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Chapter 1: The Price


“The rules of your stay are simple,” I said.  “You either obey, or you go to jail.”

“C’mon, Laste,” Sherri said, trying to sound sweet and innocent.  “I think you’re blowing things way out of proportion.”

“That’s Master Laste.  This is my house, and I don’t tolerate any disrespect here.”

“Sorry… Master Laste.  But how can I agree when you haven’t even told me what rules I need to follow are?”

“But I did.  Your world is now one simple rule: You obey.”

“How long will it be until you count us even and I get out of here?”

“That depends on how hard you work at it, but most people make it through my training program in a month or two.”

“How do I know you’ll ever let me go?” she asked, looking nervously at Monica, one of my permanent house slaves who was waiting by the doorway.

“I’m both a professional, and a man of my word.  Not only that, but enough outside people know you’re here that I just can’t make you disappear.  Your stay here won’t be a secret, and that’s part of your punishment.”

I could see the emotions run through her as she thought about what I said.  Suspicion turned to relief and then to humiliation.  I could also see she’d agree, but would try to appear hesitant in order to gain some concessions.  I could read her like a book.

In the end, she agreed and I had Monica escort her to the dungeon for her initial preparations.

“What do you think, Monica?” I asked, once she returned.

“She’ll be trouble for a while.  She plays the part, but isn’t a true submissive.  She also thinks she’s smarter than she really is and will probably try to negotiate everything you tell her to do.”

“I’ll be sure to take her recommendations under advisement,” I said, chuckling.

That was almost enough to make Monica chuckle herself, but she stifled it in time.  I gestured at the phone and she quickly brought it to me.

“Go begin the preparations,” I said, as I began dialing.

“Hello, Lilith,” I said, hearing her voice answer.  “It’s begun.  Pack your bags and I’ll have a car come by to pick you two up in about an hour.”

I was smiling as I hung up.  I would enjoy breaking Sherri; probably at least as much as Lilith would.  I took a sip of cognac and tried to decide what training she’d need most… there was so much to do, and so little time to do it.  She’d be a changed woman by the time she left here; I’d make sure of it.

***

I walked with confidence as I followed Monica, but inside I was close to panicking.  Sure I’d done a lot of bondage modeling over the past few years, but nothing even close to a 24/7 submissive stint.  I hoped he’d go easy on me.

She led me into a white, well lit chamber at the far end of the hall and gestured for me to take a seat in the only bit of furniture in the room.  It looked like a gynecological chair that had an accident in a leather factory, and I slid into it nervously.

She efficiently strapped me down at my ankles, wrists, and chest before leaving me there alone.  I didn’t know what to think, and sure didn’t know what was going on, but all I could do was wait.  I hated waiting.

When she finally returned, she was pushing a large cart in front of her, and I recognized it as a laser hair removal machine.  I started feeling better about my situation, as I’d always wanted to do it, but didn’t want to pay the exorbitant prices the salons charged.

It took far longer than I expected, and I was pretty sore by the time she was done from having to sit for so long, but the end result was worth it.  Every unwanted hair on my body was now a thing of the past.

She gave me a nice sponge bath and rubbed lotion over my whole body, paying maybe a little more attention between my legs than was absolutely essential.  This was better than any spa I’d been to.

She wheeled the cart off to the side and began selecting some clothes from a large, antique looking wardrobe.  It looked like my outfit was going to be mostly latex, and I looked forward to feeling its sensuous caress on my skin.  I absolutely loved latex.

She released my legs first, and worked a pair of latex panties up my legs.  The lotion she’d used earlier must’ve been pretty slippery, since they slid up with no problems, even without any talc.  I flinched as I felt something hard press against me down there, and I realized I’d missed the fact that the panties had a built in dildo.

She used some more of the lotion and began sliding it home.  Make that ‘them’ home, as I also felt an intruder making its way into my rear passage.  They weren’t too big and actually felt rather nice once fully seated.

Long latex stockings were next, and she got them on perfectly straight without any wrinkles or creases.  She definitely knew what she was doing, and since she was wearing the same kind herself, it was obvious she’d had lots of practice.

Leather knee boots were next, and while they weren’t quite ballet issue, the six inch heel made them pretty close.  They felt tight and stiff by the time they were fully laced on, but I didn’t mind since I knew the extra support would make it easier to walk in them.

I’d begun to have the feeling I was being pampered, but a pair of wide leather cuffs being locked around each ankle quickly reminded me why I was here.  Finished with my legs for now, she strapped them back down to the chair, added a strap around my upper thighs, and released my arms.

She helped me to sit upright and then held out a shiny one-piece top for me to slide my arms into.  I thought at first it was too big for me, since my hands never made it out of the sleeves.  It wasn’t until she finished fastening the back and pulled my arms across my stomach that I figured it out.  It was a damn straitjacket!

I started to complain, but she simply stopped what she was doing for a moment and jammed a soft rubber gag into my mouth.  It took only seconds before she had it firmly strapped in place and began pumping it up, effectively silencing my complaints.  She unscrewed the hose and bulb, leaving me with a smooth, flat panel covering my lower face.

She finished securing me into the straitjacket a lot tighter than I would have thought possible, but by the very nature of the design, I found it wasn’t too uncomfortable.  Once she was satisfied, she quickly pulled my hair into a pony tail near the top of my head and tied it off.

A hood was next, and she found herself struggling to pull it into place, as it was probably a size too small.  I had a brief moment of panic when she stopped to pull my pony tail through the top, since part of it was cutting off my air supply.  Luckily she finished fiddling with it fairly quickly and got it properly in place.

I found it tight, but tolerable, and hoped we were almost done.  A wide leather collar was next, covering the seams where the hood met the jacket.  It looked fairly imposing, with four D-rings spaced equally around it.  When I heard it being locked it place, I knew I’d be wearing this rig for quite a while.

She let me lay back down again and went back to my ankles to release the straps.  I saw she had a short, eighteen inch chrome spreader bar, and once it was locked in place I knew it would also be serving in place of a hobble chain.  Walking with that thing would be problematic at best.

She removed the last strap, clipped a leash to the front D-ring on my collar, and helped me to stand.  She reached between my legs and pulled the crotch strap on the straitjacket into place, reefing it tight enough to pull me off my feet for a moment.  She was a lot stronger than she looked.

It took me a moment to get my balance, but once I did, she started pulling on the leash, forcing me to take my first awkward steps as she led me in a circle.  I guess I must have been grunting too loudly with the effort.  She stopped me, reconnected the inflator bulb to the gag, and gave it three more firm squeezes before removing it again.  Another tug on the leash started me walking again.

It wasn’t quite as hard as I initially thought.  I learned to put a bit of hip action into my stride, and I was limited to some fairly short steps, but I soon figured it out and was walking at a decent pace.  The hip action I was using meant the plugs inside me were shifting with each step, and I worried they might become overly distracting if I had to do a lot of walking.

“Good enough for now,” she said.  It was the first time I heard her speak since I arrived.

She led me out of the room and past the stairs we’d taken to come down here.  With a solid bar between my legs and the high heels, I doubt I could’ve managed even a single step up them.  It was then I realized that even if they didn’t restrain me any further, there was no way I could ever leave the basement unless they wanted me to.  For better or worse, I was here for the duration.



Chapter 2: Service


She led me into a huge room that looked far too opulent to ever be considered a dungeon, even though it had all of the requisite equipment.  I could see a St. Andrew’s cross, a solid looking restraint chair, several different types of benches and tables, both horizontal and vertical posts, and a multitude of ropes and chains hanging from the ceiling.

Covering the far wall was a larger selection of restraints and toys than any three fetish shops combined.  This was obviously the room I’d heard Master Laste refer to as his play room.  It didn’t look very playful when you were on my end of things, and I found myself sweating more from nerves than from the walk here.

She unclipped the leash from my collar and left me ‘free’ to walk around.  Without the use of my hands, the closed door was enough to keep me from wandering out of the room.  I took the opportunity to look at the more mundane parts of the room.

It had several comfortable looking pieces of furniture, a fully stocked bar, several massive flat-screen TV’s, and a fireplace big enough to roast a whole cow.  I knew Master Laste was well-off, but I began to wonder how rich he really was if he could afford to furnish a mere play room like this.

“Come here,” Monica said from behind the bar where she’d been working.

I began shuffling over, but obviously not fast enough to suit her.  “Hurry up, you stupid bitch.  Master Laste is on his way with guests, and if you’re not ready when they arrive, we’ll both get a whipping.”

I wasn’t sure if she was serious or not, but I doubled my efforts, just in case.  The first thing she did was reef a thick leather belt around my waist.  It immediately cut into my ability to breathe, and I tried to let her know it was too tight.  She ignored me and continued her work.

I felt cool air hit my nipples as she unzipped two small openings over my breasts.  Using a combination of her fingers and an ice cube, she quickly had them standing at attention.  I knew she was preparing me for some nipple clamps, but it was still a shock when she put them in place.  It was a good thing I was so well gagged.

They were heavy-duty clover clamps with a long thin chain running down from the end, and they hurt like hell.  Next, she attached one end of a serving tray to my waist belt, and I knew where this was going.

She had me squat until the tray was perfectly horizontal, and resting on the edge of the bar.  Working quickly, she fastened the chains from my nipples to the far corners of the tray and had me stand up straight again.

The weight of the tray made itself immediately known to my poor nipples, and I could only hope they didn’t put too much extra weight on it during my service.  Using a level, she fine-tuned the chain length until everything was perfect.

A posture collar was next, and with my head now held high, I was glad I took a few minutes earlier to learn the lay of the room.  I felt her fiddle with something between my legs, followed by a sharp tug on my already strained nipples as she dropped something heavy onto the serving tray.

“This is a battery pack with a mercury control switch.  You might want to stand perfectly straight right about now,” she said, holding up a tablet and pressing an icon.

I guess I must have been slouching slightly, since a literal pain in my ass let me know I wasn’t holding the tray level.  I leaned back and overshot the target.  I felt another electric stab of pain shoot through me, and I had to rock back and forth several times before finding the center point.

Once I did, I began feeling some gentle vibrations in my pussy.  The message was fairly obvious; perfection earns a reward, and sloppiness earns a punishment.  Knowing it didn’t make it any easier, though.

It seemed I could only hold the perfect position for a few seconds before tilting too far one way or the other.  Walking would be impossible.  After studying me for a few moments, she fiddled with something on the tablet and then placed it on the tray.

“Since this is your first time, I lowered the sensitivity of the switch.  It’s not a lot, but I can almost guarantee you’ll need it.  Turn around, walk to the end of the bar and then come back.  It’s all the practice you’ll have time for.”

I gave it a try, but no matter how straight I tried to keep my back, I found myself getting shocked every second or third step.  With the changed settings I could just barely manage to hold my position while standing still, but I didn’t see how it would be possible while moving.

She filled three small flutes with champagne, placing each one on the tray once it was full.  They were fairly small glasses, and didn’t add a lot of weight.  I felt lucky she didn’t pile a ton of stuff on the tray, and wondered if she felt a little sorry for my situation.

“For your own good, whatever you do, don’t spill a drop tonight.  Go stand at the end of the bar and wait for Master Laste to seat himself before serving him and his guests.  You will always serve him first unless otherwise instructed, followed by the next ranking guest.  Don’t fuck it up.”

I wasn’t sure how I’d know who the next ranking guest was, but I’d cross that bridge when I came to it.  I began walking in place so I could get a feel for it, but aborted when I heard the door open.

“Please make yourselves at home,” I heard him say.  “What’s mine is yours for the duration of your stay.”

My heart sank lower than my stretched out nipples when I saw who his guests were.  It was Mistress Lilith and Jill.  I knew they both wanted to extract a measure of revenge on me, and here I was standing helpless before them.  I was fucked.

They took their seats in front of the main TV area, chatting amiably about inconsequential things like the weather.  I composed myself as best as I could and started walking over.  I managed to make it over to the side of Master Laste’s chair without too many shocks, but then ran into my first problem.

He expected me to lower the tray down to where he could comfortably grab his glass.  I had to awkwardly squat, and it was easier said than done.  Standing straight again was even harder, and I stumbled, almost falling over.  I thought I might have spilled a bit, but couldn’t see the tray to know for sure.

I took Mistress Lilith her glass next, and was forced to squat at her side for close to a minute before she finished telling the others about how much positive feedback was still rolling in from their last show.  My legs were shaking with the strain by the time she finally took her glass.

Jill took her glass fairly quickly, but rested her hand on the tray while doing so.  It was all I could do to hold back my screams as I found myself being punished at both nipples and ass.  I did stumble this time when she finally took her hand away, and I was glad the glasses were already gone.

“This is some excellent champagne,” Mistress Lilith said.

“Would you like some more?  We have plenty.”

“I think I will.”

I hurried over to her side to get the empty glass and bring it back to Monica for a refill.  She filled it to the brim, and I kept reminding myself with every step to be careful not to spill any.  Of course, by the time I delivered it, Jill was ready for a refill so I had to make the trek all over again, and then a third time for Master Laste.  I now began to curse Monica for using the smallest champagne flutes available.

One at a time, they kept me moving in a never ending cycle back and forth to the bar.  After my ninth round, I started getting the hang of walking this way and found the vibrator humming more and more often.

That began causing its own problems as it was now distinctly distracting.  To make matters worse, my legs were starting to give out and I couldn’t stop them from continuously shaking.  I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold out before making a catastrophic mistake.

“So what do you think of our drink service tonight,” Master Laste asked.

“Pathetically slow,” Mistress Lilith replied.  “She obviously has a lot to learn if she’s ever going to amount to anything.”

I felt both angry and embarrassed at her words.  This wasn’t as easy as it looked, and she probably had no clue about the twin invaders working me over almost non-stop.  Then again, she probably did
 know, and just didn’t care.

“It’s her first night, and while I agree she’s been moving at the speed of a stoned snail, at least she didn’t spill much.”

Crap… I thought I slopped some over the edges a few times, but this was the confirmation I was dreading.

“Finish your drinks and let me give you the fifty-cent tour.  I’ll also show you the rooms you’ll be using while you’re here and give you a chance to freshen up and change.  We’ll come back later and see if we can’t give her some incentive to do better next time.”

I collected their empty glasses and made my way over to the bar while they left the room.  This was a new low for me.  Monica unhooked the tray and battery pack, but left the belt and clover clamps in place.

Using the chains as a leash, she pulled me over to a padded bar and had me lean over it.  Not giving my tortured nipples a break, she tied them down to the floor in front of me, causing me to lean even further forward over the bar.

She didn’t bother with any other restraints, and didn’t need to.  With my nipples pulled cruelly to the floor, there was no way in hell I was going to try and stand up.  I hoped she wouldn’t leave me like this for long, or I’d be in some big trouble.  In addition to the torturous throbbing of my nipples, my legs were also starting to cramp up, and my feet were killing me.

Could things get any worse?



Chapter 3: Revenge


After what seemed like hours, I heard the door open again.  At their entrance, Monica hurried over to me and finally removed those evil clamps.  My nipples been numb for so long that it took a few seconds before the blood returned, but when it did… wow!  The pain was almost blinding.

Not getting a chance to recover, she pulled me over to one of the long padded waist-high benches and pushed me hard against the short end, holding me firmly in place.  I felt multiple pairs of hands start working on me, and found myself quickly and efficiently restrained both below and above the waist.

Being forced to lean over the top meant my legs got a little break, but it also meant my arms were pressed harshly into my ribs.  I felt someone remove the bar from my ankles and then my feet left the floor as my ankles were strapped to the sides of the bench.  It forced my legs painfully wide, and the strain only got worse the more time went by.

They removed the collar, mask, and gag (thank god) which was a huge relief.  I almost said something, but bit my tongue.  While they hadn’t specifically ordered me to stay silent, I didn’t want to give them a chance to call me on it and punish me for speaking without permission.

I jumped when I felt a hard and unexpected slap on my ass, although the only thing that really moved was my head.  I guess that was their way of testing the effectiveness of my restraints.

“Let’s see how much you remember from last week,” Master Laste said.

A sudden lash on my buttocks made me jump again, but more out of surprise than any massive amount of pain.  It felt like they were starting off with a strap.  After a few minutes of a slow and steady pace, there was a sudden increase in both the frequency and strength of the blows.  I was just starting to feel the burn when they stopped.

“Very good,” Master Laste approved.  “Let’s see the flogger next.”

The thin latex covering my ass didn’t provide any real protection from any of the blows, but I think it made them sound louder than normal.  I could feel the sting of each hit, but it wasn’t as bad as it could have been.  I had a pretty good tolerance for pain, and could even have an orgasm from it when things went right.

The flogging continued for about five minutes, and by now I was panting from a combination of the pain, my restricted breathing, and the heat growing between my legs.  I almost missed it when they finally stopped.

“Go ahead and rest your arm for a few minutes,” he said.  “Give us a turn at her.”

“I think I’ll rest my feet while you do,” Jill said, hopping up on the bench in front of me and wiggling her way closer until her legs were over my shoulders and her pussy pressed firmly into my face.  There was no way I was going to eat her out after what she did to me.  This was too much!

“There’s no way I’m going to – Ummm!” I was interrupted before I could voice my complaint by the simultaneous forcing of my face into her crotch, and a lash to my rear that was harder than all of the earlier ones combined.  Knowing I didn’t really have any choice in the matter, I stuck my tongue out and began licking and sucking.

It was humiliating, but I guess that was a big part of the revenge they had planned.  I silently vowed to not let on how much I hated eating her out.  I felt some stronger lashes strike my rear, and used it as a distraction.

It only took her a few minutes to cum, and I was tremendously relieved when she climbed off of me.  Mistress Lilith soon took her place, and while it was still embarrassing, it was nowhere near as bad as being forced to pleasure someone I hated.

I felt a change in my punishment, and figured they were using some sort of paddle.  I’m sure my ass was bright red by now, and it was hurting like hell.  I couldn’t seem to get into sub-space tonight, so there wasn’t nearly as much pleasure coming my way as I hoped for.

It seemed like it took forever before Mistress Lilith finally came, and my tongue was almost painfully tired by the time she finished and slid away.  To my surprise, Master Laste came around next and took her place.  He was naked below the waist, and his erection was already impressive.  He took the time to put a ring gag in my mouth, obviously thinking I might try something stupid.

It wasn’t the best angle for me to work with, and while he managed to get most of the length into my mouth, my bondage meant I was limited to strokes of only a few inches.  It was also hard to breathe properly like this, but I made it work.  I had to.

“Brace yourself,” he warned.

I was glad of his brief warning, as an incredibly painful lash struck me across my left butt cheek, followed immediately by one on the right.  It felt like both of the girls were going to let me have it with canes, and I wondered if I’d be able to finish Master Laste off before I broke down completely.

It was tough, but I found a rhythm that started to work on him.  I would take him in as deep as I could and roll my head a little to let my throat stimulate his head.  I would work his shaft as much as possible with my tongue, and when the canes struck and my head jerked, I’d use that to pull back as much as possible before sucking him deep again and repeating the cycle.

I thought it was a pretty good technique, but it took him longer to finish than the other two combined, and they were working me over with the canes the whole time.  I don’t think I’d be able to sit for a week after this.

The girls both complained about my amateur oral skills, and magnanimously allowed me to get more practice with them.  I had to pleasure them each again, and the only saving grace was they finally decided my ass had taken enough punishment for one night.

They unstrapped my ankles and let my feet make contact with the ground.  It was a huge relief, and I didn’t even mind when they put the spreader bar back in place.  It was the closest thing to a break I’d had since I started.

“Monica,” Master Laste called.

“Yes Master?” she replied.

“How long has it been since I’ve let you have an orgasm?”

“Six months and five days, Master.”

“Your service has been excellent lately, so I think you deserve some relief.  Sherri desperately needs to work on her oral skills so I want her to practice on you.  You may cum as many times as you can, but if she doesn’t do a better job the next time I offer her to a guest, you’ll be the one who pays the price.”

“Yes, Master, I understand.  I’ll make sure she learns how to properly please your guests, no matter how long it takes.”

“Follow me, ladies,” he said.  “Dinner is about to be served, and I don’t know about you, but I’ve worked up quite the appetite.”

“That sounds good to me,” Mistress Lilith said.  “I’m absolutely famished.”

“I could eat a horse,” Jill agreed.  “Maybe by the time we’re done, Sherri will have learned how to serve us dessert.”

I heard them laugh at Jill’s parting shot as they walked away.

I felt Monica press the battery pack cable back into my panties before she walked into view.  As she shimmied out of her own panties, I could see they had the same inserts as mine, and wondered why it’d been so long since she had an orgasm if she wore those all the time.

She fiddled with the tablet for a moment, and I felt my vibrator come to life on low speed.  She removed my ring gag and quickly got into position in front of me.

“I suggest you get busy, or I might have to change the settings from vibrator on low, to anal shocks on high.  It’s been so long since the last time the Master let me cum, that I want to make sure I get as many orgasms as possible before he returns.”

Despite how tired I was, I got busy and soon had her moaning in delight.  She let me have a short break after each orgasm, but then I had to start again.  And again.  And again.

I was completely exhausted by the time she climbed off the table, and I prayed the others wouldn’t be back tonight expecting round two.  My luck was never that good, though, and I heard them laughing as they returned.

I had a sinking feeling that bad luck would be the only kind I’d have, as I struggled over the next month or two to pay the Master’s price.

###
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