paddle on my well-positioned ass was quite the shock, and I’m sure I would’ve hit the ceiling if I wasn’t tied down so well.  I felt his hand rubbing circles on the cheek where the blow landed, and when he stopped I had a pretty good idea what was about to happen.

Even expecting it, the smack of the paddle on my other ass cheek made me jump.  He rubbed the point of impact again for a few seconds before returning to the original cheek with another blow, a bit more rubbing, and then he got down to business.

I suppose the latex panties I wore provided a bit of protection, but not a hell of a lot.  Still, it didn’t hurt as much as I thought it would from how loud it sounded, and I suspected my newbie-ness influenced his selection of impact device.  I bet it looked good, though.

He kept spanking me with the paddle for quite some time, and eventually the blows started to add up until my ass felt like it was on fire.  Maybe I was wrong about why he selected the particular paddle he did, and his real reason was just to make sure the show lasted longer.

If he would’ve picked something like the cane or the single-tail whip, I’m positive I would’ve had to tap out after a mere fraction of the hits he was able to deliver this way.  I guess that’s why he’d earned the title of Master and I was the one tied over a barrel.

He must’ve noticed a change in how I was reacting to the spanking, since he paused for a minute and turned up the speed of my vibrators.  Now I had something else to concentrate on, and while they weren’t anywhere close to full speed, it might be enough to let me cum and get some real relief.

When he resumed his assault on my ass, I felt an immediate difference.  He’d switched to a flogger and began working me over from my hips down to my thighs, with the occasional blow landing smack dab in the middle of my pussy or the crack of my ass.

Surprisingly, I actually those strikes down the middle, since the base around toys filling my holes and covering my clit provided a lot of protection, and the blows provided some very
 interesting sensations.  Each one added to my arousal level and I began to wish he’d actually hit my pussy harder and more often!

I’d initially promised myself I wouldn’t cum while on stage, but the situation I was in made that difficult to remember.  Since I was blind and the only sounds I could hear was that of the leather strands striking me, it was easy for me to imagine it was Master Jerry up here with me instead of Master Laste.

The moment I pictured him in my mind, I found my arousal climbing to new heights in record time, and the only reason I didn’t cum on the spot was because I wanted it to be a good one.  I rode the very edge and held it back as long as I could, and when the wave finally crested it was a climax of epic proportions.

It consumed my entire being in an instant, and in a small corner of my mind I was glad I was so well gagged and tightly bound so the crowd wouldn’t be able to tell how strongly I was reacting.  Each new blow from the flogger added more fuel to the fire, and almost drove me crazy with the extra layer of sensations it provided.

On and on it went, and my world became nothing but the white hot explosions of pure ecstasy radiating out from my cunt and echoing through my mind.  Somewhere along the way he stopped flogging me and turned the toys down to a minimal level, but I had no clue when that actually was, since my brain had stopped working right shortly after my orgasm peaked.

It took me a long time to calm down enough to stop cumming, since the aftershocks were strong enough to be considered ‘regular’ orgasms, but I eventually managed to get myself under control.  I felt him fumbling with the laces on my corset, loosening them enough that my breathing became easy enough I could actually catch my breath.  As he continued to open them up and allowed me some movement, I found myself settling down on the barrel more, which gave me some slack in all the ropes except for the one holding my arms above me.

Not that it mattered much, since my massive orgasm had turned all my muscles into jelly, but it still felt good to get a bit of relief from the strain I was under.  In fact, I felt downright comfortable now that the corset was basically gone and I had a bit of wiggle room.

I was pretty sure the show was over and he’d just left me up here to be eye candy, and I was actually fine with that since I really
 didn’t feel like moving yet.  The only thing I had any difficulty with was the huge ball gag, and as the endorphins and adrenaline slowly wore off, it started to become a real problem.

I started grunting my ‘code yellow’ safe-word, which was three closely spaced sounds, and felt hands working the buckle behind my head almost immediately.  I felt lucky he was able to get the big ball out of my mouth fairly easy, considering how badly it was wedged behind my teeth, but I wasn’t able to close my mouth completely once it was gone, and the drool started running out of my mouth in a veritable stream.

I had to resort to a yes/no system to let them know the ball gag was what I had the problem with, (it was actually Monica who questioned me) and she massaged my jaw until I got it working again.  She called for a pitcher of water and a long straw so I could rehydrate, and it wasn’t long before I felt human again.

After that I zoned out for a while and simply lay in my restraints, taking an occasional sip of water or twisting left or right to keep from cramping up.  It must’ve been longer than I thought, since I was brought back to myself by the announcement that the second show was about to begin.

My arms were lowered and the rope connecting the spreader bar to the winch was removed, although the bar was left in place for now.  I felt my ankles get tied to the hook and it was slowly pulled up until I was hanging completely upside down… not a pleasant feeling since I wasn’t wearing suspension cuffs.

He didn’t keep me hanging for long, though, just long enough to remove the corset completely, spin me around, and lower me over the barrel on my back.  Monica had to help keep me balanced on it while he ran the ropes from my ankle cuffs underneath it and tied them off to my wrists, and even having my limbs pulled together didn’t seem to help my stability much.

Once I was bowed over backwards and feeling the strain, he added new ropes to my knees and elbows, tying them off to the floor and locking me tightly in place.  I shuddered when I heard Master Laste tell the crowd he’d be continuing the flogging demonstration for the second show, since it meant my tits would be the prime target in this new position.

The only saving grace was I wouldn’t be gagged like this, since there was too much of a choking risk with my head held down like it was.  I even felt fingers picking at the vet wrap and begin to unwrap it, allowing me to finally see again.

Even after it was all gone, the bright stage lights forced me to keep my eyes closed for a few minutes until they could adjust, so I was slow to pick up on the joke.  Once I could actually see again, the first thing I saw was Monica holding up a tablet with Master Laste’s face on it.

He was talking to the crowd, yet I could tell from the background he was actually sitting upstairs on the couch in the apartment.  If he was up there, then who had their hand on my thigh?

I got my answer a moment later when I saw Master Jerry walk around to my head and squat next to me.

“I thought our first show went rather well,” he said, a shit-eating grin covering his face from ear to ear.  “Are you ready for the next one?”

It took everything I had to keep my own shit-eating grin from manifesting.

“Yes, Master,” I replied.


Su
rrender

My impromptu stage show had given me an almost celebrity status among the regular customers, and whatever section I worked was always packed within minutes.  My tips were insane and the attention was wonderful, and everything would’ve been perfect if it wasn’t for one little thing.

Master Jerry still wasn’t paying attention to me outside of work.  He was courteous, polite, and proper… not a bad thing unless one simply wanted him to jump her bones like I was almost desperate for.

It was extremely annoying, but at least he wasn’t paying any attention to the other girls, so I hoped it was just because he was busy working on his latest devious creation behind the upstairs stage.  To be fair, he seemed to be working on whatever it was for a minimum of twelve hours a day, so in combination with the regular work he had to do, it didn’t leave him much in the way of free time.

While I couldn’t directly confront him over how I felt, I eventually decided that asking if he needed any help would still fall under proper submissive behavior, and possibly give me the opening I needed.

Once again I’d arrived quite early, so I decided to see if there was anything he needed before I had to start.

“Pardon, Master,” I began.  “Is there anything I can do to help you?  You’ve been working very hard lately.”

He looked surprised at both my appearance and my offer, but recovered quickly.

“Hiya Daphne,” he said.  “I didn’t hear you sneak up on me.”

“I’m sorry, Sir, I didn’t mean to startle you.”

“No… this is actually perfect timing if you’re really willing to help.”

“I’ll help with anything, Master.  What do you need me to do?” I immediately replied.

“Well, strip down to your panties and hop on up,” he replied, patting the seat of his contraption.

I blushed at that, but since he’d seen me naked before in the most intimate of settings, (and I wanted a repeat of that night) I did as he asked and shed my clothes in record time.  I didn’t really know or care what his invention was for, but it didn’t actually matter; I was able to serve him in at least a small way, and the opportunity made me happy.

As I settled into the seat, I determined it was a three-way cross between a wheelchair, a gynecological chair, and an institutional restraint bed.  It had a thick layer of memory foam and was actually quite comfortable, although my bare ass slid around a lot on the slick latex that covered it.

He let me settle down and get comfortable before buckling down the belts that soon welded me in place on it, occasionally altering the position of the armrests or leg stirrups to make things easier for him.

“How far are you willing to go tonight?” he asked.

“All the way, Master,” I replied without hesitation.  “And as far as you’re willing to take me.”

“You should really find out what you’re getting into before making an offer like that, but I’ll take your word for it,” he chuckled.  “Be sure to let me know if it’s too much for you to handle.”

His words left me a lot less confident than I was a few minutes ago, but there was no way I was going to back down after a challenge like that!  Besides… harder might actually be better so I could prove to him once and for all I was willing to surrender myself to him completely.

The first thing he did was pull a harness style seatbelt over my shoulders and connect it to three pairs of straps on the sides and a final one between my legs.  The first pair went under my armpits, the second below my breasts, and the third near my hips.

I heard the click of ratchet straps behind me that corresponded with the seatbelts getting tighter, until my body was pressed deep into the foam below me and my upper body was utterly immobile.  Two more pairs of straps went over my wrists and elbows to hold them secure on top of the armrests completed my upper body immobilization.

More straps went around my legs at the upper thigh, above my knees, below them, and of course a final pair for the ankles.  I thought the foam padding would’ve given me more wiggle room in my binds, but it was the complete opposite; my body was basically form-fitted to the strange chair now.

He began whistling as he pulled out a case of vet wrap and began pulling it tightly over my feet, forcing them into an en pointe position in the stirrups.  More vet wrap glued my hands in place at the ends of the armrests, and only my head was left with any kind of movement, although I suspected that freedom wouldn’t be lasting long.

I hated being right.

He pulled out a complicated looking harness that looked like an amalgamation of a posture collar and a trainer ring gag, except it had even more straps.  The collar part was around four inches tall and flared out far over my shoulders before ending in the straps that would connect it to the chair, and the trainer gag part had six more!

Despite how many anchor points were holing me down, I found my restraints to be surprisingly comfortable since the pressure was distributed so evenly among them.  I might’ve actually been comfortable if only my nose wasn’t itching.

I wish I knew why my nose began itching every time I was unable to scratch it.

He walked around the chair several times, checking each strap and tightening a few of them to make sure everything was perfect before continuing.  Once he was satisfied, he pulled out his tablet and entered a few commands.

I felt the chair begin to shift underneath me, my arms and legs being forced into new positions while the bottom seemed to drop away from in front of my ass.  It added even more strain to the already taut straps, especially on my legs which were now forced wide apart at my hips and closer together near my ankles, with my knees up high in the middle.

I thought it was a strange position until he hopped up onto the chair and sat between my legs, pulling my ankles a bit closer once he was seated so he could use them for a footrest.  After a few more fine tuning adjustments, he seemed quite satisfied with the position of his new human chair, and when he leaned back his head was pillowed nicely by my breasts.

I’m sure it was quite comfortable… for him, anyway.

A few more clicks on his tablet let me know he hadn’t forgotten about my own needs, and I felt the vibrations begin between my legs, starting at the lowest level, but gradually increasing.  I suspected this might be the ‘rollercoaster’ mode in which they’d go from zero to a hundred percent and then back down again.

Rollercoaster mode was an insidious program of stimulation that had an equal chance of providing either an unstoppable orgasm when it reached its peak, or an even worse situation of extreme arousal and denial.  It all depended on the person being played with, and I’d never experienced it before so I didn’t know which camp I’d fall into.

He didn’t give me a chance to find out either, since he started us moving with a few more swipes on his tablet, bringing us out into the club.  I think I blushed from head to toe when we passed the curtain and every head in the place turned to look at us, but at least we were upstairs in the private part of the club where things like this were more easily accepted.

He made a quick stop at the bar to collect a glass of champagne, and then did a few laps around the room so he could show off his latest creation in all its glory.  Steering with his tablet must’ve been difficult since we ran into a few people and tables, and he couldn’t seem to drive in a straight line to save his life, but he was laughing harder than anyone over his ludicrous display.

I’d never been so embarrassed in my life, yet at the same time I found it strangely exhilarating to be the absolute center of attention.

Rollercoaster mode was also starting to do a number on me, and I found my arousal growing stronger with each lap we finished.  Each lap corresponded roughly to a complete up and down cycle, and each one brought me closer and closer to the edge of ecstasy.

He eventually parked in the middle of the room to let everyone come and get a closer look, and that’s when my first orgasm struck.  Even as tightly bound as I was, my body must’ve twitched and shook enough for him to notice, since he chuckled under his breath and ground his back into my crotch to help it along.

Things became a blur after that, as the unstoppable program began plucking orgasms out of me the way a child plucks pedals off a daisy, and even the attention given to me by his friends didn’t faze me.  He eventually took pity on me and turned the toys off, although the aftershocks kept me going for quite some time, and it was even longer before I could really think properly again.

We sat in the middle of everyone for quite some time, only occasionally taking the long way to the bar so he could get a refill or let Nancy dribble some water past my ring gag.  He always reactivated the rollercoaster for our trips, but set it to only run for one cycle so I couldn’t quite manage to cum.

Our little display was almost more popular than the stage shows tonight, and I hoped the girls (or more importantly Mistresses Jill and Lilith) weren’t pissed off at me for stealing their thunder.  After a few hours I think everyone had come to take a closer look at me and talk to him about it, either making suggestions for future refinements or simply to ask him to make one for their own use.

I’d initially been embarrassed about being reduced to furniture, then mortified about cumming so hard, long, and often, but I eventually began to like the attention and was proud I got to debut the crazy thing with Master Jerry.  I also loved being in such close contact with him, and my only regret was I wasn’t able to wrap my arms and legs around him so I could hold him even closer.

Eventually the constant attention dwindled and I started to get a little bored, (and my damn nose still itched) so I was more than ready when he suggested a change so we could test out some more of the chair’s functions.  He drove us over to where Master Brandon was sitting and asked him if he could remove the table from one of the booths so we could park there for a while.

He readily agreed and went to fetch his tools so he could unbolt one for us, which took longer than I thought.  The tables up here were often used as anchor points for restraining guest submissives, so they needed to be fairly sturdy and mounted securely.

When the booth was finally ready he drove us over and backed us in before readjusting the chair so he could climb out.  He went behind me and adjusted the chair even more, tilting it backwards until my head was down near bench level and my legs high above me.

He took a seat in the middle of the booth and began fine tuning my position, moving me closer to him and lowering my head a tiny bit more until it was right at the level of his crotch.  I barely had time to form the thought ‘he wouldn’t…’ when he reached down and unzipped his pants, letting his big, hard cock spring free.

With another tap on his tablet I started moving closer again, until the head of his cock brushed my lips.  Another slight change of position was needed, but then he brought me all the way in and his cock hit the back of my throat and his balls touched my nose.

He was going to make me blow him upside down and right in front of everyone!

With his cock blocking off my airway I began to panic slightly, but I felt the chair begin to roll away from him after a moment and forced myself to get a grip and suppress my gag reflex.  The chair stopped just before his prick slipped out and immediately started moving forward again, going precisely to where it stopped last time before reversing directions again.

I could feel his hands on my chest, massaging my tits and playing with my nipples, so the chair must’ve been running automatically now.  Despite my precarious predicament, I was impressed at his ingenuity, and began using my tongue to stroke his cock and help things along.

I felt his hands clutch hard over my tits the first time I was able to flick it over the base of his head and knew I’d found a good spot, so I made sure to give as many licks as I could each time it came in range.  His low groans were getting louder each time I did it, and it wasn’t long before I felt him tense up and cum.

The hot jet of his seed almost made me gag when it struck the back of my throat, and it briefly got worse as his cock resumed sliding back in, but I managed to stay in control of my reflexes and finish the job properly.  He stopped the chair after another cycle and moved me back an extra few inches so he could clean himself off and put his prick back in his pants.

I couldn’t do much more than lie there red-faced with his cum dripping out of my mouth and over my nose, but once his pants were back in order he tenderly cleaned my face off with a soft cloth and moved me back to my original position.

“I have one more test in mind, if you’re up for it,” he said as he climbed aboard again.

After what I’d already been through, I didn’t think it could get any more embarrassing, so I mumbled a ‘yes’ through the ring gag, and tried to prepare myself for whatever might come next.  He did a lap around the room again, getting many cheers from the crowd who hadn’t been close enough to actually see what we’d just done, but were smart enough to figure it out from my fairly obvious position and movements.

He finished his tour of the room at the door leading to the apartment, where Master Brandon was already waiting to open it for us.  The silence when the door closed behind us was almost deafening after the raucous hoots and hollers of the club, and I was finally able to relax muscles I hadn’t realized were tense.

He ran into the doorframe twice before he was able to steer us into his bedroom and park in the open space between the bed and the bathroom.  He hopped off the moment we’d stopped and ran to take care of business, which wasn’t surprising considering how much champagne and water he’d drunk tonight.

I could feel my own bladder becoming a major concern, and hoped he’d let me loose to take care of my own needs before we continued with his tests.  When I saw him emerge from the bathroom I knew he was smart enough to realize my situation, but now I had mixed feelings about wanting to pee, since I saw him carrying a bedpan.

He wasn’t ready to let me loose yet, and I wasn’t about to use my safe word for something so small, no matter how humiliating it was.  After all, this was just part and parcel of a Master taking care of his submissive, and something I’d be better off getting used to if I wanted to live under his complete control.

He surprised me by taking a pair of safety scissors and cutting off my latex panties, ruining the fairly expensive things in an instant.  He slowly removed the twin plugs and tossed everything aside so he could quickly get the bed pan in place to let me relieve myself.

My urge to relieve the pressure on my bladder was stronger than my desire to not have to do it in front of him, and he’d barely gotten it pressed tight against my crotch before I let loose with a surprisingly powerful stream.  He dumped it in the bathroom once I’d finished, and returned with a warm, damp cloth to gently wipe me clean.

With that taken care of, he knelt in front of me and adjusted the chair until I was in a reclined, spread eagle position, with my crotch right in front of his face.  He wasted no time past that, and dove right into my folds with his tongue.

I tensed and strained against my restraints at the first touch of his tongue against my sensitive clit, reveling in the sensations his talented mouth were causing.  Despite this being the first time he’d done this to me, he knew exactly how to push my buttons for maximum effect.

It took mere moments for him to bring me to a high state of arousal, but once there he slowed down and began teasing me by pulling away and changing his technique, holding me on the brink of ecstasy without letting me go over the edge.

My head was spinning with desire after only a minute or so, yet he kept it up for about ten times longer and I was absolutely delirious and desperate for him to take me to the next level and finish the job.  Instead of granting me my wish, he stopped completely and stood, as if to walk away and leave me like this!

He didn’t, though, and simply stepped back so he could remove his clothes.  My heart almost leapt out of my chest when I realized he was going to go all the way with me again, and I wished his shirt didn’t have so many time consuming buttons to undo!

I was pleased to see his cock was hard and ready for action again, and couldn’t wait to feel it inside me.  I got my wish for once, as his own burning need made him rush over and slide fully inside me with his first hard thrust.

He held himself pressed hard against me for several seconds in which we both enjoyed the feeling of each other, but then he got down to business and began fucking me like there was no tomorrow.  With how he’d brought me to a fever pitch before beginning, it didn’t take long before I lost control and exploded into climax.

The orgasms I’d gotten earlier from the toys were powerful, but nothing compared to this one.  There was something about a real live cock that no inanimate piece of silicone rubber could ever replace, and his powerful cock ramming its way past my quivering vaginal muscles was ecstasy beyond belief.

He grabbed my tits when he felt me begin to cum, pinching my nipples and rolling them between his fingers, causing an electric jolt to race between each nub and my cunt that instantly doubled the strength of my already amazing orgasm.  The fact that his cock was still pistoning in and out of me made it even better, and I thought I might actually pass out if it got any stronger.

I didn’t, although I began to see stars in front of my eyes as I hit a new plateau and began squirting with feelings long past the point of conscious control.  I don’t think I stopped cumming for a single instant the entire time he made love to me, and since he’d already cum once tonight, it was an impressively long session.

He picked up the pace one final time as he got close to his own orgasm, his crotch slamming into mine hard enough to move the chair with each one until with one final thrust he held himself in and shot his load deep inside me.  I didn’t want things to end, but several minutes of non-stop cumming had robbed me of breath and was making my vision grow dim, so it was probably for the best.

Besides… if our last time together had shown me anything, it was he wasn’t satisfied with just one round, and the night was still very young.  Surrendering to my new Master was just the beginning, and I looked forward to anything he chose for me to learn and experience, as long as we did it together.

###



Pu
nished by the Master


Fu
ll-Time Submission

It’s amazing how fast things can change when you have the determination to tackle even the toughest challenges head-on.  A week ago I was a simple waitress and pretty much nobody… now I was the live-in submissive of Master Jerry, one of the owners of the Argentum Seges
 BDSM Club where I worked.

It wasn’t easy being a full time submissive, since I was pretty much at the bottom of the food chain.  I had to learn how to instantly obey not only my Master, but the other Masters and Mistresses as well.  I even had to show deference to the subs who’d been here longer and ‘ranked’ higher.

Each day was a new set of trials and lessons, and while it was difficult adjusting to this kinky new way of life, I thought it was well worth it.  I was deliriously in love with my Master, and every night he brought me to peaks of passion I’d never imagined were even remotely possible.

It wasn’t all roses and blowjobs, though, and I had to learn how to deal with some fairly restrictive bondage at work, rest, and play.  Even as I write this in my daily diary, I’m bound tightly to his desk with only two fingers free to type.

From the very first day I surrendered to him, he instructed me to keep a journal of my daily activities and thoughts, promising me a surprise punishment if I lied or even had any typos.  It was harder than you’d think.

Taking today, for example, I woke up and was released from the full-body sleep sack that he put me into after we’d had our fun, brought to the bathroom in shackles and cuffs, and had to be helped with everything in there.  I was getting used to it slowly, but it was still a major source of embarrassment to need his help with even the most basic things.

Once I was clean and dry, he gave me a few minutes to stretch out any kinks while he selected a new set of restraints for me, and then it was time to work on my journal for him.  I was usually bound sitting backwards on ‘my’ chair, and today was no exception.

The chair he’d made for me was custom built to my exact body size, but that didn’t mean it was comfortable by the time he was done with me.  To start with, it had twin dildos mounted on the seat to provide some ‘carrot and stick’ style motivation for me.

The faster I typed, the more power went to the vibrator in my pussy, and the longer I sat and did nothing, the more power went to the e-stim pads built-in to the butt plug.  Let’s just say I learned how to compose my thoughts very quickly after my first day in the chair.

There was no escaping the plugs either, since my ankles were pulled back and tied below the seat, my elbows were cuffed to the chair back in front of me, and straps went around my back to limit the wiggle room I’d otherwise have available.  The leash leading from my collar was only loosely wrapped around the back of the chair since it was mostly redundant at this point.

Special bondage mittens were pulled over my hands and locked with short chains to the top of the desk, which is why I could only type with one finger on each hand.  I had a slight advantage over anyone else in this position since I was a two-fingered typist anyway.

I’m not sure why the massive inflatable gag was necessary for desk work, but he really liked to see me gagged and I wouldn’t dream of disappointing him or arguing with him over something so trivial.  After all, the first rule was to obey.

When I signaled him I was done writing, he’d sit behind me on the edge of the chair and massage my neck and shoulders while he read, which was some extra motivation for me to write my thoughts with as much detail as I could.  If he was really pleased, he’d turn up the vibrator and let me cum before releasing me from the chair so we could begin our day outside the bedroom.

I thought it was distinctly unfair I was the only sub kept in 24/7 bondage, but the other girls told me it was a sort of rite of passage, and they’d all gone through it when they were newbies like me.  I could hardly wait until my initiation was over, since while I actually enjoyed being restrained by my Master, I really
 missed being able to scratch my nose.

There definitely wouldn’t be any nose scratching today, since this was the end of my first week with him, and I knew I’d be well bound before getting my first ‘performance report’.  I hoped it wasn’t too bad, but I knew I screwed up a lot, and anyone above me (which was everyone) could add demerits to my log.

Breakfast was brought to us while I was still chained to the desk, and he fed me bite by bite while still sitting behind me.  He liked doing things like that once in a while, and I absolutely loved the feeling of being pampered and taken care of.

I also loved the feel of his hard cock against my back that proved how much I was turning him on.  I was highly aroused myself since today wasn’t one of the days when I was allowed to cum after finishing my diary entry, yet the toy was still running on low speed.  I really hoped he had some delicious ‘dessert’ in mind for us once breakfast was done.

Unfortunately, I wasn’t that lucky.  He left me bound to the chair, but removed my bondage mittens so he could put my arms into a single sleeve armbinder, and when he replaced my inflatable gag with a ring gag, I knew I’d be having a different kind of dessert than the one I’d been hoping for.

My only stroke of good luck was he refrained from adding a posture collar to my morning restraints, so I was able to bob my head while I blew him.  I couldn’t wrap my lips around his shaft, but at least it was something, and it kept the blowjob from being a simple face-fuck.

He released me from the chair once he was finished, cleaned up, and had gotten dressed.  He also locked a twelve-inch hobble bar between my ankles before leading me out the door by my leash, which was a lot less bondage than I’d been expecting.

I had a feeling there was a lot more to come.


De
merits

I was a little surprised to see all his friends lounging around the apartment, since only some of us lived at the club, and we normally had vastly different schedules.  Master Laste was even here with his long-time slave Monica, which was odd since his wife had recently given birth and he liked spending the day at home with them.  He only showed up once or twice a week, and never in the morning.

Mistress Jill lived here with her submissive partner Sherri and their boy-toy Gary the gimp, so their presence wasn’t unusual, although they usually slept in later than this.  Master Brandon and his sub Lori were also up early, and even Mistress Lilith and her submissive wife Nancy were here.

All in all, I’d never seen the apartment so crowded, and I hoped it wasn’t on my account.  Yeah… I’m sure it was just a coincidence.  Yeah right sure.

There were so many people around and I spent so much time trying to get a clue from the expressions on their faces, I didn’t notice the new addition to the apartment until Master Jerry brought me right up to it.  It was a long, padded bench with a set of stocks near one end.

Even before he brought me to the foot of the bench it was obvious it was here for me, and he didn’t even need to tug on the leash to get me to bend over it.  Today of all days, I didn’t want to embarrass him in front of his friends and peers by appearing reluctant or willful.

My arms were still trapped behind my back by the armbinder, so only my neck went into the stock, but that was enough to keep me in place until he decided otherwise.  It was padded, wide, and had a slight angle to it so I was able to look ahead instead of straight down.

It also had a pair of strategically placed holes that allowed my tits to poke through the bench, although they seemed a touch too small to me, and he had to pull quite painfully on my nipples before he was able to get my tits all the way through.  Of course, with these people, if one restraint was good, then twenty were better, and he wasted no time in immobilizing me the rest of the way.

Long straps were already attached to the bench on one side, and he made good use of them to weld me in place on the padded surface.  The first went over the middle of my back and the second went just above my hips, and weren’t too bad, but the next three went over my arms at shoulder, elbow, and wrist.  With the way my arms were pulled together inside the single glove, it made for a truly crushing embrace.

Once my upper body was secured he got rid of the small hobble bar and replaced it with a proper spreader bar that was also connected to the base of the bench.  My toes could barely touch the floor now, although I guess it didn’t matter much since the bench was supporting most of my weight.  He gave each restraint a final check, gave my ass a hard but playful slap, and then turned to address his friends.

“Thanks for coming, everyone,” he began.  “This is Daphne’s first time for our regular Saturday review, and is also the first time I’ll have a sub of my own on the chopping block.  I have a sneaking suspicion she’s earned a hefty pile of demerits from everyone here, so I wanted to start earlier than normal so we can spread her punishment out over the course of the day.”

“There are no need for long and boring speeches, Jerry,” Master Laste interrupted.  “We know why we’re here, so let’s get on with it.”

“Oh hush, Edward,” Mistress Lilith chided.  “He just wants to make sure we don’t scare her off before he gets a chance to really know her properly.  Besides… it’s been quite a while since we’ve all gotten together like this, and I’m looking forward to spending a nice day with everyone.”

“Don’t get me wrong,” he quickly replied, holding up his hand.  “I thought a private party was a great idea, and that’s why I had Shelly look after both rug rats today.  After all, no gathering would be complete without Claude, Sylvia, and Claire here as well.”

Mistress Lilith looked both surprised and pleased to hear about the additional guests who’d be joining us.  I wasn’t quite so enthusiastic about it, since while I didn’t know who Sylvia and Claude were, I knew Claire was Mistress Grey, and she had quite a formidable reputation.  If she was coming to punish me for something I did (or should’ve done and didn’t do) then my day just got a whole lot worse.

“Well… that’ll be nice,” Master Jerry said, sounding unsure if it really was.  “But since Eddy sounds eager to begin, should we start now or wait for them to arrive?”

“There’s no need to wait,” a new voice said from the doorway.  “Traffic was beastly this morning for some reason, but we’re here now.”

A striking middle-aged woman strode across the floor with a handsome man at her side, and I assumed they were Mistress Sylvia and Master Claude.  I recognized Mistress Grey following them a little slower due to the two subs trailing behind her on their leashes, their legs hobbled with rubber cords and their bodies trapped inside heavy latex straitjackets.

After exchanging greetings, hugs, and kisses with everyone, Mistress Grey placed one sub at each end of the long oak coffee table, and had them kneel and bend over it.  She kept them in place by the simple expedient of tying their leashes together, and took a seat on the nearby couch.

“It’s been a long time coming, Jerry… we were all beginning to think you might stay a loner forever,” Master Brandon said once everyone had settled down.

“I guess I’m just pickier than most,” he replied, laughing.  “I guess we’re ready to begin, unless you’ve invited someone else.  Who wants to start?”

“I’ll start, since I’ll be quick,” Mistress Lilith said.

She stood and walked over to one of the storage cabinets, pulling out a black plastic case I didn’t recognize.  She gave Master Jerry a wink as she approached, and he must’ve known what she planned since he stepped aside and gave her an overly exaggerated bow.

“Other than being slow to serve, Daphne didn’t do anything to really annoy me this last week, and since this is her first time up for punishment, I decided to be nice.  Lick,” she ordered, pulling a clear plastic tube out of the case and holding the open end in front of my mouth.

I was puzzled, but did as she ordered.  The purpose of the small tube/cup became clear a moment later when she squatted beside me and pressed it over my left breast, centered right over my nipple.  I felt a slight pressure after a few seconds and then more and more in quick stages as she somehow sucked my nub into the tube with some sort of vacuum.

It was a very odd sensation, and felt both painful yet erotically pleasant.  She repeated the process on my other breast, and then had me lick the end of a tube that was half the diameter of the first two.

I heard the sound of her high heels going behind me, and then felt her fingers probe between my legs and right into my already drenched slit.  She chuckled when she saw how wet I was, and pressed the cup firmly over my clit, pumping out the air slower than she had with my nipples, but going until it felt like she’d sucked it well over an inch away from me.

The sensations it caused were an order of magnitude stronger than the ones centered on my throbbing nipples, yet after giving me a few moments to get used to it, she gave it another pair of pumps before she was satisfied.  Each nipple got three more pumps from the vacuum as well before she came back around to the front to give me a parting lick on the tip of my nose.

My face (and probably my whole body) was flushed with both embarrassment and desire, from what she’d done to me, and I began to really wonder what was in store for me if this was just the start.  Nancy emerged from the kitchen with a large tray of mimosas and began handing them out, which gave me some time to get used to the suction tubes before the next person was ready to inflict their punishment on me.

Making me wait like this was by design, as I found out when Mistress Jill and Sherri took their turn next, approaching with a small handful of shiny chrome.  Sherri crawled under the bench and began pulling on both tubes, pulling each tit painfully until enough force was reached to cause the tubes to pop off.

I moaned from the pain it caused, and then loudly screeched a moment later when I felt the sharp bite of a clamp squeeze down over my overly erect and sensitive nipples.  I felt a third jolt of pain when she released the heavy chain connecting the clamps and let it swing freely below me.

I felt a moment of panic when Mistress Jill began pulling on the clit tube in the same manner, although I got a real surprise when it popped free.  The suction had engorged my clit so much that the release of the vacuum came within a hair of making me cum.

After what Sherri had done to my tits, I was expecting (and dreading) the bite of another clamp over my clit, but it never came.  Instead, she began slapping my pussy with the palm of her hand while she read off the list of infractions I’d incurred over the last week.

I was supposed to be paying attention to her words, but couldn’t spare the concentration.  Each slap of her hand on my engorged clit was bringing me closer and closer to orgasm, and I knew that under no circumstances was I allowed to cum during a punishment session.

In an epic fail, I lasted a mere dozen or so blows before bursting into orgasm and squirting all over her.  As soon as I came back down to Earth and could think again, I was mortified at what I’d done.

Not only had I cum without permission, I’d done it in a way that would bring dire consequences down on me for my next punishment session.  Thank God that since today was considered the start of our week, I’d get seven days to try and make amends before having to pay the price for this particular transgression.

As if I wasn’t embarrassed enough, Mistress Jill made me lick my own juices off her whole hand and arm until she was satisfied she was completely clean, and my musk was all I could both smell and taste.  This wasn’t looking good for me today, and we’d barely just begun.

While Mistress Jill went to change her shirt, Master Laste came up to take his turn with Monica to assist.  All he had with him was his signature silver chased riding crop, but then again, he was an expert with it and didn’t need anything else.

Once again my list of errors was light, but the punishment he selected wasn’t.  He didn’t actually hit very hard, but while he was whipping my ass he had Monica tickle me, and that was just about the worst thing he could’ve chosen since I was extremely
 ticklish.

He waited until Monica had learned the best (worst) spots to tickle me at, and then began adding blows to my snatch every third or fourth hit that brought my lust on the rise again.  Within minutes I was practically delirious with desire, and the lack of air caused by Monica’s relentless tickle assault seemed to amplify it tenfold.

‘Shit… not again,’ I thought as my barely pent up lust found release for the second time and my eyes rolled up in my head.  I did my best to try and suppress this one, but my overloaded body wasn’t having it; I began involuntarily bucking and thrashing so hard I actually moved the heavy bench a few inches while the orgasm burnt through me.

He stopped a few seconds after I did, and walked away without a word.  Once again I’d screwed up, but on a brighter note, at least I hadn’t gushed all over him like I had with Mistress Jill.  It was a small mercy, but I’d take it since this day was turning into a complete disaster.

Mistress Sylvia and her husband came up next, and since this was our first meeting, I’d done absolutely nothing to earn any demerits from them.  As such, they were nice to me, although their gentleness would come back to haunt me later.

She went to the floor below me and removed the evil nipple clamps, and the sudden rush of blood into them caused me to groan with the new pain.  Once I settled down a bit she began massaging them gently until the pain went away, although it came with the corresponding price of raising my arousal level again.

While she was doing that, Master Claude kept busy by rubbing a cooling cream over my sore ass cheeks, and either by design or by accident, the tips of his fingers kept brushing against my labia and clit, strengthening the sensations caused by his wife.  I was horny and panting for air by the time they finished a few minutes later and made way for Nancy.

While she was a submissive herself, she was also married to Mistress Lilith and got to have her own turn with me, unlike the other subs.  She also had the longest list of transgressions so far, since she’d worked with more than anyone other than my Master.

She’d recently been learning the proper use of a cane from Mistress Lilith, so I was expecting her to stripe my ass like a candy cane, but once again I was surprised.  I felt a new wave of embarrassment as I felt a glob of gel land on my rosebud, followed by the tip of her finger.

She pushed it past my sphincter with ease due to the slippery silicone lube, and after a few trial thrusts, added a second and then finally a third finger and I was moaning from the strain of being stretched by her fat fingers.  She must’ve kept it up for five minutes or more before pulling out and adding another blob of gel.

She started stretching my ass wide again, but it felt different this time, and I instantly knew she was sliding a rather large butt plug up there this time.  It was definitely the largest thing I’d ever had up there before, and the widest part of the cone barely made it in.

Despite how full and bloated it made me feel, I was happy to let it stay there for now, since the narrow part near the base was practically comfortable compared to the wide part, and I knew pulling it out would feel even worse than putting it in had.  With how long her list had been, I thought she’d be working me over for at least an hour, but it seemed she was done since she walked away and returned to her Mistresses side.

Things were never that simple around here, though, and with a smile she pulled out a small remote and hit the switch, burying it under a seat cushion after turning it on.  I felt the toy in my ass come to life with a strong electric shock, followed by a powerful thrum from the built-in vibrator.

Oh shit.  I knew I was in serious trouble now since the constant stimulation on my already hot nether region would become unbearable after only a few minutes, and by hiding it in the couch, I had a feeling it’d be staying on until the batteries died.

Sure enough, they were still trying to decide who’d go next when it pushed me over the edge and I screamed in orgasm yet again.  I’d never cum from anal stimulation before, and I found it to be a completely different beast from a clitoral or vaginal orgasm.

It seemed to form up from somewhere deep inside me, and even though there were only gentle vibrations being transmitted to my most sensitive areas, its power couldn’t be denied.  Even the shocks started feeling pleasant once it began rolling through me, and it became my longest orgasm of the day.

I was feeling weak by the time it subsided enough that I could catch my breath, yet the stimulation never stopped and I knew it was only a matter of time before it led to more forbidden orgasms.  Rather than delivering a straightforward punishment, Nancy had chosen to double down for next week by forcing me to cum.

For some reason, just thinking about it made me horny all over again, and I vaguely wondered how many more times I’d reach climax before they considered my punishment to be over for the day.  They didn’t seem to be in a hurry, and were mostly ignoring me while looking through pictures on a tablet.

I came again before they’d finished, and although I tried to keep it quiet and hopefully slip it under the radar while they were distracted, I wasn’t very successful.  They all stopped and turned to stare at me while I shuddered uncontrollably in the throes of passion.

For some reason I felt even more embarrassed this time, and vowed to keep my body under control better.

They finished with their pictures a few minutes later and Mistress Grey rose to take her turn with me.  She came over with her two subs and had them kneel below me so they could suck, lick, and bite my nipples while she inflicted her punishment from behind.

I wasn’t sure what she had in mind, but when she had Gary bring a chair over for her, I knew I was in for a long round this time.  She didn’t seem to be in a rush to begin, either, and had him run an extension cord over, set up an end table next to her, and bring an assortment of finger foods so she could nibble while she worked.

While she was fussing over her setup, Constance and Mel were working my tits over non-stop, and their attentions were bringing me close to yet another orgasm.  It took every ounce of willpower I had to keep from cumming yet again, and it was getting harder to resist with every minute that went by.

I actually began hoping she’d begin and get it over with already.

Of course, she began mere moments after I’d had that thought, and I wished she’d taken more time in her fussing about.  She’d chosen to use a violet wand, and while not nearly as painful as some of the other options she might’ve chosen, it was quite an insidious choice.

My ass was still sore from the earlier spanking and cropping, and my pussy was painfully sensitive from all the stimulation it’d received.   She used the wand mercilessly on both, and kept things random so I couldn’t prepare for each new touch.

I lost it and exploded into yet another orgasm the first time she brushed it over my clit, and squirted for the second time as my mind went blank from sheer sensory overload.  She never missed a stride, and kept going as if nothing had happened.

When I could form a semi-coherent thought again, I wondered if all that extra fluid covering me from my ass to my toes would make the shocks from the wand feel more powerful.  I think it did, but that could’ve easily been my own mind fucking with me now.

I thought having the wand used on my cunt was the worst she could do to me with it but my imagination wasn’t nearly as creative as hers; she began using it on the soles of my feet, and not only did it sting, but it tickled as well.

I started howling as she began working my feet over, and for the first time today I seriously considered using my safe-word to put an end to it all.  I couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, yet I also couldn’t control myself; I began cumming once more, no longer caring what I looked like or what future punishments it’d bring.

I was somewhere deep in subspace by the time she decided she was done playing, and I’d lost track of how many orgasms were ripped out of me by her relentless assault.  Even when she went back to join the others, her torment continued since she’d left the girls sucking my tits below me.

I was given just enough time to catch my breath again before Master Brandon approached with his sub Lori.  His punishment was for things I’d screwed up while on stage, and he delivered it with a good, old fashioned, bare hand spanking.

It hurt more than I expected, but after the devious punishment inflicted on me from Mistress Grey, it was almost a relief.  The worst part of it all was the way Lori kept snickering at me, and my humiliation returned ten-fold before he was even halfway done.

Apparently I wasn’t the only one annoyed by her, since he actually stopped and ordered her to stand.

“Since you find spanking to be so much fun, I think I’ll reward you by letting you have the rest of her punishment,” he said.

Within the space of a few minutes she found herself naked and tied tightly over top of me, receiving the punishment I was supposed to be getting.  I almost snickered at her in return, but managed to keep my mouth shut for once.

He was still spanking her when Nancy announced lunch was ready, so he simply left her on top of me while he went to go eat.  As one final punishment for her, he strapped a butterfly vibe over her cunt and ordered her not to disturb anyone’s lunch by cumming.

It wasn’t a very effective order, since the butterfly was quite powerful and she’d barely lasted a minute before exploding into the first of the many orgasms she’d experience while everyone else enjoyed a leisurely lunch.

She wasn’t alone in her passions.  I still had the butt plug working away inside me, Constance and Mel working on my tits, and Lori’s gyrating body on top of me, so I joined her at the peak twice more before lunch was over and it was time for my Master to deliver my final round of punishment.

Master Brandon resumed spanking Lori, and since my ass was literally covered, he decided on a completely different tactic.

“Since you’ve been unable to resist taking pleasure for yourself, despite repeated warnings that it wasn’t allowed, I think it’s time you returned the favor,” he said, standing in front of me.

Without further ado, he dropped his pants and allowed his already erect cock to spring loose.  I think my face turned fifty shades of red when I realized he was going to make me blow him in full view of everyone!

He slid his prick slowly into my mouth, but kept going until his crotch was pressed against my nose and breathing became almost impossible.  He held himself there until the lack of air was beginning to make me panic, and then pulled out long enough for me to get in a quick breathe or two before plunging his cock back down my throat.

Between it all, it was the hardest blowjob I’d ever given in my entire life.  Restrictive restraints, non-stop stimulation, Lori’s punishment on top of me, (along with her occasional orgasms) the lack of air, and the humiliation all stacked the deck against me, but I fought through it.

When I felt him tense up and begin to cum, I knew I’d won, and it felt like a victory in more ways than one.  Not only did I manage to handle the blowjob under extreme conditions, but I did it without whining, complaining, or tapping out.

I didn’t even gag as he shot his load down my throat, and I felt proud about keeping myself under control.  If this was his idea of a punishment session, then I knew I’d be able to handle all the things I’d been shying away from during the course of our regular week.

Being put on display in heavy bondage?  The tighter the better, as far as I was concerned.

Sex in the club?  No problem… I was ready to serve him in any way he saw fit.

Corporal punishment on stage?  Bring it on.

Multiple partners?  I was actually looking forward to getting intimate with my Master and his friends at the same time.

Having an orgasm in public?  I’d take any he’d let me have, although I hoped it wouldn’t be as many in a row as they’d made me endure today… at least not too often.

Once he’d finished and I’d cleaned his prick as best I could, they started easing up on me.  First Lori was untied and taken aside, but I knew her punishments had just begun since I heard faint whispers about tying her to a St. Andrew’s cross for a bit of flogging.

Embarrassing your Master in front of his friends was always a Bad Thing and came with consequences.

Once she was clear, Mistress Grey helped her subs to their feet and started tying them to the kitchen chairs so they could have some lunch fed to them.  They hadn’t been overly rough, but the constant mauling had really taken a toll on my boobs, and I was glad they were gone.

Best of all, they not only started removing the straps holding me down, but someone began unlacing my armbinder, which was a huge
 relief after so long.  I could normally wear one all day, but between the extra straps and Lori’s weight on top of me, my arms had gone numb quite some time ago.

Two of them held me by my shoulders while the stock was opened and my neck freed, since my limbs were all quite useless right now.  They lifted me up and pulled me backwards, placing me gently into the armchair recently used by Mistress Grey, which was an almost comfortable way for me to rest and recover.

I said almost
 comfortable since I had the spreader bar holding my legs wide, and sitting down meant the oversized and still active butt plug was making itself known quite strongly.  I didn’t mind, though, since while it meant another orgasm would be inevitable, I was rapidly recovering now that my bondage was minimal and one more would be the icing on the cake.

To make it even better, Master had Nancy massage my neck, shoulders, and arms, while he worked on my calves and thighs.  It was heavenly, although the pins and needles sensations it brought on during the first couple of minutes made me groan almost nonstop.

Once my muscles were completely relaxed, I had no way of stopping the orgasm that’d been building, and I didn’t even try.  I let it fill me from head to toe, washing away my remaining aches and pains until I was once again as limp as a wet noodle, but completely content.

Once it’d run its course, Mistress Lilith finally dug the remote out from beneath the cushions and shut the toy off, giving me some much needed peace.  The last thing Master did before leaving me to rest was to remove my gag and give me a big bottle of water.

He gave me a small smile and a big wink before joining the others who’d gathered around Lori.  Even though I was extremely thirsty and dehydrated, I sipped it slowly so I wouldn’t cramp up.

Watching Lori get flogged was the only thing that kept me from dozing off, which would’ve been another Bad Thing.  Despite being worked over by several of the best in the business, she actually seemed to be enjoying herself, and I found their synchronized actions to be almost artistic.

Maybe next week I’d ‘accidentally’ have a fit of the giggles myself so I could find out firsthand what it was like.  Neither one of us were pain sluts, so if she could handle it, I knew I could too.

After they’d all had a turn with her, everyone resumed their seats and had a glass of champagne.  Master even pushed my chair over and let me have a glass, which surprised me more than any of the strange and kinky things they’d done to me earlier.

“So, Daphne,” he began, taking a seat on the arm of my chair.  “What did you think of your first punishment session?”

I hadn’t been expecting to be allowed to speak, let alone have to answer a question, so it caught me off-guard and I had to think fast.

“It wasn’t anything like I thought it’d be, Master.  I hope I didn’t disappoint you too much, and I’m sorry I came so many times without permission.”

They all shared silent and unreadable looks for several seconds before breaking out in genuine laughter.

“You win, Jerry,” master Laste finally said.  “She’s a natural all right, and quite worthy of you.”

“She’s so new at this, I was sure she’d use her safe word within half an hour, but she’s got some spirit in her,” Mistress Lilith added.

“I never doubted her for an instant,” Master replied, leaning over and wrapping an arm around me.

What was this?  It sounded like they’d deliberately set me up for failure trying to test my mettle.  Once again I was completely confused and off balance.

“Did you learn anything about us, or more importantly, yourself?  Speak freely, dear.  For the next hour or two, consider this a simple gathering of friends.”

“Thank you, Master.  I’m still quite confused about what just happened, but I think I did learn a few things.”

I took a big gulp of champagne while I organized my thoughts.

“I think the first thing I learned is that while I can trust everyone here, I should never trust anyone to do something in a straightforward way.  I think the biggest thrill you all get is keeping me guessing.”

“She’s quick,” Mistress Grey chuckled.  “It takes most subs months or years to figure that out.”

“I also learned that I can deal with a lot more than I thought I could.  You pushed me past what I thought my limits were today, yet I’m glad you did.  It should make things a lot more interesting from now on.”

Master leaned over and gave me a long, deep kiss that almost had me swooning again.

“Is there anything else you’d care to add?” he asked once we broke apart.

I started to shake my head, but then remembered a famous line from an old movie.

“Thank you Sir, may I have another?”

As he leaned over to kiss me again, I knew this was the beginning of something special, and I was glad I’d found a way to be the Master’s new sub.  As far as I was concerned, it couldn’t get any better than this.

Well… it couldn’t get much
 better than this.  After all, I still had next week’s punishment session to look forward to.

Life was good.
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