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Th
e Opportunity of a Lifetime

I soaked my aches away after another successful video shoot, still enjoying the afterglow of the doctor’s pleasant ministrations.  It had been a long and hard day, but I’d never been disappointed with either him or his wife, and my regular Friday night session with them was the highlight of my otherwise boring week.

After all, I enjoyed being made helpless and forced to multiple orgasms.  It was better than any kind of vanilla sex I’d ever experienced, and as an additional bonus, I was paid quite well for each scene they filmed.

I soaked until the water was getting cold, only then reluctantly getting out so I could go home.  Dr. Gustavo and his wife Sara always took me home themselves, since I’d often be in no kind of shape to drive, and I found them going through some of tonight’s footage while waiting for me.

“Ah, Wendy,” he greeted me.  “I was starting to wonder if you were ok in there.”

“Sorry about that,” I replied, taking a seat next to them.  “It felt so good, I had a hard time breaking away and I guess I lost track of time.”

“Don’t worry about it.  We’re guilty of losing track of time ourselves going over tonight’s shoot, since it’ll be our last one for quite some time.”

“What?”

“Didn’t you tell her?” he asked his wife.

“Crap, I forgot.  We were so rushed getting set up when she arrived that it totally slipped my mind.”

“Well, in a nutshell, we’re heading down to Louisiana for the winter for a bit of a holiday and to take care of some business.  We won’t be back until April.”

“Well, that really sucks,” I replied, feeling stunned.

I meant it, too.  Not only did I enjoy working with these people, the money I was earning was finally getting me on a sound financial footing for the first time in my life.  I’d be back to being the stereotypical starving actress in no time flat without this job, and a bored one as well.

“I hope you both have some fun and don’t work too hard.  What’re you going to be doing down there?”

“I’ve been working with my partners on a new hormonal compound for breast augmentation, and this’ll be our first live trials.  That’s what all of those interviews I’ve been doing have been about.”

I nodded, several things coming clear finally.  Hardly a week went by when one or two girls weren’t being interviewed by the doctor before he came down for our shoot.  Most of them were around my size and age, and despite constant reassurances, I always worried he was looking to replace me.

“I’ve always wanted bigger boobs, but never had either the guts nor the money to go for it.  I hope it works out and you make a fortune from it.”

“So do I,” he chuckled.  “Keep what we’re doing strictly between us, though.  Word can’t get out until we’re ready to go to market with it.”

Inspiration struck.  Feeling bold, I blurted out my idea.

“I think the only way you can guarantee I won’t spill the beans is if you take me with you.”

“What?”

“Take me with you,” I said, getting excited at the prospect.  “That way we can still have our regular sessions, and I’d love to be a volunteer and help you out for your pet project.”

“It’s not quite that simple.  This is a BDSM retreat we’re going to, and you’d most likely be kept restrained 24/7 there.  Not only that, but I couldn’t guarantee you’d be left alone by some of the other guests, not to mention the staff.”

“You think I’d be in danger?”

“No, no, no… not at all.  They all follow the same set of rules that I do, but things can get extreme sometimes when you have several couples who all enjoy the same hobby.  You’d be treated like a slave, and anything non-permanent goes.”

“I’m ok with that,” I said after considering it for a moment.  “I really do like bondage and submission, especially when I know I’m in a reasonably safe and sane situation.”

“Safe, yes, but sane is highly questionable,” he laughed.  “To put it bluntly, we’re all a bunch of kinky bastards who’d jump at the chance of getting a fresh recruit to work over.  I have no doubt you’d be an instant attraction, and not all of it would be fun for you.”

“Then it’s settled.  I’ll go down for your experiment and enjoy being the center of attention for a few months, and return with bigger boobs for free… it would be free, right?”

“Of course, but I have to warn you this isn’t exactly an FDA approved drug.  That’s one of the main reasons secrecy is so important.”

“I don’t have a problem with that.  I trust you.”

“Give me some time to think about it.  Let’s get you home now, and I’ll call you in a few days with my answer.”

I hardly slept that night, and was pretty much useless for the next couple of days.  Every time I heard the phone ring I hoped it was him, yet he was taking his time about deciding.  When I finally did see his number pop up, I was almost afraid to answer it in case he said no.

“Hello?” I said, just before it went to voicemail.

“Hi Wendy,” he said.  “Do you still want to do this?”

“Hell yes I do,” I quickly replied.

“Then be here first thing Friday morning, and don’t bother to pack anything.  Everything you need will be provided for you.”

I was smiling when I hung up, feeling excited, but also a little scared.  I hope I hadn’t bitten off more than I could chew.  Still… what’s the worst that could happen?


Th
e BDSM Retreat

After a long and boring drive, our destination was finally in sight.  Or at least it would’ve been in sight if I hadn’t been blindfolded for the last several hours.  I heard him talking to someone that sounded like a security guard, followed by the creaking of what I assumed was a hefty gate.

Shortly after passing the gate, he pulled over and removed the blindfold to let me see again.  We were parked in a small glade beside a gravel road, and I guess we’d arrived at what would be my home for the next six months.

“Get out,” he ordered me.  “We need to get ready before arriving at the main house.”

The heat and humidity seemed stifling, especially for November, and I hoped I’d get used to it soon.  He grabbed a bag from the back and without any ado, ordered me to strip.  I was a little shocked, but quickly complied, knowing it was part of what I signed up for.

I actually didn’t mind getting out of my clothes after our long trip, and the weather was perfect for being naked.  I cringed a little when I was given a latex bra to wear, thinking it’d feel like it was glued to my skin with all the humidity in the air.

The panties were even worse, being made of a thick rubber that had very little give to it.  They were also super tight, had built in inserts both front and rear, and I had a tough time even getting them up my legs.

Sara helped me with the last few inches by guiding the plugs into their respective holes, almost pulling me off my feet when she reefed on them to finish.  Both of them worked together to get my feet into the harsh latex ballet boots, and I had doubts about my ability to even stand in them, let alone walk.

Reinforced rubber cuffs were locked onto my wrists and around my ankles before they helped me to stand so I could give the boots a test.  My feet and calves immediately started to complain and cramp up, but it passed before it got too bad, so I tried a tentative step.

I almost took a nose dive, but they each held an arm until I got used to the mincing little steps that I’d need to use while wearing these evil things.  Of course, no sooner than I started getting used to it, they locked my wrists together behind my back, which totally screwed with my balance.

They made me do three laps around the clearing before allowing me to sit so they could finish putting on my accessories.  First up was a three inch high collar that was buckled almost uncomfortably tight.  He warned me to keep it on all the time since it meant I was claimed and it gave me a bit of protection from some of the wilder activities.

Next came a large white harness style ball gag, and each buckle was not only pulled tight, but locked in place.  I hoped I wouldn’t have to wear it for too long, since my jaw was already aching from being stretched so wide.

A wide rubber strap went around my upper arms and pulled them together until they touched, forcing my breasts to push out and strain the tight latex of the bra.  I couldn’t believe how tightly I’d been restrained, and we hadn’t even arrived yet.  It didn’t bode well for what I’d have to endure for the rest of the winter.

As a treat for not putting up a fuss or struggle during my outfitting, Sara turned on the vibrators built into my panties for our trip up to the house, giving me a welcome distraction from the aches and pains of my ‘introduction’ outfit.  I wished the ride was a little longer so I could’ve cum, but that choice was out of my control for the foreseeable future.

I guess they were used to people arriving in a state of restrictive bondage, since they had a wheelchair waiting for me.  I was strapped tightly in place, almost uncomfortably so, but at least I wouldn’t have to walk.  I felt the vibrators pick up speed as soon as Sara started wheeling me inside, and a slight moan made it past the gag.

“Don’t you dare cum before we get settled in, or you’ll earn yourself a punishment session.”

I wanted to ask her why she turned the vibrators up if I wasn’t allowed to cum, but caught sight of the remote in the doctor’s hands.  He gave me a wink and a slight smile when he caught me staring, and I knew he was deliberately setting me up for punishment.

I clamped my teeth down on the gag and tried to control myself, determined not to let him have the satisfaction.  It wasn’t easy, though, since the toys were relentless and my willpower was limited.

I almost made it through our welcome, but then he started scraping a fingernail over the protrusions my hard nipples were causing in the thin, tight latex bra.  That last little bit of stimulation was too much for me and I began cumming noisily, thrashing violently in my bonds as much as I could while the orgasm engulfed my body.

“I warned you,” Sara said through clenched teeth, once my orgasm had run its course and the toys were shut off.  “Now it’s straight to the dungeon for you.”

I tried to complain and tell her that her husband cheated, but nothing intelligible made it past the gag.  I was wheeled over to an elevator and brought down to the basement level for my first session with whatever constituted punishment around here.

The door opened into a dungeon similar to the one I was used to from my many sessions with the doc.  It wasn’t dank and dingy like you’d think when you heard the word dungeon, but was brightly lit and almost sterile in appearance.  The center of the room was dominated by a strange looking chair assembly inside a large steel frame that went all the way to the ceiling.

They helped me out of the wheelchair and onto the weird contraption, which I now noticed had a suspiciously convenient cutout in the back for my still bound arms.  A cable was connected to my wrist cuffs and cranked tight, pulling my arms away from my back until they were probably close to a ninety degree angle, and I was arching my body to try and reduce the strain.

That didn’t work for long, though, since they began strapping me down with wide belts above my breasts, below them, and above my hips.  My panties were removed by the simple expedient of cutting them off, and then my legs were placed into waiting stirrups, strapped down, and spread wide.

I thought the amount of straps they used was major overkill at first, but the need became apparent once the table was unlatched and I was rotated until my legs were almost straight above me.  I shook my head and tried to say no when I saw the doc filling an enema bag, but was ignored.

After filling it with a fearful amount of water, he took it over to a workbench where he added something to it, but I couldn’t see exactly what he did.  Still ignoring my protests, he hung the bag on one of the pipes above me and began greasing up the end of the tube.

“This is going to happen no matter what, so I suggest you try to relax or it’s going to hurt like hell.”

Knowing he was right, I tried not to fight it as he slid the tube past my sphincter and inflated the two bladders to hold it tight inside and out, and eliminate any chance of leaks.  Before turning on the flow, he slipped a thin vibrator into my still wet pussy and taped it in place.  He turned it on at the same time as he let the water start flowing, and walked away without a backwards glance.

The vibrator felt pretty good, but I had a hard time concentrating on the pleasure it could give with the cramping the enema was causing.  I knew I was in real trouble when I saw the bag was still half full, with only one place the fluid could go.

Surprisingly, the enema stopped bothering me before long, and my whole body felt fairly relaxed, and I guessed he must’ve added a sedative to the bag to help me cope with it.  Despite my initial reservations, I managed to take the full contents of the bag without much of a problem, and with nothing more on the way, I was able to start paying attention to the vibrator still working away in my snatch.

I would’ve liked for it to be a larger or more powerful toy, but by flexing my crotch I was able to get some additional stimulation.  Some, but unfortunately not enough to let me cum, and my frustration only increased as time went by.

After what seemed like hours, the doc returned and checked my vitals in a detached manner, almost like I was a lab rat, rather than a human being.  He didn’t say a word, but appeared to be satisfied with what he found since he rotated me back upright and called for Sara.

She’d changed outfits while I’d been hanging around (pun intended) and was wearing a hot red latex catsuit with cutouts for the more important bits.  She pretty much ignored me like the doc did, and got rid of my buzzing toy and released the enema without even glancing toward my face.

Getting rid of the enema was the high point of my day, and I couldn’t believe how much better I felt once it was gone.  Of course, now I felt the aches and cramps my bondage had caused, and I hoped they’d release me soon so I could at least stretch for a few minutes.

As she cleaned around my crotch, her touch on my labia reminded me I still hadn’t cum, and I hoped she’d take care of that soon as well.  After wiping me down thoroughly, she slathered some sort of cream over my crotch, as well as inside both holes, and over my breasts.

She had me panting and close to release, but finished in her typical clinical manner and sat in a chair to wait for the doc to return.  When he did, he came back with two of the guys I’d been introduced to upstairs… Steve and John I think their names were, but I wasn’t positive since I’d been too busy cumming at the time.

They ignored me as well, and simply sat by Sara where they all began chatting about inconsequential things, like a bunch of old friends who haven’t seen each other in a while.  I was getting tired of being ignored and tried to get someone’s attention, but had no luck.

To make matters worse, that cream Sara had coated me with was starting to tingle and itch a bit, driving me crazy with my inability to do anything about it.  It wasn’t until four more girls joined them that they finally seemed to remember I was there, and got busy gathering supplies for whatever they had planned next for me.

“Well, Wendy,” the doc began.  “I’m sure you’re wondering what we’re up to.  In brief, I decided you needed to see exactly how strict we expect things to run around here, and this was the quickest way to drive the point home.

“I also decided to get your initial treatment out of the way tonight so we could monitor the progress carefully and take things slow and safe.  My wife and I are quite fond of you, and wouldn’t want anything to go wrong with your enhancement procedure.

“Some of this will be more than a little unpleasant, but if you’re a good girl and take your medicine without a fuss, I can promise you a reward you’ll never forget.  I’m going to take your gag out now, and if you want to back out, then this is your chance.  If you want to continue, then don’t say a word.”

It was tempting to chicken out and say I wanted to go home, but when I thought about it for a few seconds, I realized he hadn’t really hurt me at any point.  I still trusted him, and wanted to go through with the augmentation.

I stretched and worked my jaw when the gag was popped out, and got to drink some water that Sara held up for me, feeling infinitely better afterwards.  I barely managed to remain silent and cut off my instinctive thanks in time, giving her a simple smile and nod instead.

She returned both gestures before stepping aside to let the two new girls get to work.  They introduced themselves as Betty and Cara, the resident nurses, but that was the extent of their small talk.  Betty held a large mouth guard in front of my mouth, and I opened up to let her put it in.

It felt fairly hot at first and she told me to bite down and hold it tight until it cooled and set.  It didn’t take long, and I found it’d formed perfectly to my teeth once cool.  A dental nose mask was put in place as well, and then she strapped my forehead down until my head was pressed deep into the padding behind me.

I felt cool air wash over my nose and took a slow, deep breath like a good girl, but didn’t detect any nitrous.  Maybe it was for later.  The cream on my breasts was removed with rubbing alcohol, the evaporation causing my nipples to jut out obscenely hard before they were even halfway done.

The doc began explaining the procedure, but not for my benefit.  That brief conversation earlier was apparently all I was going to get, and his attention was all on his associates and on my breasts.  After marking several points on them with a felt pen, he rotated the table again until I was almost face down.

The two nurses came at me from the sides with large, glass tubes that had hoses running from the closed ends, and after making sure they were the right size, they coated the open end with a bit of petroleum jelly and placed them over my tits.

I heard a machine hum to life a few seconds before I felt the pressure on my chest.  It didn’t run for long, but my tits were sucked deep into the tubes by the vacuum it provided, and the vacuum tubes stayed in place without any intervention, even after the hoses were removed.

Thick rubber rings were worked over the tubes, and it looked to be quite the chore since it took the pair of them working together to stretch it enough to get it started, and roll it toward the far end.  They kept going past the end, where it snapped tight over the base of my breast and caused me to gasp in pain.

They repeated the procedure on the other side, leaving me panting by the time they were finished and they removed the vacuum tubes.  I was put back into the upright position again and his supply cart was wheeled next to me.

“Twenty percent please, Steve,” he said, poking and prodding my sensitive and blood engorged breasts while watching my face for any reaction.

I could just barely see the tips of my breasts from my position, and what I saw was two tight globes that were quickly turning purple.  The throbbing ache started to subside shortly after, and I felt a little light headed.  I guess the twenty percent he asked for was for the nitrous oxide.

“Her breasts look nicely engorged, so I think we’re ready to begin.  I’ve prepared the injections with a diluted solution of ten percent, which should be enough to give her a full inch of augmentation over the next week.  This will be our baseline for calculating its effectiveness.  Does anyone have any last questions before I begin?”

Nobody did, so he picked up the first syringe and slid it into my breast.  It hurt like hell, and I wished he’d either be more gentle or bump up the nitrous to a higher concentration.  Sara knelt down and began slowly stroking my folds, trying to distract me from the pain as he continued his injections, and it at least partially worked.

After about a dozen shots in each breast I thought he was done, but he called for forty percent nitrous, and I started to get scared.  Why would he bump it up now, unless the worst was about to come.  I didn’t get to hold onto either the thought or the fear, as the nitrous slowly washed it all away from me.

Even through the sedative fog I felt it when his next shot pierced my nipple, leaving a burning sensation behind that brought me back to myself.  It slowly faded and the nitrous won out again, leaving me limp and relaxed.  The other side didn’t seem quite as bad, but it still stung like a bitch on the initial shot.

After a while I stopped feeling so dizzy and my fingers weren’t tingling anymore, so I guess they were finished and turned the nitrous down.  I moaned as the pain in my breasts became more noticeable, and then moaned again as Sara got serious between my legs.

She not only started going to town on my clit, but had brought the vibrator back into play, and was furiously fucking me with it.  Between the earlier denial, the tingling cream, and the residual effects of the nitrous, I was on the fast track to an incredible orgasm.

She knew exactly how to push my buttons for maximum effect, and didn’t disappoint; I started cumming like there was no tomorrow, and each wave of pleasure that pulsed through my body was almost unbelievable in its intensity.

She slowed down as my orgasm began to fade, and stood up to give me a sloppy kiss before stepping aside for the doc.  The nose mask and mouthpiece gag were removed, and he let me sip on a glass of water while I recovered.

“That wasn’t so bad now, was it?” he asked.

“Actually, other than the ‘reward’, it sucked a lot,” I replied.  “Can you get those damn rings off my tits?  They’re really making them throb quite painfully.”

“Sorry, but those need to stay on for now to restrict the blood flow so the hormones don’t get washed away from the target area.”

He must’ve noticed the pouty and disappointed look on my face, since he immediately came up with something to distract me.  I was rotated back to the horizontal, and the whole table lowered.

“Since you’re going to be stuck like this for a while, how about we all
 keep you occupied with a far better reward?”

I eagerly nodded my head, still hornier than hell from all I’d been through.  He gestured for the others to join him, before he dropped his pants and climbed up between my legs.  Sara climbed up over my head and lowered her pussy onto my face at the same time the doc pushed into me, my slick folds offering no resistance whatsoever to his penetration.

I immediately went after Sara’s clit, wanting to return the favor for the amazing orgasm she’d given me.  I think they started necking, but couldn’t see and didn’t really care, since the doc’s massive cock was rapidly bringing me towards another orgasm.

It was tough to keep licking with the power of his thrusts driving me wild, but I kept going as best as I could and since she wasn’t complaining, so I must’ve been doing ok.  Of course I lost it totally once I began cumming again, but redoubled my efforts as soon as it passed.

I made her cum just as I felt the doc begin spurting inside of me, and I ecstatic I was able to get her to the peak at the same time as her hubby.  I only wish I’d been able to hold on myself, since his frantic action after I’d cum had put me halfway there again, and I felt let down when he finished and pulled out.

I didn’t have to worry; Steve and his girlfriend Cindy took their place, and I got to have a repeat performance with them.  He went slower than the doc, but was every bit as skilled.  Cindy made up for it by being more aggressive, grinding her pussy into my face and partially smothering me in her lust.

I guess she was just too turned on to have any restraint, and she came before either of us did in a shuddering climax that left her weak once it passed.  She was resting on top of me with her pussy still in range of my tongue, so I slowly played with her labia, drawing out the occasional aftershock twitch out of her when I brushed over her clit.

It wasn’t long before I was ready for another one myself, and even though I tried to hold it until Steve was finished, he ripped it out of me and sent another round of ecstasy searing through my body and soul.  It kept going on and on until he finally came himself and pulled out, leaving me hungry for more.

John and Kate took their turn next, and they were just as different as the others had been.  Kate weighed practically nothing, and I still had head movement available even when she was letting her weight settle on me.

John, on the other hand, felt huge
 as he slowly slid inside of me.  He was also taller, and that allowed his cock to rub nicely over my clit with each thrust, driving me practically insane with the extra powerful stimulation.

Despite how fast he was making me hot, Kate came first, howling like a banshee until someone jammed a gag in her mouth.  I found it incredibly hot to hear her gagged moans and screams, and worked harder than ever to try and bring her off a second time before John finished.

She must’ve been a real orgasm machine, since I easily succeeded, and got to hear her sexy wails for a second time.  It was enough to not only help get me over the edge, but John as well.  We both started cumming just as she was coming down from her peak, and our shared voices took up the slack.

I was exhausted when they climbed off of me, but also a little disappointed.  Despite all of my amazing orgasms, I still wanted more, and wished guys could recharge their batteries faster.  It turned out I wasn’t done yet, though… Betty and Cara came over next, each with some interesting accessories.

Betty strapped on a fairly large double sided dildo, while Cara made me open wide to take in a penis gag with a dildo sticking out of the front.  As the gag was buckled tight, I guessed I wouldn’t be doing much for the girls, other than being a toy for their amusement.  That was fine by me, since it meant I could just lay back and enjoy the ride.

I found it strangely erotic to see Cara slowly impale herself on the dildo over my face, and hoped Betty had a lot of stamina in her, since I wanted to feel her pound the hell out of me with her strap-on.  I almost started to cry when I felt her position the tip on my rosebud instead of my hungry snatch.

I was surprised at how easily it slid up my bum, and how little pain the stretching caused.  I also didn’t need to worry about having my pussy ignored, as she used a thin but powerful vibrator to stimulate my clit as soon as she began thrusting away in my backdoor.

It took less than a minute before I was rocked with another orgasm, the potent vibrations keeping me peaking for far longer than any of the previous ones.  It was relentless as well, and it forced another one out of me in mere seconds after my first one subsided.

Even as I came down from that one, Cara began bouncing harder on the dildo gag and her moans became louder.  I vaguely heard more moans coming from different parts of the room, and figured the others were getting it on as well.  I came again and added more noise to the mix.

Cara finally came with a massive climax that had her squirting around the dildo and drenching my entire face before she was done.  She stayed impaled on my gag as she enjoyed her afterglow, barely giving me any clearance around my nose to breathe with.

Betty was still like a jackhammer up my ass, although I think she was going with even more urgency now; she must be finally getting close.  I was right, and mere seconds after I started cumming next, she finally achieved her goal and joined me in orgasmic release.

By the time they moved off, I found myself completely spent, and doubted I would’ve been able to move an inch, even if I wasn’t still tightly strapped down.  As I lay there, I heard the others find their own releases, until eventually the room fell silent.

Despite being treated like a fuck toy, I felt strangely content.  I could get used to this, and as a bonus, I’d be getting an improved chest size.  I’d have to talk to him about that mere one-inch increase though… maybe by suggesting an additional session or five, as long as they all ended like this one.

Yes… I think at least
 five more sessions would do nicely, and I could hardly wait for my next one.
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Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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