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Submissive: Seduced


The Fetish Club

I never imagined my life would’ve changed so drastically from the simple act of helping a random stranger in the baby aisle of my local grocery store.  He looked like he hadn’t slept in a week, and for the life of him he couldn’t seem to decide between one brand of diapers and another.  In other words, he was a typical clueless male who’d just had his first kid.

His name was Edward, and he looked at me like I was the original font of wisdom when I gave him a bit of advice in passing, and in thanks he gave me a card for a free night at a club he owned.  I’d never heard of the Argentum Seges
 before, but free VIP admission and all the booze I could drink was more than enough to get me to check it out.

I hadn’t had a good party night since I moved here, and could hardly wait for Friday night so I could let loose.  Not knowing anything about the club I wasn’t sure what to wear, but figured I couldn’t go wrong with my leather mini-skirt, low cut shirt, and black shoes that were comfortable enough I could dance all night if the opportunity presented itself.

Expecting to take advantage of his generous free offer, I took a cab there and was pleased to see a line outside the door already.  It was a good sign that the place was hopping, yet with my card I should be able to bypass the wait.

As I got closer, I was pleased again to see a lot of the people in line were wearing leather, so the outfit I picked should be perfect.  A bouncer with a bored expression on his face was about to wave me on to the end of the line, but then he saw the card I was holding and immediately unclipped the end of the red velvet rope to let me pass.

He bowed to me as I passed, and with a complex hand signal to someone inside, I found myself escorted by a stunning young lady into the coat check area where I was given a gold bracelet so all the staff would know I was a VIP.  Even before it was fastened to my wrist, a second girl appeared with a flute of champagne on a small tray, kneeling at my side before offering it to me.

I accepted it with relish, thinking I could get used to treatment like this in a hurry, and took a slightly larger sip than I’d originally intended.  Holy shit… I’d had free champagne before at various events and it was usually cheap crap.  This tasted better than any I’d ever tried before, and between the personal escort and the top-shelf champagne, I began to wonder how much power my admission card actually conferred to me.

I felt much more confident for a few seconds, but then I started to take in how the waitress was really
 dressed and almost choked on my drink.  What appeared at first glance to be a black and white leather outfit was actually skin-tight latex, and the only leather she was wearing was her accessories.

By accessories, I meant wide leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles, a matching one around her neck, and a thinner one holding the ball gag in her mouth.  Her kinky accessories made my heart skip a beat, but I also found them to be strangely fascinating.  She gave me a little wink when she saw me staring, and rising back to her feet, gestured with her head for me to follow her into the club proper.

The place was just as packed as I’d suspected, although the music wasn’t anywhere near as loud as a regular club.  It was actually a pleasant change from the eardrum pounding bass lines that were currently popular in most places, and having a conversation without shouting might actually be possible for once.

The waitress led me reserved table next to the central bar, giving me a little curtsey and nod to indicate it was for me.  It was raised slightly higher than the surrounding seats, and the small dais the chair was on felt like a throne.  Almost every eye in the place was on me as I sat, and I reveled in the attention.

Having the extra bit of elevation also let me get my first real good look at the place, and I was able to see that all of the serving staff, as well as a fair number of patrons were wearing similar kinky items to what the waitress had on.  It was a little bit freaky and more than a little scary to be surrounded by a room full of masters with their slaves, but it was probably safe since it was all open and public.

I repeated that thought about a dozen times, like it was a mantra that’d only be true if I kept thinking it.  I finished my champagne in a big gulp and set the flute down on the ledge by the bar, wondering if my plan of getting bombed on free booze would be a good idea now that I knew what kind of place this was.

Still, there were big security guys everywhere and I really didn’t want to leave for some reason.  A really hot guy came up to the steps of my booth and asked if I wanted to dance, and that was enough for me to make up my mind.  I was already here and might never come back, so I might as well have a little fun.

After dancing for several fast songs in a row and working up a bit of a sweat, we went back to my booth where I found a fresh bottle of champagne sitting in an ice bucket, along with a pitcher of ice water.  He poured both for me before serving himself, and we practically guzzled the water before turning to the champagne.

We only had time to introduce ourselves as Brandon and Lori before he got called away by the bartender.  I was a little flustered and disappointed to find out he worked here, since in addition to looking hot, he seemed fairly normal and easygoing.  I kind of liked him, but now it felt like it was a simple courtesy dance rather than a potential hookup.

I went back to watching the crowd while I sipped my champagne, trying to get a feel for the place.  It seemed that bondage was considered normal here, or at least not worthy of mentioning by the regulars, yet nobody wearing restraints seemed to be in any distress.  It was really kind of fascinating.

I was still scanning the room when the music quieted down and the lights on the stage came on.  Brandon stepped into the light leading a heavily restrained lady by a short leash.  Naked from the waist up, she looked quite stunning in what little she was wearing, most of which was the thigh high ballet boots that made walking close to impossible for her.

When they arrived at center stage, he hooked a rope to something behind her and held down a button on a remote.  She turned slightly as the rope went higher and I could see her arms were held tightly together in some sort of leather pouch behind her back.

The rope was hooked to a ring at the end of the pouch, and as the rope got higher, it pulled her arms up and away from her body, forcing her to bend over to relieve the strain.  He didn’t stop until she was bent over ninety degrees and her arms were completely taut.

At least I thought she was held taut at the limit of how far her body could go, but then he kicked her legs wide apart and fastened a three foot bar to her ankles to keep them there.  She must’ve really been feeling the strain now, but other than a low moan, she didn’t complain about her strict position.

He picked up a riding crop from a table at the side of the stage and without preamble, gave a sharp blow to her exposed ass.  I think I might’ve jumped almost as much as she did at the surprise blow, and I wondered what she was thinking.

She instinctively flinched away from the blow and had to do a little dance to regain her balance, and as soon as she did, he struck again.  She kept mostly still this time, which was probably a good thing since he began hitting her in a regular and continuous pattern, going from one cheek to the other in rapid order.

As the blows began to pile up and take their toll on her, her grunts and groans turned to shrieks, and then surprisingly into moans of what sounded like enjoyment.  I absently sipped my champagne and watched the strange show, unable to take my eyes off it for even a second.

I found myself breathing deeper and heavier in sympathy for her, and perhaps something else.  I found my nipples growing erect and press into my shirt as unfamiliar thoughts and sensations boiled inside me.

I wasn’t the only one either… just as Brandon was finishing up, she exploded into what had to be an intense orgasm!  There was no way she could be faking it either, since she lost complete control of her body, twitching and shuddering uncontrollably until it passed and she was hanging limply from her arms.

He helped her regain her footing and held her until she was able to stand on her own.  He lowered the winch a few inches to take some of the strain off her arms, but compensated by tying her leash to the floor below her head.  After taking a grandiose bow to the crowd, he gagged her and walked off stage, leaving her to suffer in her bondage.

The stage lights dimmed again except for a single spotlight illuminating her from above, and the music returned to its former volume.  I tossed back the rest of my champagne and refilled the glass, trying to come to terms with what I’d just seen and how it made me feel.

I was still staring at her when a voice behind me made me jump.

“It seems you like what you see, and I bet you wish it was you up there in her place.”

I quickly turned and saw a burly man leering at me, dangling a ball gag and pair of handcuffs from his outstretched hand.  Without waiting for an invitation he sat on the bench and slid over until he was touching me.

“Let’s give it a try, shall we?” he said with a leer.

“No fucking way,” I shouted, trying to push him away.

He quickly grabbed the arm I pushed with and pulled it behind my back where I felt the cold steel circle it.  Completely stunned at his actions, I was too slow to pull away and a second later my other arm was pulled behind me and locked into the cuff.

As I opened my mouth to scream, he jammed the gag past my lips and pulled it deep into my mouth, stifling any noise I tried to make.  The gag strap was pulled tight enough that it dug painfully into the corners of my mouth, and within the space of mere seconds, I found myself inescapably bound and gagged.

“That’s better, isn’t it?” he taunted, reaching around and feeling up my tits.

The shock wore off and I began to struggle as hard as I could, but he only laughed at my efforts and continued to maul my tits and tweak my nipples.  His nasty laugh turned into a grunt of pain a few seconds later, and I felt him being pulled off of me.  I spun around and saw a bouncer pull him out of the booth in a choke hold, while Brandon pushed past him and reached for my gag.

“That shouldn’t have happened,” he said with a growl, as he unbuckled it and gently popped the ball out of my mouth.

“Who was that guy?” I gasped once I could talk again.

“An asshole who just earned himself a lifetime ban,” he said, shaking his head in disgust.  “Do you want to press charges, or should we just toss his ass into the street?”

“Get him the fuck out of here,” I replied, not wanting to deal with either the asshole or the police right now.

“Done,” he said with a nod towards the bouncer.

We watched as the bouncer hauled him out the door, and only then did I remember about the handcuffs still locked around my wrists.

“Wait!  My hands are cuffed and we need to get the key from him.”

“Relax… handcuff keys are standard, and we probably have a hundred lying around here.  We’ll have you out in a jiffy.”

He had a quick word with the bartender who immediately rushed off to get the key we needed.  While we waited, he helped me drink from my glass, apologizing over the incident almost non-stop until she returned with it.

I sighed with genuine relief when they came off since the asshole had tightened them quite painfully out of either haste or cruelty.  Dropping them on the table, he began massaging my wrists until the red marks were mostly gone and they felt much better.

“Thanks,” I said once he’d finished.

I still wasn’t sure how I felt about the sudden assault and my subsequent rescue, but I was definitely grateful for his fast response and genuine concern.  I’d teared up a little during it all and excused myself so I could go to the restroom and freshen up a little.  I was also shaken up and wanted a little privacy so I could compose myself.

I quickly went into a stall and locked the door, taking several deep, slow breaths to help calm me down now that I felt safe.  I felt much better after that, and realized my bladder was a little full from all the champagne.

As I pulled my panties down and sat, I got my next big shock of the night; my panties were soaking wet and the smell of my arousal was readily apparent.  I sat there long after I was finished, confused about how my body had reacted to what should have been a terrifying situation.

I still hadn’t figured it out when I decided I needed to head out, but I got my clothes and makeup back in order and went back to my table.  Brandon was gone by the time I got back, but there was a note.


I hope tonight’s unfortunate events haven’t scared you off, and I really hope to see you here again.  Keep the wrist band in case you want to give it another chance, and I promise, here you will never be touched against your will again.
 – Brandon

I was hoping for some answers, but maybe it was better this way.  My mind wasn’t working at full capacity right now, so taking time to think about it all was the smart thing to do.  As I got up to leave, the ball gag and handcuffs on the table caught my eye, and after a furtive glance to make sure nobody was watching, I slipped them and Brandon’s key into my purse.

Maybe I’d find at least one of my answers if I could experiment in the safety and privacy of my own bedroom.  I left and barely remembered the ride home, and I fell straight into my bed after stripping out of my clothes.  I had the strangest erotic dreams that night, involving Brandon, the ball gag, and the stage at the club.

One way or another I knew I’d be returning there to see him.


First Time Bondage

It took me a full month to screw up enough courage to go back to the club, although I’d gotten dressed for it every Friday night before chickening out at the last minute.

I might never have gotten brave enough to go back if it wasn’t for one simple thing; I got extremely turned on every time I gagged and cuffed myself, and curiosity over why my body reacted to bondage finally got the better of me.

I don’t know how he knew, but he was waiting for me in the club entryway with two glasses of champagne in his hands and a welcoming smile on his face.  He looked even hotter than I remembered, and my heart started beating faster when our fingers touched as I took the flute he offered.

“I knew you’d be back eventually, even if it’s just to prove to yourself that you’re not afraid,” he said as we clinked glasses.”

“Oh really?”

“I saw the way you were staring during my demonstration on stage… you seemed quite enthralled.”

“I found it quite… different,” I hesitantly replied.

“I guess that’s one way to put it,” he chuckled.  “If you want to follow me, I’ve got something to show you that might put your mind at ease tonight.”

My nervousness must’ve been readily apparent, or perhaps it was the color of my face that I knew was a bright red due to my embarrassment at his more than accurate observation.  Either way, I quietly followed him through the club and into the back.

It was a combination storage room, lounge, and office, and even though it was packed with a myriad of both bar and bondage supplies, it seemed cozy and orderly.  Best of all, it also had a large two-way mirror on the wall, so I could see everything going on in the club without having to worry about any assholes.

“The executive booth you were in last time is already filled tonight, but I thought you might like to watch from back here, at least at first.  You’re free to go anywhere except the elite members area upstairs, you can ask anyone here anything you wish, and I’ll check back with you as often as I can to see if you need anything.”

“It sounds perfect to me,” I said, giving him a quick hug.  “Thanks for this.”

“It’s the least I can do after what happened last time.  Edward was furious when he heard about it, and he made it quite clear that anything you want is yours without question.”

“Edward?”

“The guy who gave you the executive pass… you don’t even know his name?”

“I just gave him some advice while passing through the baby section of the grocery store, and he gave me the card in thanks.”

“It must’ve been some really good advice,” he chuckled.  “Those cards sell for ten grand a pop.”

He chuckled again at the way my eyes must’ve bugged out.  I knew it was a good gift with all the free top-end booze, but I had no idea it was so expensive.  He moved a big recliner in front of the window and put a small table next to it for me.

“I’ll be back to talk with you a little later, and Jade will be your server for tonight.  You can get anything you want from her, including food, drink, and maybe even an answer or two.”

I thanked him once again and admired his cute ass as he walked away, hoping he’d return before too long.  Even as I thought that, I was just as glad that he gave me some time alone to watch the people in the club, and hopefully another stage show/demonstration.

There seemed to be a lot more people in bondage tonight, and I tried to take in as much detail as possible.  I’d spent a lot of time online researching the subject and I had a much better idea of what things were this time, but it still felt strange to see it live and in person.

I was just starting to get into it when I saw a girl walk up to the door and use a keycard to let herself into the back room.  She was wearing a skintight white latex catsuit, ankle boots with what looked to be a six-inch heel, and leather cuffs at wrist and below the elbow to keep her forearms together.

“Hello Ma’am,” she said, kneeling beside me and looking at the ground.  “Can I get you anything or do anything for you?”

“Are you Jade?” I asked.

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Well, the first thing you can do is call me Lori instead of ma’am, and the second thing is to stand up and actually look at me instead of the floor.  Brandon said you might be able to answer some questions for me, so let’s cut the formality.”

“Whatever you say Ma’am… I mean Lori,” she said, standing and giving me an impish little grin.

“As for the rest, I wouldn’t mind a bit more of this lovely champagne, but nothing to eat right now.  Maybe later.”

“I’ll go see if Charlie has any of the good stuff left down here.  If she doesn’t have any, I’ll have to go upstairs and it’ll take me an extra minute or two.”

“No rush,” I replied, slightly amused at how fast she jumped into action.

I was also amazed at how well she moved under the restrictions of her outfit, and I guessed it was due to a lot of practice.  I wondered how long it’d take for me to be able to move that well while restrained, and then I wondered where that thought came from.  I complimented her on it when she returned.

“This is nothing,” she laughed.  “You should see the kind of uniforms I have to serve in when I work upstairs.”

“You mean they make you wear even more bondage stuff up there?”

“The people allowed upstairs are all friends and family of the owners, and completely trusted.  They’re also all into the lifestyle for real, not just on the weekends like a lot of people down here, so the bondage has to be real.”

“You don’t consider yourself in real
 bondage?” I asked, incredulous.

“Well, the bondage is real, of course, but fairly simple.  It’s not nearly as fun as the stuff I get to wear upstairs.”

“Fun?  You actually enjoy working like that?”

“I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t,” she confirmed.  “In fact, since I’ll be your private server tonight, would you like a little demonstration of some of my favorite things?”

Since learning about bondage was the main reason for coming here tonight, I jumped at her offer, even though the thought scared the shit out of me.  All I could do was nod, but that was enough for her.  She had me unclip the cuffs on her arms so she could get the stuff she had in mind, leaving me alone with my spinning head and whirling thoughts.

She came back fairly fast considering the mountain of stuff she’d gathered up just in case we wanted to ‘play around with different options’ as she put it.  As she laid the gear out on one of the tables in an orderly fashion, I saw gags, cuffs, collars, nipple clamps, hoods, belts, a lot of stuff I didn’t recognize, and, making me blush at just the sight of them, a selection of sex toys.

Showing no embarrassment of her own, Jade quickly stripped out of her regular uniform and restraints until she was standing in front of me wearing only her skyscraper heels and a smile.  I blushed again, and hoped she didn’t notice.

She carefully lubed up the inserts on a pair of thick rubber panties while explaining the pros and cons of the various restraints she’d brought.

“Some of the members upstairs like to have the serving staff completely restrained and wearing the tray that attaches to the corset and over the shoulders, while others like the arms free so we can actually pour the drinks,” she said while wiggling into the panties.  “Which would you prefer?”

“Umm… I don’t know.  This is all new to me,” I admitted.

“Oh, a bondage virgin,” she replied, clapping her hands.  “How about we mix things up a little then?”

“I’m not sure…” I began.

“Nothing too extreme,” she assured me.  “We can start with just enough bondage to show you how things work, yet not so much that I can’t do my job.  I’ll need your help with some of it, though.”

“Ok, what do I need to do?”

“Let’s get right into it and start with this,” she said, holding up a large leather pouch that looked similar to the thing I saw the girl on stage wearing last time.

She confirmed my suspicions by turning away from me and putting her arms together behind her back.  I took it hesitantly, but felt a stirring in my loins the moment I slid it up her arms.  The feeling got even stronger as I began buckling the straps in place, slowly taking away her ability to use her arms.

Unlike the one I saw on stage, her hands poked out through the end of this one so she’d still be able to do a limited amount of stuff, although it wouldn’t be much unless she was even better at working restrained than she claimed.  She had me tighten up the straps several times until her elbows looked like they were touching in a way that made me wince at the strain she must be feeling.

Once she was satisfied with the arm pouch, she had me pick out a collar, recommending that we try the biggest one in the group.  Unnaturally tall, it even had a little cup that went under her chin to help hold her head still once it was buckled in place.

She asked for cuffs on her ankles and thighs next, and I blushed once again as I bent down close enough to smell the scent of her arousal.  She must really be flooding down there if I could smell it from around the edges of the tight rubber panties she’d put on, and it took a lot of fumbling before I got the cuffs in place and clipped together.

I had to stop and take a big drink in order to steady my nerves and regain my composure, and she surprised me by hobbling over with mincing little steps that were all the leg restraints would allow, and before I knew it, she’d grabbed the bottle behind her back and topped off my glass.  I was seriously impressed.

She asked for a gag next, but I decided it was a bad idea right now since I had even more questions now than when I’d arrived.  She reluctantly agreed, but only if I put nipple clamps on her instead.  Blushing was getting to be a real habit now, but I agreed.

Her nipples were already hard and erect so at least I didn’t have to play with them, although I couldn’t help touching them since she wanted me to pull them out a bit before letting the rubber tipped clamps pinch down.  She gave her chest an experimental shake once they were in place, wincing slightly as the heavy silver chain pulled her nipples with the momentum her movement generated.

“Don’t those hurt?” I asked.

“A little, especially at first, but then the initial pain fades and I rather like them.  Taking them off and letting the blood flow resume kinda sucks, though.”

I tried to imagine what it was like and failed utterly.  Maybe I’d try pinching them with a clothespin or binder clip later when I got home, just to see what it was like.  I wasn’t sure what to do now that she was bound by my own hand, but luckily Brandon appeared on stage, giving me the chance to sit, watch, and calm down a little.

Only a little, though, since Brandon’s show involved mummifying his assistant into complete and utter helplessness.  The first thing he did was suspend her from her wrists and put box splints on her legs to keep them from bending, and then he wrapped them several times with plastic wrap.

Several wraps of duct tape were next, and then he put her legs together and repeated the whole process.  He put a solid plastic collar over her neck before continuing upwards and covering her all the way up to and including her mouth.

Some staff members came out and placed platforms around her so he could continue working upwards until only her nose was left uncovered by the multiple layers of plastic and tape.  He made a small breathing hole over her mouth before finishing the job and making another pair of holes for her nostrils.

I saw him pull a small remote out of his pocket as he walked away, although it didn’t do anything I could see.  Jade gasped when she saw him click it, but wouldn’t say why.  I finished my drink and held the glass out for more, which she rushed to fill, although she seemed to be having more of a problem with it than last time.  Maybe her arms were going numb.

“I’d really like a gag now, at least for a little while if that’s ok with you,” she begged.

I nodded and selected a bright red ball gag from the table and buckled it in place behind her teeth.  The show had raised my emotional turmoil to a new high, and I wanted a bit of time to think without interruptions until I felt normal again.

She looked a little unsteady on her feet by now, so I asked her if she wanted to sit for a while, and she quickly nodded yes, looking extremely grateful.  I helped her to sit on the sofa before going back to my recliner, the high back giving me at least the illusion of some privacy.

I sat lost in thought for at least a half hour or more, topping up my own glass whenever it hit the halfway point, just to make sure Jade didn’t interrupt.  I heard her squiggling around on the sofa now and then, probably trying to find a comfortable position for her bound arms.

Figuring she needed them released, I stood and turned to ask her if she was ok.  What I saw made me freeze in my tracks, my question dying on my lips before I could say a word.

Her eyes were rolled up in her head and her body was twitching uncontrollably.  It looked like she was having some sort of seizure, and in a panic I rushed over to remove the gag so she could breathe easier.

She let loose with a scream of ecstasy as soon as the ball popped free, and only then did I figure out she was currently in the throes of passion.  I was so stunned I could only watch slack-jawed as her orgasm ripped through her body, leaving her limp and lifeless as it faded.

“Please,” she begged.  “Remote… far end of table… please shut it off.”

I wasn’t sure what was going on, but her tone made me jump to comply.  She groaned an audible sigh of relief the moment I hit the button, and once again I blushed as I figured out what had happened.

The inserts in her panties must’ve been vibrators on the same frequency as the remote Brandon had used when he left the stage.  He’d activated it to let the girl have some secret fun while mummified, and they must’ve been buzzing away and forcing her to cum the whole time I was lost in thought!

I was still trying to apologize to her for what’d happened when Brandon returned to check in on me.  Between my stammering and Jade’s exhausted giggling, it didn’t take him long to figure out what’d happened, and how embarrassed I was about it.

He helped her to stand and told her to take a break in the staff lounge, although he didn’t make any effort to release her from her bonds.  He simply put her keycard into her hands and sent her on her way with a slap to her ass.

“I’m sorry…” I began, but he cut me off with a wave of his hands.

“Don’t apologize,” he quickly said.  “I don’t think she has anything to complain about, although she’ll be pretty much useless for the rest of the night now.”

“Why didn’t she shut it off herself or at least let me know earlier?  That much stimulation must’ve been almost painful after going on for so long.”

“Well, you had her sit and then turned your back on her.  Putting it simply, she had no choice in the matter until you decided she’d had enough.”

“But I didn’t know what was going on and don’t know the rules!  She knew it, too.”

“Then it wasn’t your fault, was it?”

His logic was kind of twisted, but it did
 make sense now that I was calming down enough to start thinking properly again.  I was still embarrassed, but now a new thought started forming… I wondered what it would’ve been like if I was in her place, helpless to stop the veritable tidal wave of orgasms washing continuously through my body.

He must’ve noticed the change in my demeanor as the thought got my juices flowing, since he sat on the sofa and patted the cushion next to him.  I sat gingerly, and close enough that our thighs were touching since there was a huge wet spot on the next cushion where Jade had been.

Between my emotional turmoil, Jade’s musky scent, and the heat from his thigh touching mine, I found my body starting to react quite strongly.  For some strange reason I found my fear had also evaporated, and I was ready to ask some serious questions about all of this.

“So… umm… she actually enjoyed being helpless like that, right?”

“Most definitely,” he chuckled.

“Why?” I blurted.  “What’s so special about bondage and submission?”

“Well, it’s not the same for everyone, but the most common thing is being able to give up control to someone you can trust.  Jade knew you didn’t have any experience with any of this, yet she knew she could trust you.  If she got into any genuine distress, you would’ve helped her, right?”

“Of course!  As soon as I saw her predicament I rushed to help her.”

“She knew she wasn’t in any real danger so she freely gave herself over to the bondage and the heightened sensations it gave her.  To be quite honest, you probably made her day… or month with that impromptu little session.”

“Heightened sensations?”

“Someone who’s submissive can experience both physical sensations and mental or emotional feelings a lot stronger when the situation’s out of their control.  With someone like Jade, her orgasms are an order of magnitude stronger if she’s in bondage, compared to regular vanilla sex.”

I thought back to how I found myself practically dripping wet from just a ball gag and handcuffs, and knew I wanted to try it for real, although not to the extent Jade and the other girls here did.  Just thinking about it made my body react, and I knew what I had to do.

“Could you tie me up,” I meekly asked.  “Just a little, I mean, so I could find out for myself what it feels like.”

“Are you sure?” he asked, looking deep into my eyes.

“Yes,” I nodded before I could change my mind.

“Stand up,” he ordered, his demeanor changing in an instant.

I was on my feet before my mind even registered the command, and stood there with my eyes downcast.

“Do you trust me?” he asked.

“Yes, I don’t know why, but I think I do.”

“Remove your shirt and skirt.”

I hesitated for a moment as my heart began to race, but slowly reached for the first button and undid it with trembling fingers.  I found the second button was a little easier, and by the time I got to the last one I was a little steadier once again.

I quickly shrugged it off my shoulders and slipped out of my skirt before I could change my mind.  I didn’t feel as self-conscious as I should’ve been standing in front of someone I barely knew in only my bra and panties, and I couldn’t help but be amazed at the change.

“Turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

I did as he said and felt him wrap a piece of rope around my wrists.  Once, twice, three times it went around before he pushed the ends through the middle and cinched it tight.  I gave it an experimental twist and strain to see if I was really tied up and found absolutely no slack or give.

The next piece of rope went around my elbows, and he slowly pulled them together, giving me time to get used to it before pulling it a bit tighter.  He stopped well before they touched and I was grateful for that, since Jade looked to be under an incredible amount of strain with how close she had wanted me to bind hers.

He let me test my binds again once they were tied off, and I found my range of motion to be extremely limited.  It also made me push my chest out and I found my hard and sensitive nipples press even deeper into my bra.

The third rope went around my waist and was looped over itself in the middle of my stomach before being pulled downward and between my legs.  He pulled it taut with a quick jerk that bunched my panties into my crotch and into the crack of my ass.  It also rubbed against my clit and came close to making me cum by the time it was tied off to my wrist rope.

He grabbed my upper arm and steered me over to the lounge chair, helping me to sit and causing more interesting sensations as the rope moved up and down over my sensitive nub.  He reclined the chair back until I was practically lying horizontal and took off my shoes before tying my ankles to the foot rest.

I was now completely bound and at his mercy.

“How are you doing so far?” he asked.

“I think I’m ok,” I said after taking a moment to catch my breath.  “It’s strange and more than a little scary, but I think I like it.”

“I’m going to give you a little time to yourself so you can think about things and experience your first bondage without any outside pressure.  Is there anything you want before I leave to get Diane out of her mummification?”

“Well… how about a gag?”

“I don’t like leaving someone alone when they’re gagged, especially for their first time, but a ring gag should be safe enough.”

He went behind me to the table and said ‘open wide’ when he returned.  I did as he asked and was surprised to feel the ring pop behind my teeth and wedge my mouth extremely
 wide open.  It was close to my limit and even got a tiny bit worse when he pulled the strap tight to buckle it behind my head, but I thought I’d be able to handle it for at least a little while.

It’ll take me about fifteen or twenty minutes to cut Diane loose,” he said.  “Are you sure you’re ok like this?”

I nodded and heard him walk to the table and back again.

“There’s one more thing you might want to try.  Grunt three times if you think it’s too much.”

I had a brief moment of panic when he slipped the blindfold over my eyes and the world went completely dark, but it quickly passed and I leaned my head forward so he could tighten the strap.  He gently stroked my cheek before walking away with a promise to return as soon as he could.

That simple touch was electric and almost made me want to call him back, but I forced myself to remain silent since I really did want a few minutes to myself, and he’d be back soon enough anyway.  I waited until I heard the door close and then began struggling to see if I really was as inescapably bound as I thought.

I had a little more wiggle room than I’d originally thought, but the ropes remained in place without loosening up in the slightest.  The only thing that really moved was the rope running through my crotch, and that moved in a most
 interesting way as I twisted, bucked, and strained.

Without conscious thought my struggles changed from trying to escape to trying to get off.  I pulled back with my arms each time I bucked my hips, and the rope rubbing over my clit brought me right to the very edge of orgasm within a single minute.

Unfortunately, that was as far as it could take me, and no matter how hard I pulled and strained, I couldn’t get that last little bit I needed.  It was beyond frustrating, being so close without being able to get the relief my body was demanding, and I wore myself out trying.

I felt drool running out of my mouth and between my breasts, yet I was helpless to stop it as I lay there panting uncontrollably.  I almost felt like crying with how close I was to climax, and every time I thought I was rested enough I tried again but with the same lack of results.

I’d never been so horny in my entire life and I desperately wished I had a pair of those panties with a vibrator stuffing my pussy and running full blast.  I almost jumped out of the chair the next time I paused to rest and felt the brush of fingertips over my breasts.

“Are we enjoying ourselves?” Brandon asked.

I’d been so preoccupied I didn’t hear him return.  Completely lost in the moment, I nodded while spreading my knees wide and bucking my hips, hoping he’d get the message and give me what I was so desperate for.

He undid my bra and let my heaving chest fall free of the cups, the cooler room air causing my nipples to, unbelievably, harden even more, making me moan with an almost overload of sensation.

I felt his hot breath a split second before his lips wrapped around first one, and then the other nipple, sucking each one gently and flicking his tongue over the tip.  He went back and forth several times until I was almost delirious, before kissing his way down my stomach.

He tugged on the crotch rope a few times before I felt the strands part and pull away, and then he did the same thing with my panties.  I knew they were ruined but didn’t care in the least right now… all I wanted was his touch between my legs, and hopefully something more.  A lot
 more, if I had any say in the matter.

Starting at my left knee he kissed his way towards my cleft, but frustratingly skipped touching it as he simply continued kissing the inside of my right thigh down to the knee.  He worked his way back upwards again, but this time he stopped right where I needed him to, and with three simply swirls of his tongue over my clit I exploded into the orgasm I’d been trying for all night.

The pleasure was so intense he actually had to hold my thighs down in order to keep licking and sucking, yet he was good enough that he never lost contact with the target.  Wave after wave of almost electric ecstasy crashed through every fiber of my being, and rather than fading like the orgasms I’d experienced in the past, I kept climbing higher and higher into unknown territory.

It couldn’t last forever, although it sure seemed like it at the time, but eventually I started coming down from the peak, and was amazed to find that even the aftershock orgasms felt as strong as what I thought a regular orgasm should be like.

He gently stroked my pussy lips while I calmed down, the pleasure being just enough to amplify what was there, without being too harsh on my ultra-sensitive cunt.  He kept it up while I enjoyed the afterglow, and before I knew it, I found myself responding again.

I’d never had or even wanted more than one orgasm in a night before, but now that was all I could think about.  I began trying to hump his fingers, and he surprised me by extending a pair and sliding them inside me.

Now I had something to work with and I began pushing harder and faster against his steady hand, quickly working myself up towards another climax.  Before I could cum, though, he leaned forward and spoke.

“Would you like something a little more exciting than a pair of fingers in there?”

I couldn’t nod my agreement fast enough, and it seemed to take forever before I felt his weight on the chair and between my legs.  It was a bit of an awkward position with my arms still trapped behind me, but he worked his way up until I felt the shaft of his hard prick touch me.

He guided himself inside slowly, shifting his weight slightly until he was where he needed to be.  He pulled out almost all the way and then plunged back in to the hilt in a single hard thrust that made me arch my back and scream with my out of control lust.

It only took him about a dozen strokes before I started cumming again just as hard as before, and maybe even harder since his weight on my body made me even more immobile and vulnerable feeling.  Even with the gag making speech impossible I screamed and moaned and tried to beg him to fuck me harder.

I must’ve got the point across since he began pounding harder than anyone I’d ever felt before, and once again my orgasm brought me to a higher plateau.  It was absolutely amazing to be kept cumming for so long, and I thought my heart might burst from the strain.

I finally started to come down after what seemed like ages, but then I felt him cum inside me and that wonderful feeling was enough to make me peak one final time.  He collapsed on top of me when his seed was spent, making it a little difficult to breath after my massive exertions, but I didn’t care; I think I was in love.

He only lay there a moment before he lifted himself up and reached behind my head to remove the gag and blindfold.  He stared into my eyes for several seconds before leaning down and giving me a long, deep kiss that almost made me melt into the chair.

We kissed for a few minutes, but then he crawled off and raised the chair back to its original position so he could start untying me.  It was almost disappointing to be let loose, but then I began to realize how sore my arms were after being trapped in such an uncomfortable position for so long.

Once all the ropes were gone he had me stand just long enough for him to take my place and then he pulled me into his lap so he could massage the kinks out of my shoulders.  I thought I was in heaven, and he even grabbed my champagne glass and fed me small sips in between ones he took himself.  I could’ve stayed like this forever, but all good things must come to an end eventually.

“So how was it?” he asked, although I’m pretty sure he already knew the answer.

“Abso-fucking-lutely amazing,” I purred.  “I’ve never felt anything like that before… I didn’t even know it was possible.”

“That’s just the beginning,” he scoffed.  “If you want to find out what this lifestyle is really like, I can show you things beyond your wildest dreams.  Would you like that?”

“Yes,” I replied, spinning around so I was facing him.  “Yes I would… Master.”

As we began kissing again, I wondered what else he’d teach me.  Whatever it was I could hardly wait.

###



Submissive: Trained


The New Submissive

I awoke with a start.  I always did when I found myself in a strange bed and my sleep-fogged mind hadn’t managed to catch up with current events.  It wasn’t the warm body spooning me from behind that tipped me off where I was, but the padded leather cuffs I wore on my wrists.

I moved slowly so as not to wake him up and took stock of my current situation.  Yes, I could feel a pair of identical cuffs on my ankles, and the ball gag I’d gone to bed with was hanging around my neck. (He said it was too dangerous to sleep with it in its proper place, especially for a bondage novice like myself.)

The bed I was lying in was in an upstairs apartment in the Argentum Seges
 Fetish BDSM Club, and the warm body next to me was Master Brandon, one of the owners of the club.  I was here after my curiosity about submission led me to my first real bondage experience.

I was a little tired and my muscles felt a little stiff and sore after being restrained in several unfamiliar poses last night, but overall I felt great.  Never in my life had I imagined sex could be so good, and not only were the orgasms more intense, but for the first time I got to enjoy multiple orgasms.

I could get used to that in a hurry.

There was enough light in the room I was able to slip out of bed and into the bathroom without waking him.  I took an extra-long shower after removing my restraints and taking care of business, and felt much more alert by the time I was finished.  I only wish I knew where my clothes were.

There was a bathrobe hanging behind the door and that’d have to do for now.  I wrapped it tight around me and headed into the apartment to see if there might be any fixings for coffee in the kitchen I vaguely remembered seeing on our way to his bedroom last night.

I was so careful to not make any noise that I didn’t realize I wasn’t alone until I turned and saw I was the center of attention for two half-naked girls and a guy covered head to toe in shiny black latex.  I froze like a deer caught in headlights for a moment, but relaxed a bit when one of them smiled and beckoned for me to come join them.

“Good morning,” the first said, standing to shake my hand.  “I’m Jill, and this is Sherri and Gary.  We live here with the other owners, although most of them don’t stay here too often anymore.  It’s usually just us, Brandon, and Jerry.”

“I’m Lori.  Pleased to meet you all,” I replied, pulling the sash of my robe a little tighter before shaking their hands as well.

“It looked like you were trying to not wake up Brandon when you came out, so I’m guessing he’s sleeping in like usual.  Would you like some coffee or something while you wait for your clothes?”

“My clothes?” I asked in confusion.

“Gary found them and ran them through the laundry, although if you had any panties they’re still out there somewhere.”

Brandon had cut my panties off last night before giving me my first bondage orgasm in the back room of the club downstairs, but I kept that information to myself.

“Oh,” I replied sheepishly.  “Umm, thanks I guess, and yes, I’d love some coffee.”

Gary hobbled over to the coffee machine and got me a cup while I sat and tried to regain my composure.  The girls made some small talk amongst themselves while I sipped my coffee, although it was pretty obvious they were curious about me and were just giving me some time to get used to the awkward situation.

Gary went to check on my clothes after refilling my mug, and I found I didn’t feel as self-conscious with him gone.  I decided to join in on the conversation before they started thinking I was stuck-up or something.

“So you two are part owners here as well?” I asked.

“Yup,” Sherri nodded.  “We’re two of the original founders, along with Master Laste and Mistress Lilith.  Masters Brandon and Jerry bought in when those two stepped back a little bit so they could enjoy their respective family lives.”

“It must’ve been Master Laste who gave me the executive pass to your club.  He was buying diapers in a grocery store, and was having trouble figuring out what he needed.”

“That sounds like him,” she agreed with a chuckle.  “He just had his first baby and is fairly clueless about the whole thing.”

“Ah, now I remember you,” Jill said.  “You’re the one who was accosted by that creep last month.”

“You remember that?”

“Things like that rarely happen around here, so it’s a fairly memorable event.”

“I was pretty freaked out at the time, but it sort of opened my eyes a little about your kind of … umm… lifestyle, and that’s what led to me coming back last night.”

“Curiosity never killed any cats inside these walls, although I must admit a few have been skinned a little,” she said with a sideways smirk that made me laugh.

“If you’re still here this morning, it must mean Master Brandon helped you with some of your questions,” Sherri said.  “If you don’t mind me asking, did you get the answers you were looking for?”

“Partially,” I replied.  “There’s still a lot I don’t know about all of this, but I’m looking forward to finding out.”

“Good for you.  If there’s anything you want to find out from someone less sinister than the big bad Dominants around here, I’m usually around.”

“Thanks, I may take you up on that later.”

“One of the other subs will be here soon with some breakfast, and there’s always plenty to go around.  Should I have Gary set a place for you?”

Gary returned with my clothes before I could politely decline, giving me the perfect excuse to step away for a few minutes.  I felt better once I was back in my own clothes, although wearing the miniskirt with no panties gave me a bit of a turn.

I decided to go home so I could think without any distractions, although I had to promise to come back later before they let me leave.  I was glad I took a cab, since my mind was still awhirl, and I probably would’ve crashed my car if I had to drive.

I flopped down on the couch as soon as I got home, wanting to think things through, but my exhausted body had other plans.  I was asleep within minutes, dreaming erotic dreams involving leather and ropes.

***

I was still nervous, even though I was heading to the club for the third time and knew what to expect.  I guess it’s because I knew enough to get me in trouble, but not enough of what the trouble would be.

This strange lifestyle I was skirting the edges of was a lot bigger than a few ropes, a ball gag, and amazing sex… it would get a lot
 harder if I stuck with it, but my curiosity wouldn’t let me quit now.  Technically speaking, I’d already continued on my journey from the moment I called him from my apartment to let him know I was coming again.

I didn’t have to agonize about what to wear or worry about a cab, since they took care of it all for me.  Not only did he send Gary to pick me up in his limo, but he brought the clothes and accessories Brandon wanted me to wear tonight.

It was a deceptively simple outfit consisting of a knee-length dress, two gold bracelets with matching necklace, and a pair of fancy stilettoes.  It looked normal enough that I could walk into any public place and not feel self-conscious, but anyone in the lifestyle would know what it really was; a submissives outfit.

The dress had ties above the shoulders, and no sleeves so it could be easily removed if the person wearing it had their arms restrained.  The bracelets and collar were lined on the inside to prevent chafing, and the decorative bangles dangling from them were actually strong D-rings.

Even the shoes were deceptive since they wound up above the ankles for support, had built in D-rings, and the buckle automatically locked in place once it was shut.  He hadn’t included any underwear in the package so after careful consideration I didn’t wear any of my own.

I felt wanton going out this way, but also excited since there was a perverse sort of freedom in letting him take control.  It felt like the longest car ride I’d ever taken in my life, but we eventually arrived and drove directly into the back of the club, which was basically an oversized warehouse.

He guided me to the club’s office where I’d had my first bondage experience last night, and told me to wait there for Master Brandon.  I hoped I wouldn’t have to wait long, but at the same time I was glad to get a few minutes to compose myself.  My heart started racing the moment the club was in sight.

With conflicting emotions, I gingerly sat in the recliner where I was bound last night.  It was probably my imagination since the leather was recently cleaned, but I could swear I still smelled the musk of last night’s overwhelming passion in it.

My breathing deepened when I closed my eyes and thought about what’d happened here, and I felt my heat starting to rise.  My hands unconsciously went to my breasts and a slight moan escaped my lips.

“Enjoying yourself already, are you?” Brandon asked, sounding amused.

I jumped up, surprised that I hadn’t heard him enter the room and stammered an apology.  “I’m sorry… I don’t know what came over me.”

“Don’t be sorry,” he chided.  “This isn’t something evil or forbidden.  It may be considered taboo in many circles, but that doesn’t mean it’s unnatural.”

“I know so little about this.  I’m not sure what I should be feeling or how I should act… I feel small, if that makes any sense to you.”

“I think I know what you mean, since I’ve seen it before.  The big question, though, is do you really want to find out what those feelings mean?”

“More than anything,” I admitted.

“What I can do is show you a little bit of everything so you can see what you like and we can discover your limits.  There are far more facets to this lifestyle than you could imagine.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, the generic term for the many kinks that are part of the BDSM lifestyle is paraphilia
.  It basically covers any sexual fetish considered to violate the mores of society at large.  Some are rather extreme, and some are fairly disgusting, but one never knows how they’ll make you feel if you don’t even know they exist.”

“Define extreme or disgusting.”

“Well, some people get off on giving or receiving pain.  Sadism and masochism are the respective terms, but even that’s not black or white.  Even someone who isn’t a pain slut can still find a scene amplified by a little corporal punishment.”

I thought back to the girl I saw on stage that’d had an orgasm from being whipped by a riding crop and nodded.

“Others get excited by being humiliated, sometimes in extreme ways like being treated as a human toilet.”

“Eww,” I replied, wrinkling my nose in disgust.

“I feel the same way about that, but you may find the gentler forms of humiliation to be highly erotic.  Being forced to do something you’d never willingly do on your own pushes the boundaries and takes you places you didn’t even know existed.”

I remembered how I got turned on after being accosted by that asshole on my first night here, even while blushing furiously.  I nodded again and he continued.

“Would you like to see or experience some of the more common things that routinely go on here?”

“I think I have to, even if it’s just to find out why I feel the way I do about it, but I’m scared.”

“Don’t be.  If you want to try it for real, then it doesn’t matter how severely you’re restrained, you can always call for a stop and it’ll be instantly honored.  We use what’s called a ‘safe word’ or ‘safe sound’, and it lets the Dominant know that either there’s a problem or that a line’s been crossed.  If you say SOS or grunt it out in Morse code, the scene ends.”

“So even though I’d be submissive, I still have the power to end things?”

“Yup, although it’s not a good idea to end things on a whim,” he said, looking serious.  “Think of your safe word as a fire alarm.  You pull it in case of emergency, but otherwise you leave it alone and trust that your Master won’t do you any real harm.”

What he said made sense to me, and I felt a lot better about submitting to him for real.  I only hoped he’d take things slow so I wouldn’t have to use the safe word and maybe ruin my chances of finding out what my limits really were.

“Would you please show me what you mean and give me some basic slave training?”

“Most of us use ‘submissive’ rather than ‘slave’ since it comes with some darker connotations, but yes, I’d be delighted to train you.”

“Thank you.”

“Thank you what?” he sternly said.

“Thank you, Master,” I quickly corrected myself.

“Good.  You’re learning fast.  Get in the habit of addressing me as either Master or Sir, and do the same for any other Master or Mistress you meet.  Errors are always punished.”

My knees went a little weak at his pronouncement, but I recovered quickly and nodded my understanding.

“Normally submissives are not allowed to speak without permission, but we’ll dispense with that for tonight since you may need to ask a lot of questions.  Just try to control your tongue around the other tops and be as polite as possible.”

My heart skipped a beat when he mentioned ‘other tops’.  I assumed I’d be getting my training in private, but by submitting to Brandon… Master Brandon, it wasn’t my decision to make.  I took a deep breath and knelt before him.

“I’m ready to begin, Master.”

A faint smile crossed his lips as he nodded.  For better or worse, my training was about to begin.


Basic Training

“Stand, turn around, and put your hands behind your back,” he ordered.

I quickly did as he said, although I was trembling slightly.  I heard the click of a padlock and almost said something when I found my arms trapped behind my back, but I bit my tongue in time.  After all, it wasn’t really unexpected.

He stepped away for a moment and got something from the desk drawer.  I heard the jingle of a chain a moment before he locked it to the D-rings on my shoes, and glancing down I saw it was about a foot and a half long.  I was hobbled.

“Turn and follow me,” he said.

We paused at the doorway where he took a short leash off the wall and clipped it to the front of my collar necklace before leading me out into the club.  I froze for a moment, but he got me moving again with a brief tug on the leash.  I could feel my face turning red when I saw the eyes of every stranger we passed staring at me.

He led me to the side of the stage where he picked up his riding crop, a gag, and a few other things I didn’t see since he stuffed them in his pockets before I could get a good look.  He gave me a light tap on the ass to get me moving again, and steered me towards the bar with more taps of the crop on the sides of one butt cheek or the other.

We shared a quick drink at the bar, and it felt incredibly strange to be fed sips of champagne while unable to do it for myself.  I think he was trying to make a point about how helpless I was with even the simplest of restraints, and I began to understand.

He was in control, not me.

As soon as the glass was empty he led me out to the dance floor where I struggled to dance in a way that didn’t look too stupid.  I was normally a pretty good dancer, but there wasn’t a lot I could do with my arms trapped and my feet hobbled.  I was still the center of attention and my embarrassment continued to rise, but luckily we only danced the one song.

He pulled me by the leash to the elevator, giving my ass another swat when I was a little slow to enter it.  The ride was too short since we were only going up a single floor, and I wanted a minute to compose myself, but what I saw when the doors opened made my eyes go wide.

Based on what I was seeing, I wouldn’t have to worry about being the center of attention up here in the private members section.

I thought walking in hobbled stilettoes was difficult, but that was nothing compared to what the waitress walking by had to endure.  Her hobble chain was less than six inches long, and her thigh-high ballet boots must’ve had an eight-inch heel on them!

Her balance was further impeded by the strict and high posture collar that kept her from looking down, and with her arms trapped behind her back in a tight armbinder, she’d be unable to do anything to stop herself from falling if she stumbled.

Her outfit was so severe that the only reason I knew she was working as a waitress was the tray full of drinks in front of her being held up by two straps running to her shoulders from the front, and clipped to her corset at the back.  I stood there in absolute shock for at least a minute while she slowly walked by.

“Let’s get a table,” he said once our way was clear.

That was easier said than done since it seemed everyone in the place wanted to say hello to him, and I had no choice but to follow behind as he went from one group of people to the next.  Everyone he talked to was obviously a Dominant, and while he introduced me to many of them, not a single one said a word to me, and many didn’t even glance my way.

I felt like luggage being towed behind a traveller at an airport.

When Mistress Jill stepped on stage to begin a show, he finally guided me to a half-round booth and helped me sit down and scoot into the middle.  The booth was obviously designed for restrained submissives, since the spot I was sitting in had a recessed area for my bound arms, and some sort of snap hook clipped around my hobble chain the moment I pulled my feet back.

I felt a fresh surge of panic when I realized I’d be unable to leave the booth now, but he gave me a kiss that turned my limbs to jelly and calmed me down before my panic manifested visibly.  He took a glass of champagne for himself from the waitress who rushed (comparatively speaking) over to serve us, and I got a bottle of water with a long straw.

“Greetings and salutations, my friends,” Mistress Jill boomed out from the stage.  “In addition to our regularly scheduled entertainment, we are pleased to host a contest with Mistress Grey and myself for you tonight.”

An imposing middle aged lady walked out on stage to join her, followed by two naked and obviously submissive girls.  I was shocked to see full nudity in a public venue, but I guess the regular rules didn’t apply here.

“Claire’s two new servants have learned most
 of their lessons well, yet are causing her no end of grief with the attitude they have towards each other.  They both consider themselves superior, and rather than working together in harmony to please their Mistress, they each try to sabotage or discredit the other.”

A chorus of boos and jeers echoed from the crowd, and Mistress Jill let it go on for a minute while the two submissives looked more ashamed by the second.

“Since they’re so competitive, we came up with a little contest that’ll let them settle things once and for all, and of course, give them the punishment they so richly deserve for causing Claire such grief and embarrassment.”

One of the girls shot the other a dirty look, causing the other to break her submissive posture as well.  Moving so fast that it seemed like a single blow, Mistress Grey lashed out with her riding crop and struck both girls on the tip of their breasts.  Their gasps of pain were like stereo sound, and their flinching yet quick recovery made them look almost like mirror images.

Even from here I could see the red mark slowly appear around each nipple that was struck, and I winced inside in sympathy for the poor girls.  Once they were both back in their ‘resting attention’ position, Mistress Grey spoke.

“This is mostly my show, but Jill will be assisting with the second girl so the contest is fair, and suggestions from the audience will be accommodated if it fits in with my plans.  On the odd chance anyone wants to make a little wager on the outcome…”

Almost everyone, including my new Master, chuckled at that.

“The wench on the left is Constance, and the other girl is Mel.  They’re fairly equal in most areas, but I’m sure the odds will change through the night.”

“Did I miss something funny?” I whispered.

“Most of us are easily bored, and betting on a contest like this is considered high entertainment,” he mumbled while working away on a tablet.

I glanced at his screen and was shocked to see him enter a hundred grand opening wager on Mel.  At first I thought he must have some inside information if he was willing to bet so heavily, but then the large screens on the side wall lit up with everyone’s current wagers, and I saw the amount he bid was nothing special.  These people were all loony… and stinking rich.

He propped the tablet up on the table after he finished betting and scooted a little closer so he could wrap an arm around me.  I started to panic a little when his hand slipped through the sleeve opening and he began rubbing and squeezing my nipple.

“Please don’t, someone might see and…”

“Shh,” he interrupted, leaning forward and giving me a deep kiss.  “You’re safe here, and nobody would even blink twice if I threw you over the table and screwed your brains out.”

I found that a little hard to believe, but his simple, discrete grope didn’t seem to be drawing any attention so I let it go for now.  In fact, I soon began to wish he’d give my other breast the same kind of attention.

While I’d been distracted, the two girls on stage had been restrained with their arms high above them and their legs spread wide.  They weren’t gagged, but they both wore blindfolds so they wouldn’t know what was coming.

I tried to imagine what it’d be like to be on stage in their place but failed utterly.  It was bad enough being paraded around in public like I’d been, and now fondled, but being bound naked under the spotlight was completely beyond me.

Once the girls were completely taut, the show began with a ‘warm-up’ from the two Mistresses, as each grabbed a pair of floggers and began working the girls over from their chest down to their thighs and then back up again.  Their strikes seemed to be falling in unison with each other, and their choreography was just as impressive as a top Vegas dance troupe.

Brandon’s other hand found its way under my dress and now both breasts were getting mauled.  Since the lighting in our booth was low and everyone’s attention was focused on the show, I didn’t say a word, although a low moan did get past my lips.

It wasn’t long before the two girls were a uniform red from the top of their tits and almost to their knees and the Mistresses walked behind them to work on the rest of their bodies.  I assumed it’d be easier on the girls now that their tits weren’t being tortured, but no such luck was coming their way.

Every time their blows worked past the groin, I could clearly see the strands of the flogger wrap between their legs to strike squarely on their exposed pussies.  I winced in sympathy each time it happened, but my body had a different reaction; I was getting so turned on, my juices were actually running out of me and creating a wet spot on the bench.

A random thought passed through my mind that if my reaction was common, then these people probably had to buy disinfectant cleaner in bulk.

Master Brandon pulled the second hand away and fished something out of his pocket before sliding it back under my dress.  Leaning even closer over me, I felt something cold touch my right breast.

“Take a deep breath, hold it a moment, and then let it out slowly,” he advised me.

I did as he said, and just as my lungs were empty I felt a searing pain bite down on my nipple.  It’s a good thing my lungs were empty, or I would’ve shrieked.  It didn’t take long for the pain to recede to a tolerable level, and once he saw I was coping with it ok, he repeated the process for my other nipple.

It wasn’t as bad the second time now that I knew what was coming, and it almost seemed to send an electric shock straight down to my clit.  If my hands were free and we weren’t out in public,  I’d be willing to bet I could make myself cum in a matter of seconds.

He pulled both hands out and reached down from the neck to pull a thin chain out, and I could really feel the pull on my nipples by the time he had it taut in front of me.  He pulled and jiggled it a few times before pulling it through the ring on my collar and tying it off.

Now that his hands were free, I felt him slide the hem of my dress up so he could stroke my thigh.  I closed my eyes and moaned, enjoying the attention immensely until reality kick in and I remembered where we were.

“Please Master,” I quietly begged.  “Not here… not now… I’m so hot you’ll make me cum and we’re in the middle of a crowd.”

“It’s my decision when and where you cum, not yours,” he sternly said.  “Of course, you could always use your safe word and go home if you think you’ve reached the limits of what you can learn.”

I was torn.  As much as I didn’t want to be embarrassed in public, I didn’t want my training to end before it’d barely begun.  I gritted my teeth, took slow, deep breaths, and tried to get my body to behave itself.

My will was just starting to win the battle when his hand slid over my pussy and a finger pushed past my sensitive lips.  It was almost enough to send me over the edge, but I fought it back (barely) and tried to distract myself by concentrating on the stage.

That might’ve been a mistake, since each girl was in the process of having a large dildo being shoved up their cunts, and they were ordered to hold it in place during their next punishment or they’d get twenty strokes from the cane.  I felt a second finger join the first as he began to slowly finger fuck me.

“Please Master… I’m too close and can’t hold it back much longer.”

“Do I need to gag you?” he asked, sounding somehow stern and amused at the same time.

A gag might come in handy if he didn’t stop, but I didn’t want to lose my ability to speak and maybe convince him to stop before it was too late, so I shook my head no.  His fingers resumed their gentle probing, and it took all my concentration to keep the fire in my loins under control.

The only saving grace was he didn’t turn his attention my clit.  I think I would’ve popped in an instant if he did that, and I almost thanked him for the small favor, but kept my mouth shut in case it gave him any ideas.  I may’ve been a newbie, but I wasn’t an idiot.

His teasing fingers were bad enough… or good enough, depending on your point of view, and he kept me right on the brink of orgasm for what seemed like ages, and all I could do was sit there and submit to his ministrations, knowing he could embarrass me at any moment.

The girls were being spanked now, and with the way both their legs were shaking I could only imagine how hard they were working to keep the dildos from dropping to the floor.  I wondered if they were having such a problem because of the spanking, or if the toys were actually vibrators.

Either way, Mel messed up and let it slide out.  The show ground to a halt while Mistress Jill went and got a cane to deliver the promised twenty blows, and seeing what the deceptively wimpy little stick could do, vowed to myself to never do anything to earn a similar fate.

The first few blows made her grunt, but by the time Mistress Jill was only halfway through, those suppressed grunts became howls and shrieks as the pain built up.  Constance was thoroughly enjoying Mel’s punishment and let loose with an audible snicker, but that turned out to be a huge mistake since the lapse of concentration was just enough to cause her to lose her own toy.

Mistress Grey’s punishment came hard and swift, either out of anger, or maybe just in order to catch up to Mel’s count.  Either way, it turned out to be too much for her and she cried for mercy.  Mel received all twenty of her strokes without breaking, giving her the win.

While the crowd was cheering or jeering, depending on where they placed their bets, he started rubbing my clit with his thumb.  It was like pouring gasoline on an already huge bonfire, and I felt my orgasm rush to the surface and erupt.

I practically exploded with a passion that took my breath away, which was a good thing since it meant I didn’t scream out in ecstasy.  Wave after wave pulsed outwards from my groin and through my entire body, causing me to shake uncontrollably and pull against my restraints.

I’m not sure how long I sat there bucking in my seat while the fires raged, but Mel was already released by the time I could see straight again, and Constance was being tied down over a sawhorse.  Master Brandon slowed his fingers as I wound down, and when he pulled his hand away I saw the whole thing was glistening with my juices.

I quickly scanned the room to see if anyone was watching us, but it looked like nobody noticed.  I guzzled half of my water while trying to calm down, while Master Brandon simply stared at me.

“Embarrassment sometimes amplifies emotions or sensations, especially in unfamiliar territory,” he finally said.  “Do you concur?”

“Yes Master,” I nodded, knowing he was right.

As if to drive home the point, he held his hand up to my lips and ordered me to lick it clean.  I was stunned into immobility for several seconds before a stony look crossed his face and I took a tentative swipe with my tongue.  I’d never even considered tasting myself before, and hadn’t experimented in college like a lot of my friends did, but it wasn’t unpleasant like I thought it’d be.

It was embarrassing as hell, yet I found it strangely erotic and kept going until his hand was clean and he allowed me to stop.  He flashed me an approving smile and tasted my juices second hand by probing my mouth with his tongue.  I was just getting into it when he pulled back and stuck the gag in my mouth.

“Let’s keep that taste where it’ll do some good and remind you of what just happened for a while longer,” he said while buckling the strap tight behind my head.

I heard the snick of a lock and knew he was completely serious about it.  I had a feeling I’d be wearing the gag for the rest of the night, and although the ball wedged behind my teeth had a strong rubber taste to it, my juices had completely coated my tongue and were quite noticeable.

He studied me a moment to make sure I wasn’t going to freak out or anything, and then released my ankles from the bench so I could get up.  Once I was standing he untied the nipple clamp chain from my collar, but rather than removing it like I thought, he attached it to the ball gag straps with a pair of twist ties, forcing me to either keep my head down or yank my nipples quite painfully.

Now I couldn’t raise my head or even turn it without causing what felt like a world class tittie-twister, and I was amazed at how restrictive even the smallest things could be when used by someone experienced in such things.  As he carefully guided me through the crowd towards his apartment, I wondered what other surprises he had in store.


Punishment and Reward

As soon as the door closed behind us, he reached over and tugged the shoulder ties on my dress, pulling them free and letting the dress slide to the floor.  Despite having just cum a few minutes ago, I was still extremely horny and hoped now that we were alone we’d be getting down to some serious sex.  I stepped out of my dress and rubbed against him as best I could with my arms still trapped and my nipples clamped.

He chuckled as he untied the chain from my gag.  “These are called clover clamps, and the harder you pull, the stronger they bite down,” he said, giving me a practical demonstration by pulling on the chain until I was standing on tiptoes.

“They also hurt even more coming off than they do going on, so brace yourself.”

I thought he was exaggerating until the moment he pulled them off and the pain caused me to bite hard on the gag.  He began massaging my poor nipples which made them hurt even more, but only for a few moments, and then the pain began to fade and pleasure took its place.

Once I was back to normal he had me sit so he could remove the boots which was another source of great relief, especially since he spent a few minutes giving my calves a nice massage.  I was just getting used to his pampering when he told me to get up and use the bathroom if I needed to, since it’d be my last chance for quite some time.

I really did need to pee quite badly now that he mentioned it, and I rushed into the bathroom and sat, not thinking about how I’d wipe with my hands still tied.  Once again he was way ahead of me, and I found the toilet had a bidet seat with the controls in range of my foot.

As I finished my business, I shook my head at the things he had available that made life possible for a helplessly bound sub.  He was sitting on the edge of his bed when I walked out, and at a gesture from him, I walked over and sat on his lap.

He licked my lips in a circle around the ball gag, which I guess was as close to a kiss as we could get while the thing was keeping my mouth held wide.  I found it strange at first, but decided I kind of liked it… it was highly erotic to be kissed that way while unable to do anything about it.

He was smiling when he broke away, but quickly pulled me over his lap in a single deft movement until his knees were pressing into my stomach.  With one hand holding my hands up and away from my body, he used the other to caress my ass.

“Remember what I said out there about being the one who decides if, when, and where you are allowed to cum?”

I tried to say yes but the word wasn’t even recognizable to me, so I settled for nodding my head.

“Well, I don’t remember giving you permission to cum, yet it looked like you had one hell of a powerful orgasm out there.  That’s simply not acceptable.”

Once again I automatically tried to speak and complain that I had no choice in the matter, since it was his magic fingers that pushed my button both figuratively and literally.

“It’s especially important in the early stages of training that errors like that are not allowed to go unpunished.”

He punctuated his sentence with a pair of hard slaps to my ass, causing me to jerk and squeal more in surprise than in actual pain.  He rubbed each cheek a few times and then stuck each again, alternating between caressing and spanking until the pain had built up to a level where I was struggling for real.

He held me over his knees until I calmed down enough to stop my futile escape attempts, and then slipped a hand between my legs and right into my pussy.  I was so wet, his fingers made a slurping sound as he pumped them in and out.

“For future reference, the sub almost never gets to cum before her Master, and I suggest you keep that firmly in mind if you want to avoid future punishments.”

He knew very well what he was doing to me, and I knew that he knew.  It was a game, but one with the odds skewed heavily in his favor.  I could always use my safe word, but that would end the night and maybe the whole relationship… I wasn’t willing to risk it, even though I’d probably be earning a second round of punishment in under a minute from now.

I was so horny I thought I might burst from containing the pressure that only got stronger with each stroke of his fingers, but I held on until he stopped his exquisite torment and helped me back into a sitting position.

“Good girl,” he said.  “You learn fast, and just as failure is punished, success is rewarded.  Sit down in the middle of the bed.”

It was easier said than done with my arms still trapped, but I got to where he wanted me so he could tie my ankles to the lower bedposts.  He finally released my arms once my legs were secure, and gave me a few minutes to get the circulation flowing properly again before tying them off the top corners.

He spent a few minutes adjusting the ropes until I was in a spread eagle that was tight, but not uncomfortably so, and finished off by placing a pillow underneath the small of my back.  With how slowly he prepared me and stripped off his clothes, it was far too long before he was naked and crawling into bed to join me, and I found I could barely contain myself.

His touch made my body vibrate like a guitar string and I hoped he was well rested, since even though I wasn’t able to control what we’d be doing, I was bound (pun not intended) and determined that neither of us would be getting much sleep tonight.

Apparently his own lust was a match for my own, since he penetrated me with almost no further delays and began fucking me hard and fast, just like I’d hoped.  I could feel the ropes pulling harshly on my limbs with each powerful thrust, yet it didn’t hurt… it felt exceedingly erotic and seemed to amplify my desire tenfold.

I could actually feel the muscles inside my pussy twitching and contracting around his prick with the effort I was expending in order not to cum, and I prayed it helped get him off before I lost my mind.  I was getting delirious and even started babbling nonsense that wouldn’t have been comprehensible even without the gag.  Just before I lost it completely, I finally heard the words I’d been so desperate to hear.

“Cum for me now,” he roared.

I didn’t need to be told twice, and I don’t think he even finished his sentence before the dam burst and I exploded into the most glorious orgasm of my life.  It was pure, white hot, unadulterated ecstasy, and it consumed me completely.

It was so intense I almost missed it when he started cumming himself, yet each spurt seemed to add another layer of pleasure into an already intense situation.  It felt like my whole body was one massive erogenous zone, and even the lightest touch was like lightning on my already overloaded nerves.

I couldn’t see beyond the stars filling my eyes, couldn’t breathe from the passion overflowing my body, and couldn’t even think past the pleasure he was giving me.  Just before he finished I tensed up so hard I actually lifted myself partly off the bed by pulling on the ropes, but only for a second or two before I collapsed, completely spent.

It looked like my plan of going at it all night was shot, but I no longer cared since I’d just had a lifetimes worth of orgasms piled on me all at once.  Spent as well, my new Master lay on top of me with his weight barely supported by his elbows, and his breathing in sync with my own.

He gently removed my gag once he recovered and rolled off me, locking his lips on mine the moment they were free.  My jaw was quite stiff by now, but I returned his kiss with fervor, enjoying the extra attention while reveling in my afterglow.

He was smiling when we finally broke free, and spent a minute looking deep into my eyes before finally speaking.

“You’re an amazing person,” he said, a tinge of awe in his voice.  “You’re not only the best lover I’ve ever had, but you’re a natural submissive who’s mastered months’ worth of training in a single night.”

“Thank you, Master,” I replied, feeling giddy with his praise.

“I think I love you and might have to keep you tied up forever to keep you from getting away from me.”

“Who says I want to get away?” I laughed.

“I don’t want to rush you any more than I already have,” he said, turning serious.  “I think we might have something very special blooming here, and I don’t want to ruin it.”

As if to underscore his words, he began untying me.  I almost asked him to stop but refrained at the last moment since I realized if I was serious about being submissive to him, it wasn’t my choice.  Plus my bladder had taken a pounding and I really needed to pee again.

“So I really did ok?” I asked after returning from the bathroom.

“Better than ok,” he confirmed, giving me a massive hug.  “You handled all sorts of strange, uncomfortable, and embarrassing situations without complaint, and I’ve never seen anyone learn to obey so fast and so well.  There’s a lot more you’d need to learn, but I’d be honored to claim you as my own and teach you everything I can if you’re up to it.”

A mere month ago I would’ve laughed at his offer of training me to be a slave and I might’ve even given him a swift kick to the nuts, but tonight it seemed like the most natural thing in the world.  I knew it wouldn’t be all roses and sex, and some of it might even be fairly unpleasant at times, but there was only one possible answer.

“Yes please, Master.”

###



Submissive: Claimed


My New Master

I was completely content for the first time in ages.  I had an amazing new lover, a wonderful job working for him, and an entire wardrobe full of brand new, custom made outfits.  Some might say that I had the short end of the stick, since most of my wardrobe consisted of restraints, and I had to call Brandon ‘Master’, but I disagree.

Being known around the club as Lori the new submissive suited me to the core, even though I was barely trained and made at least a dozen punishable errors each day.  I didn’t care in the least, since even the punishments he came up with were new and exciting to me.

Some seemed harsh or cruel at the time, but the night usually ended with a mind-blowing orgasm (or several), so it was well worth it.  My only regret was I hadn’t found my Master… and bondage, a lot sooner.

Yes, life was good, even though I was currently being tightly bound in one of my Master’s devilish new creations for my shift as a display model in the fetish shop attached to the BDSM club.  I never thought standing, lying, or hanging around could be so taxing, until I did it his
 way, and today’s display looked especially restrictive.

Like every day since he claimed me for his own, my outfit started with a corset.  Unlike the other days, though, he brought Sherri in to help get me suited up since it was time for me to try wearing a heavy custom leather one, and lacing it up properly would be a real chore.

Master Brandon was also a master when it came to leather work, and even though I was nervous about how restrictive it would be, I was also excited to be able to wear his latest creation.  With my feet anchored to the floor and my hands cuffed high above me, he held it in position on my chest while Sherri started on the laces.

Even with the laces loose, I started noticing the difference in the new corset as soon as the front busks were done up.  Unlike the silk or latex corsets he trained me on, this one had some heavy boning in it that forced my backbone into a straight line, and pushed my C-cup breasts up until they almost overflowed out the top.

I could only take shallow breaths by the time Sherri tied off the laces, but it was nowhere near as bad as I thought it’d be.  Of course, that was only the beginning of what I’d be wearing today.

I’d been proud of myself for not blushing furiously when Sherri had both seen and touched my naked breasts this morning, but that ended when Master Brandon unceremoniously pulled my panties down to my ankles.  My startled squawk was immediately cut off by a ball gag being thrust into my mouth before I could utter a single syllable of the complaint he knew I’d try to voice.

I would’ve willingly opened my mouth to accept the gag if he ordered me to, but I guess it was another lesson he wanted me to learn… or maybe it was just more fun for him that way.  Either way, it was quickly buckled tight and locked in place.

That job done, he freed one ankle at a time so he could remove my panties and put on the ones I’d be wearing for work today.  Even without being able to see what he was doing, I knew which ones he’d selected since the tight, heavy rubber could only mean one thing; one or both of my holes were about to be filled.  Yes, I blushed even more.

Sure enough, I felt his hand go between my legs and brush over my clit a few times before a pair of fingers slid inside.  There was almost no resistance since I’d been dripping wet from the moment we’d started.

My backdoor was another story, but with gentle caresses and a lot of lube, he soon had a pair of fingers working their way inside, preparing me for the butt plug I’d have to deal with today.  It didn’t seem like it was one of the bigger ones, but I had a hard time relaxing with Sherri in the room, which made it a lot more difficult than it should’ve been.

On the other hand, the vibrator he’d chosen slid home with almost no effort, despite it being fat enough to stretch my pussy a fair amount.  They worked in unison to get the panties in place, forcing the two intruders a little deeper inside me, making me groan from the sensations they were causing.

I wiggled around the little bit I could to try and get used to them, but quickly stopped when I realized there was a little nub pressing against my clit that caused all kinds of potentially embarrassing sensations with even the slightest movement.  This would be a very
 long day if I had to do any walking, since I was forbidden to cum without permission.

Ballet boots were next on the agenda, and the thigh-high monstrosities took them around a half-hour to lace up tight enough for the zipper flap to be able to be closed.  It felt like my toes were pointing straight down, even though I saw he’d selected the ones with only six-inch heels instead of the eight or nine inch ones he kept threatening me with.

With how bad these were to walk in, I couldn’t even fathom what a nine-inch heel would be like.  They took a break to rest their fingers and give me time to get used to everything, chatting and sipping some coffee while I simply hung there and drooled.

The reason for the unusual rest break quickly became apparent when Sherri started pulling the corset laces even tighter and removing what little slack was left.  If I thought breathing was difficult before, it was nothing compared to how hard it was by the time she was able to close the flap to cover the laces and lock it down with six tiny padlocks.

My Master seemed quite pleased with the way it looked on me and took several pictures while Sherri fitted a wide leather collar around my neck.  Not quite as severe as a posture collar, it still restricted my head movement a fair amount and added another level to my breathing difficulties.

Almost ready to start my shift, they finally released my arms so they could finish my outfit with a pair of latex mittens that kept my fingers scrunched together and trapped my thumb against the side.  Picking anything up would be difficult, but not impossible.

After a quick polish to remove their fingerprints, I was sent out to the showroom floor with a playful swat to my ass.  I almost fell on my nose with my first step, but managed to keep my balance before disaster struck.  Even with my arms free and no hobble chain today, if I fell there was no way I’d be able to get back on my feet without assistance.

It was only about twenty feet to my ‘station’ in the shop, but between the corset, boots, and the distraction the toys were causing with each step, it felt like twenty miles.  Even though we weren’t open yet, a customer was already waiting in the Master’s chair with a kneeling submissive at his side.

Rather than being upset with how long it took for me to reach his side, he seemed both pleased and amused with the difficulties my new outfit caused me.  My suspicions were confirmed when he had me walk all over the entire shop again and again, retrieving a single item at a time for his sub, often changing his mind about what he wanted when I was already on my way back to him.

I was a little pissed off the first time it happened, but it was all part of the game and I actually began to enjoy it after a while.  After all, it was all part and parcel of what I signed up for when I agreed to be Master Brandon’s new sub.

The hardest part was actually keeping my impending orgasm at bay, while still doing my job as fast as possible.  It was a task that got progressively harder with each step I took, but there was no way I was going to allow myself to be embarrassed by cumming in front of a strange Master, no matter how much stimulation the toys and panties caused me.

At least that was the plan before my Master changed the rules of the game and turned the vibrator on.

As the first of many orgasms wracked my body, I knew it’d be a longer day than I’d initially thought, and I was both dreading and looking forward to the punishments I’d earn.  This was my life with my new Master, and I wouldn’t change it for anything.


Be Careful What You Ask For

Working the sales floor while bound and tormented was embarrassing at first, but I relished the feel of the tight uniform and restraints and got used to it fairly quickly.  Each day he modified my outfit a little to both give me first-hand experience with as many things as possible, and also to display them for our repeat customers.

Some days I was restrained fairly strictly, and those were the best.  I enjoyed it so much, I even tried begging Master for more restraints on those few days when it looked like he was going easy on me.  In retrospect I should’ve kept my mouth shut, but my curiosity for all things bondage usually overrode my common sense.

After spending a full and exhausting month working the floor in my new outfits, Master said I earned a bit of ‘rest time’ testing a new design he’d come up with.  I should’ve known something was up from the way he said it and from the size of the smile on his face, but I totally missed the signs he was up to something devious.

My first clue was when he started dressing me with a heavy leather hood that had a built in pear shaped gag and blinders over the eye holes.  He laced it tight enough that it felt like my head was in a vice, although it was such a perfect fit that it wasn’t as bad as it could’ve been.

My second clue came when he added the panties next instead of the corset, and both toys were significantly larger than any he’d used before.  I had a real tough time accepting the butt plug, but he was quite patient with me and worked on it until the fat part finally slid past my sphincter and I was able to breathe a sigh of real relief.

That was the last full breath I’d be able to take, since now
 it was time for the corset.  I knew it wasn’t my usual one when I felt the leather cover me from groin to neck, and it even had straps that went over each shoulder.

It was so rigid it felt more like a suit of armor than a corset, and that feeling only got stronger as the laces got progressively tighter.  He had to stop three times to rest his fingers and let me get used to it before it was fully closed, which was a good thing from my point of view since I might’ve passed out otherwise.

It only got worse when he started lacing the posture collar in place, since this one was incredibly strict.  It not only held my head up high, but he used more laces and straps to connect it to both my hood and the corset, until it felt like one single piece holding me completely immobile from the waist up.

It turned out he was far from done.

A wide strap went between my legs and was pulled just as tight as the rest of my outfit, further restricting my ability to move.  I knew the boots were coming next when my first ankle was released, and like the rest of today’s outfit, they were just as restrictive.

Not only did they keep my toes in the strict en-point position, internal struts kept me from bending my knees even a millimeter and the tops were laced to the corset, completing my encasement.  Or so I thought.

Reinforced gloves went completely over each arm keeping them perfectly straight, and just like the boots, they were laced to the corset at my shoulders.  Now I was really
 completely covered and immobile.  Or so I thought.

I felt him wrap something around my thighs and lace it to the bottom of the corset, gradually working towards my feet and pulling my legs closer together until they were welded into a single unit.  Never in my life had I imagined restriction of this magnitude was even remotely possible, yet here I was.

I wriggled as much as I could to test my bonds, and found almost zero movement anywhere.  The lower body corset was especially restrictive and I wondered how he expected me to do any sort of sales work while wearing it.

Maybe his idea of rest was to stick me in a display case and turn me into window dressing.  I doubted it was that simple, though, since with how completely I was covered, he could’ve got the same effect from one of our manikins and nobody would know the difference.

I stopped wondering about the why
 and concentrated on the now
.  I didn’t think he’d go through this much effort often, so I wanted to enjoy every moment while I could.  It should’ve been an unbearable amount of restraints, but since everything was an absolute perfect fit, I felt like I’d be able to stay like this for days without any risk of losing circulation to my limbs.

I couldn’t feel any stray air currents, couldn’t see or hear… all I could do was feel, and even though the weight of my body was very much in evidence on the tips of my toes, it felt like I was floating through space.  I’d be in absolute heaven if I didn’t have the overwhelming urge to scratch my nose.  A sudden crackling in my ears startled me and brought me back to Earth.

“Well that was a job and a half,” Master Brandon said, his voice sounding amused even with the scratchiness imparted by the ear buds in the helmet.  “I’ll have to talk to Eddy and see if one of his robotic gizmos is able to do all these laces up if we ever want to try this again, since my fingers are worn out and raw after all that pulling.”

I would’ve smiled and even laughed if I was able to at the wimpy billionaire and his first-world problems.

“We’ve been monitoring your vitals from the moment we got the corset in place, and you appear to be holding up extremely well.  If I’m wrong, you can let me know by pressing the button under your left thumb.  Press once if you need to abort, twice if there’s a problem with a specific part of the suit, or three times if you’re good to continue.”

Now that he mentioned it, there were
 a couple of millimeters of freedom at my left thumb, and I could feel the button click when I flexed my thumb and depressed it.  I hit it three times.

“Excellent.  It seems that you’re hearing and understanding me, and want to continue.  You can tap out an SOS at any time if something goes wrong, or just press and hold it if you need to get my attention for any reason.  If I ask you a question, use one tap for yes and two for no.  Do you understand?”

I sighed and hit it once to prove to him I wasn’t an idiot and could understand simple English.

“Very well,” he said, sounding serious.  “Now, don’t panic, but I need to move you now.  The system will go offline until we get you on stage and reconnected to some power again.”

I was glad of the warning or I might’ve really panicked, since his idea of moving me was to pick me up by my waist and throw me over his shoulder.  It was quite disorienting and also slightly amusing since my outfit wouldn’t let my body sag over his shoulder, and I bet it looked quite comical.

I felt additional hands take hold of me when we got to the stage, and my arms were pulled straight out to the sides as they positioned me for whatever it was they’d be doing.  They must’ve also connected the ceiling winch to my shoulders, since I felt the crushing weight of my body and the heavy suit leave my toes.  That was a huge relief, since that was the one thing I was worried about.

By the time I heard the ear buds come to life again, I was held quite tightly in place with my boots fastened to the floor and my arms pulled both outwards and upwards.

“Everything looks good from our end,” he said.  “Press once if you’re still ok.”

I immediately pressed once, eager to find out what he was up to.

“Ok, time for a quick systems check.  Hold on to your hat and enjoy!”

I didn’t have time to wonder what he meant since I felt the vibrator in my pussy roar to life.  I gave myself fully over to the sensations, thinking his ‘hold onto my hat’ comment was permission for me to cum, and the amazing bondage had me feeling extremely horny.

Just as I was getting into it, I felt that one switch off and the one in my ass turn on.  Damn!  I wouldn’t have needed much longer before I popped, and while the butt plug vibrator actually felt pretty good, it wasn’t enough for what I needed.

The next stage of his test surprised me since it stimulated my nipples, and I’d never had any toys up there before.  It felt pretty damn nice, but once again was only enough stimulation to keep me worked up.  He cycled through both nipples, only right, and then only left before moving on.

When he turned on the vibe pressing against my clit, it brought me to the edge in about a nanosecond.  Knowing how much better my orgasm would be if I held on for even a few extra seconds, I bit down hard on the gag and tried to contain my impending explosion.

A few seconds was all I could manage, and also all I was willing to risk since I didn’t want him to end his systems check without getting to cum.  As the air exploded from my lungs, the fire in my groin seemed to take its place, and I felt my orgasm engulf my body from head to toe.

It overloaded my mind for a moment, or maybe an hour, since he turned the other vibrators back on the moment I started cumming, and the combined stimulation was beyond belief.  He was gracious enough to let it fully run its course before first slowing, and then stopping them all, leaving me delirious and panting to try and catch my breath.

“I’d call that a successful test,” he chuckled.

I had to agree.

“We have about twenty minutes before things begin, and I recommend you try to conserve your strength.  I have a feeling you’ll need it, since this will be a very
 long day.  Talk to you soon.”

With that, his voice was replaced by some God-awful elevator music that had me cursing his twisted sense of humor.  Still, I tried to take his advice and not struggle against my restraints, concentrating on keeping my breathing slow and even.  I lost track of time and was shocked when the music shut off and his voice returned.

“Welcome ladies and gentlemen,” he boomed.  “Thanks for joining us, and I hope you find today’s lesson in impact play both enjoyable and instructive.  My own personal sub Lori is our volunteer for today’s session, and I’m sure she’s eager to begin since she’s probably getting bored from just hanging around.”

Even for Master Brandon the joke was weak, but I heard a lot of polite laughter coming from the background in response to it.  I wondered how many people were here, and what he meant by ‘impact play’ lesson.

“Due to the protective full body corset the lovely Lori is wearing for us today, you’ll be able to practice on a live girl for the first time, without the risk of causing any real harm.  Her suit also has a complete sensor suite built into it, and the result of each strike will be displayed on the monitor above her.”

Now it all made sense to me, and I thought back to when I compared the heavy corset to a suit of armor.  In a very real way it was
 armor, and I had a feeling I’d be needing it.  He began talking about targets that needed to be avoided in impact play like the kidneys, liver, and face, as well as the pros and cons of the different ‘implements of destruction’ as he jokingly called them.

He droned on for so long that I was halfway zoned out and getting a little bored.  That was about to change.  Even through the heavy leather suit I felt the impact of the cane on my ass, and while it wasn’t as painful as it would’ve been if my ass was exposed, I definitely knew I’d been hit.

It also caused the vibrator in my ass to spring to life, and the true deviousness of his plan started to become apparent.  Each blow caused one of the vibrators to turn on, and the strength of the blow determined how fast it ran.  For the first time in my life, I wanted to get my pussy whipped.

They used whips, canes, paddles, crops, floggers, and a lot more I wasn’t quite sure of since I still couldn’t see anything.  My body should’ve been bruised and bleeding from the amount of punishment inflicted by his students, but the suit did its job well and I only felt some minor aches and pains.

What wasn’t minor was the state of my libido.  Since very few blows activated the two vibrators that counted most, I was kept in a high state of arousal with no relief in sight.  To make matters worse, this was only the first class of the day, and word of a live model had apparently spread since the second group was filled to capacity.

After a ‘lunch break’ where some water and a nutrient rich sludge was pumped through my gag, he casually mentioned there was only four more groups left to go, although he was prepared to work a little overtime in case we couldn’t fit everyone into the scheduled sessions.  I wished I could’ve flipped him the finger at that, but on the other hand, maybe the next group would have better aim and I’d finally be able to cum.

One could always hope.

I was an exhausted, frustrated, and gibbering wreck by the time the last class was over and he cut me out of my restraints.  I was barely able to stay awake while he bathed and massaged me, and I only spoke a few simple words before falling asleep in his arms.

“That was fun, but next time can you add a few more restraints?  It seemed a little wimpy to me.”

Life was good.


The Ultimate Experience

Master Brandon’s impact play school was the talk of the club for weeks, but even with repeated requests for more lessons with me as the target, he declined, saying he had something else in mind for me.  Despite my repeated attempts to find out what he had planned, all I earned was a few extra punishments for my efforts, and a serious lack of orgasms.

It was frustrating for me, but I knew he was putting a lot of hard work into his plans.  I’d find out when he was a hundred percent ready and not a moment sooner.  Patience was never my strong suit, but I endured since the only other option was to quit my job and break up with him.  Not a chance.

Even though I felt like I was a kid, and counting down the number of sleeps until Christmas morning, I stuck it out.  My only warning the day finally arrived was my orders to clean myself thoroughly inside and out, and wait for him behind the stage of the elite members section upstairs.

Some of the girls like Sherri enjoyed giving themselves an enema, but I had a tough time getting used to it.  Still, I gritted my teeth and made sure I followed my Masters instructions to a tee so I wouldn’t mess up his plans for my so-called ‘Ultimate Experience’ in bondage and submission.

My ablutions were slowed down by my care to make sure everything was as perfect as possible, but with the laser hair removal he’d had me do, the overall time wasn’t much longer than when he’d first claimed me.

When I thought I was as ready as I’d ever be I recited a soothing mantra a few times, slipped a silk robe over my shoulders, and slipped out of our apartment into the club.  There were only a few people up here at this time of day, and none of them even looked my way as I scurried behind the stage.  I had a feeling that’d be changing by the time of my next appearance.

A real Amazon of a girl was sitting in my chair and reading something on a tablet.  I knew her name was Nancy and she was a high ranking submissive, but we’d never had the opportunity to meet face to face before.

“About time,” she grunted, not even looking up from her tablet.  “Your stuff is in the boxes beside me, and you’re to get yourself dressed as much as you can.  I’ll help when needed, and make sure you don’t get anything wrong.  Your Master will be expecting you to be ready in an hour.”

I was intimidated by not only her size, but her demeanor.  With my head held low I hurried over to comply, but glanced up as I walked by and saw her lips twitch into a faint smile.  I knew she was simply playing Master Brandon’s game and immediately felt better about doing this with her.

The box was one of his multi-layer affairs, with the first layer containing two hoods and a type of ring gag with an inflatable insert for it.  The difference between this gag and the others he’d made me wear in the past was this one went over
 my front teeth, not just behind them.  Now I knew why he’d taken the alginate dental mold of my teeth last week.

Guessing I needed to work from left to right, I put ear buds in place, pulled my hair into a ponytail, and started with the latex hood.  It didn’t have a zipper or anything, but had enough stretch to it I was able to pull the opening wide and roll it down my head.  I got lucky and had the eye, nose, and mouth holes lined up perfectly on my first try.

The ring gag wasn’t the biggest one I’d had to wear, but having to fit it over my teeth made it harder than expected to get in place.  It only had a Velcro strap instead of a buckle, probably because of the inflatable panel gag that’d be going over top of it.  It seemed to work just fine, although it cut into the corners of my mouth a little.

The second hood was a heavy leather discipline helmet sitting in a pan of water.  I knew from last time it could be laced up crushingly tight, and wondered how much worse it’d be by the time it dried and the leather shrunk.  I shuddered at the thought, but at the same time I felt my nipples become engorged and rub against the silk robe.

Nancy helped lace it closed, her strength making it seem like child’s play, even with the wet laces.  Since I was conveniently sitting in front of her on her footstool, she also helped buckle the inflatable gag nice and tight, although she didn’t bother pumping it up.

I gave it a quick two pumps just so I could start getting used to it, and revealed the box’s second layer.  It was a beautiful new corset in black and red, and while it went from neck to hips, this one had two holes to allow my tits to poke through.  The holes looked way
 too small, but everything else he’d ever made fit me perfectly so I had to trust him.

It was a close thing, but by pulling and kneading them while Nancy reefed the laces tight, I was able to work both breasts through the holes.  It felt distinctly weird and they throbbed a bit from the constricted blood flow, but I rather liked the way they became extra sensitive.

There was still an inch or two left before the corset was completely closed, but she left it for now so I could get used to it and still have a tiny bit of extra flexibility for getting into the rest of my outfit.  I went to check the bottom layer of the first box and found the toys I’d be wearing for the night.

The vibrator was a knurled and ribbed affair about six inches by two, and had a built-in clit stimulator that made me wet just thinking about it.  The butt plug on the other hand, made me shiver since it was not only huge, but it had the metal strips down each side that meant it could shock me.

I turned beet red when Nancy asked if I needed any help, and shook my head no, determined to avoid that particular indignation.  I think it was sheer desperation that let me slide it home by myself, and I don’t think I stopped blushing the entire time.

The vibrator was no problem whatsoever with how wet I was, but the pair of toys left me feeling stuffed like never before and I had a hard time getting used to it.  A single leather strap connected to the front and back of the corset and held them in place so I could continue.

The overstuffed feeling got worse when I had to sit for the next step and the butt plug was forced a little deeper inside me, but I had no choice since it was time for my ballet boots.  These were in a black and red that matched my corset, and were new to me as well.

They were a lot easier to put on since they only went up to my knees, but they were heavily reinforced and had a daunting nine-inch heel.  They made my calves and feet hurt just looking at them, but I put them on anyway.  It simply wouldn’t do to disappoint the Master.

That was the last thing I could do for myself, since the next item was a pair of solid steel ‘gloves’ that were bent at a ninety degree angle at the elbow, and again at the wrist.  Padding on the inside kept my skin from being pinched as she bolted the sections together around each arm.

I started slipping into sub-space as she quickly inflated bondage ball gloves over my hands, buckled a posture collar around my neck, and finished tightening the corset.  All in all it was some seriously restrictive bondage, but not as bad as last time and I hoped this wasn’t all Master could come up with for my ‘ultimate bondage experience’.

As she led me onstage, I came close to falling with each step I took, and only her quick reactions kept me upright.  With my chin forced up by the posture collar I couldn’t see much of what waited for me, but it looked like a waist-high leather sling hanging from the ceiling.

She helped me bend over it and get into position with my bent arms supporting part of my weight in the front, and my legs mirroring the position behind me.  I felt very vulnerable and exposed this way, and even more so as she began strapping my legs so they were held wide and standing by myself again was impossible.

A veritable web of ratchet type cargo straps went out in every direction and tightened until my body was almost vibrating like a guitar string whenever she touched one.  Now this was more like it!

She went back to each strap several times to make sure none had any slack before picking up her tablet and starting the program Master gave her.  The wall of monitors on the side wall lit up showing my bound body from four different angles, and the toys stuffed inside me sprang to life, eliciting a low moan from my throat.

She snapped her fingers as if remembering something she’d forgotten, and picked up the inflator bulb for my gag, squeezing it until it was pumped up enough to make my cheeks press hard into the leather hood.  I wouldn’t be making any more audible moans.

After less than a minute and just as I was getting nicely aroused, the vibrations slowed down to an almost imperceptible level and the butt plug switched to intermittent shocks.  I swore to myself, guessing she wasn’t going to let me cum for quite some time.

I tried squeezing my vaginal muscles around the dildo to try and get myself off, but that wasn’t enough to finish the job and all I did was make myself extremely horny and frustrated.  I eventually gave up and waited for my Master, hoping he’d give me some serious attention soon.

No matter how often it happens, I’ve never learned to be careful of what I ask for since I’ll probably get it in a way I didn’t expect and definitely not like I wanted.  The moment my Master came onstage, I knew this would be another one of those times.

He sat in front of me in a chair one of the serving girls brought for him, staring straight into my eyes as if he was trying to weight my strength, endurance, and resolve.  I thought it was amazing how well we could communicate without words after such a short time of knowing each other, but I knew I was right when he nodded his head in satisfaction at what he saw.

He reached forward and deflated my gag, unbuckled it, and without further ado, dropped his pants to let his already hard cock spring free.  It wasn’t even close to what I was expecting, but I took it as a challenge and mentally prepared myself to suck his cock in front of everyone.

It wouldn’t be the first time I had to blow him around other people, but in the past we’d always been in a semi-private booth, so it wasn’t obvious to everyone.  Getting over my hang-ups and embarrassment was something he told me I’d have to do if I truly wanted to be his claimed sub, but I didn’t think it’d be this soon.

Still, what did I really have to be embarrassed about?  Every other person in the place took things like this for granted, and I should be proud to be able to give my Master pleasure whenever and wherever he chose.

I still blushed like a virgin teenager, but I took his cock straight into my throat with his first thrust and worked him over as best as I could with the ring gag and my immobility limiting what I could do.

It only took him a couple of minutes before he came with a satisfied moan and shot his load mostly down my throat.  It wasn’t my best showing, but considering my situation I thought I did pretty good, and I even managed to gradually lick his cock clean.

I still had the taste of his cum in my mouth when he put the gag back in place and pumped it up again, but for some reason I didn’t mind it this time.  He gave me a big smile and a jaunty wink just before he snapped the blindfold in place and removed my sight.

I wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but I heard several sets of footsteps all around me, and at least three or four different people started working on my restraints.  After trying to puzzle it out for a few minutes, I determined it was actually five
 people, since I was being wrapped in plastic wrap and all four limbs plus my torso were being wrapped at the same time.

He took away my sight so I couldn’t figure out what they were doing, but he left the ear buds active so I had at least a chance of figuring it out.  That was a part of the game we both enjoyed, but while I heard banging, clanking, and tape tearing off the roll, his plan was beyond my experience.

All I knew was I was gradually getting wrapped with several different layers, getting quite hot, and getting every last millimeter of available movement taken away.  Someone was also fucking with the remote for my toys, giving each one short buzzes and zaps, although nowhere near enough to give me any relief.

Breathing became a real chore before they were even halfway done, since my worked up body was demanding a lot more air than my increasingly restrictive restraints allowed.  It was a close thing, but I managed to stay on the right side of oxygen debt by concentrating hard.

My sense of time was totally screwed, but I was sure it was well over an hour before they finished working on me.  My curiosity was driving me crazy and I really wished he hadn’t blindfolded me this time.  Whatever he was doing was something special and unique.

My ear buds were turned off and I was left alone for quite some time after that, although my toys kept me occupied, alert, and extremely horny.  I’d been right on the very verge of cumming at least a dozen times, but something always messed it up, like the butt plug zapping me with more power than I was comfortable with.

I’d been zoned out for so long I tried to jump and yelp when he ripped the blindfold away, although both actions didn’t have much in the way of visible or audible effect.  My eyes went straight to the monitors once I blinked them clear, and what I saw completely
 blew me away.

Almost my entire body was hidden from view by what looked like fiberglass casts, and each section was redundantly reinforced by steel struts.  The only skin left showing was the parts I actually wanted covered in front of everyone, namely my tits, ass, and crotch.  It made me feel even more exposed than simple nudity.

Yes, I blushed again… bite me.

Master gave me a few minutes to study my absolute bondage before stepping behind me and removing my crotch strap.  I no longer cared about the embarrassment I’d just felt, I just wanted him to take care of my all-consuming need for a good hard fuck.

I almost screamed when I felt him work the butt plug out of my ass, (and not from the pain of being stretched again) since it was extremely hard for me to cum from just anal stimulation.  Why wouldn’t he just fuck me properly already so I could cum?

The moment the plug came free and my rosebud was more like a black hole, his rampant cock took its place, easily sliding deep inside me until his hips were pressed hard against my ass cheeks.

He started off with slow and deliberate thrusts so I could get used to it, but to be honest it wasn’t really necessary.  For the first time, I actually felt loose back there due to the fat plug doing its job and my extreme sexual arousal.

After his initial ‘warm-up’ he began pounding hard into me, the sound of flesh slapping on flesh sounded unnaturally loud to me, yet my body didn’t move even a fraction of an inch.  I latched onto the extreme nature of my bondage and slipped back into sub-space, thinking I might actually get to cum.

Wrong.

I was so close I could practically taste it, but not close enough that I could get past the wall before I felt his seed pumping into my bowels.  It’s a good thing I was still gagged, or my howl of frustration might’ve been heard clear across town.

I felt a few tears leak out of my eyes when he worked the butt plug back into place and gave me a few playful slaps on the ass.  While my body slowly calmed down, I fumed and plotted elaborate revenge scenarios involving ropes, whips, heavy weights, and chickens. (Don’t ask.)

He never bothered to replace the crotch strap after he’d finished, he simply pulled his chair behind me and kept the vibrator from falling to the floor with his hand.  It gave him the opportunity to tease me to an even higher level than before, and my revenge plot started to include multiple chickens and a few select kitchen appliances. (Really… don’t ask.)

I could see by the time stamp on the video screens that it was precisely at the top of each hour when he dropped his drawers and used me for his pleasure, either in my mouth or my ass, but never where I wanted it most.  The only positive thing going for me was he took the time to clean himself off after using my back door and switching to my mouth.

He seemed to be playing some kind of game that I didn’t know the rules for, and he couldn’t be bothered to explain to me.  With my brain working at about two percent capacity due to my long orgasmic denial, I began to despair and think I’d never figure it out.  What was I missing?

Not counting Master or myself, there were five other people on stage with us, but they were simply sitting around a table, drinking, chatting, and having a good old time.  I assumed they were the ones who’d helped put me into my extreme bondage, but that was as much as my brain could compute.

It took four more cycles before more than two brain cells fired at the same time and I thought I figured out what he wanted from me.  During some of my past long-term bondage session, he’d put a computer in front of me with a program that taught me Morse code as a way to communicate while gagged.

I’d gotten pretty good at it after a few weeks, and now it was time to put that knowledge to use and see if I was right.  I took a few minutes to compose a proper message, and then grunted it out as loud as I could.

PLEASE MASTER MAY I THANK THOSE WHO HELPED WITH MY BONDAGE TODAY

I was vaguely aware of the room falling slowly silent once I started my message, and when I finished the last letter I almost wondered if he’d shut off my ear buds since it’d gone so quiet.  I didn’t have to wonder long, though, since the entire room roared to life with cheers, clapping, and enthusiastic foot stomping.

“Good girl,” Master said.  “I was beginning to wonder if you’d ever figure it out.  With no instructions or even a warning, it was a real long shot, and you have no idea how proud I am of you right now.”

I felt my face go flush with his approval, and also with something else; anticipation.  As one, the group around the table rose, with two of them going to the far side of the stage to pick up a low, padded bench, and the rest shedding their clothes.

The bench was slid below me at the same time as Nancy pressed her pussy into my face and I lost my ability to see what was happening.  Not that it really mattered.

As soon as she was in position I darted my tongue out and began licking her moist folds, ending each stroke with a quick flick over her clit.  I was far from the best pussy licker, but I knew what worked for me and figured she’d enjoy the same.

I felt her body tremble at the same time a low moan escaped her lips and knew my gut instinct was right, but by then the next person was in place on the bench below me, and I had my own intimate feelings to worry about.

I had no idea who it was, but as the cock slid inside my flooding pussy I thought it felt like my Master.  I felt a brief moment of guilt in case it wasn’t, but then he began thrusting into me and my lust overrode all my higher brain functions.

He’d barely just begun when I felt the butt plug pop free and a pair of fingers began lubing me up in preparation of my first double penetration.  Surprisingly, I didn’t even blush this time, and I found myself actually looking forward to it.  Everything seemed to freeze for a moment as my last hole was put to use, but then the world exploded.

I didn’t think my tongue action was anything special, but Nancy started cumming very
 loudly and very
 strongly.  She practically flooded my mouth with her juices as she shuddered into an epic climax, which was the straw that broke the camel’s back as far as my pent up lust was concerned.

My own climax, long denied and kept at a fever pitch for longer than I thought humanly possible finally burst through strong enough to make the fiberglass creak when my body tensed and strained against it.

The darkness in front of me caused by her tightly pressed snatch went white with the power of my release, and my whole body felt like it was a guitar string again, thrumming after being struck by a heavy metal power cord.

Each pulse was like a strobe light from the same rock concert, and each one drove me higher and higher into new plains of pure pleasure.  I shook and shivered without much effect, my inescapable bondage only adding more fuel to the fire searing through my soul.

Despite being the last one to join the party, the guy ass-fucking me was the first to cum.  It started a chain reaction that had me slip straight into my second orgasm, Nancy began squirting, and Master filled my cunt with his wondrous seed.

Our combined orgasms and aftershocks kept us going for quite some time, but eventually Nancy stepped back, and the cocks went soft and slipped out of me.  It was almost disappointing for it to end, but any longer and I might have gone noisily mad from the overload of pleasure we’d just shared.

My body went limp and my eyes closed while I recovered, so it was quite a surprise when I felt a latex cock rub against my lips.  I had just enough time to see a black gimp suit before the cock jutting out of it slid into my helpless mouth and lodged itself deep in my throat.

He pulled out to let me breathe only once or twice per minute, and my head was spinning from the lack of air caused by my explosive orgasms and amplified by him keeping his dick deep inside of me.  I was close to panic, but managed to get myself under control before round two got underway.

Even though I couldn’t see, I knew it was a dildo that was forcing its way up my ass, since unless some guy had a dick that felt like four tennis balls joined together, it wasn’t real.  Real or not wasn’t really relevant, though, since I was now impaled with the thing.

When I felt something brush my labia I was fully expecting another cock, but a hot exhalation of breath followed by a warm and wet tongue was enough to tell me I was about to get a licking as good as I’d just given to Nancy.  I really wanted Master’s cock again, but my body wasn’t about to complain, and I knew he needed time to recover, especially since he’d already cum so many times tonight while I figured things out.

I’d heard gossip around the club that Nancy was considered to be ranked third in the art of cunnilingus.  With how fast she brought me to a screaming orgasm, I was almost scared to find out what it’d be like to have one of the top two go down on me.

She was only the third girl to lick me down there, but the difference was beyond belief.  Even though wave after wave of orgasms were crashing through me, I did my best to take notes so I’d be able to return the favor someday.  She really was that fucking good.

Twice I came close to passing out from the non-stop orgasms she gave me and the resultant lack of air it caused.  It was both so good and so bad I actually missed it when Gary came into his latex cock sheath and practically smothered me when he collapsed.

My world blurred from that point onwards as I drifted from one orgasm to the next, with all three of my holes in continuous use in a never ending variety of male and female partners.  At the end, I couldn’t do much to give any of the girls much pleasure with my mouth since my mind had long gone blank, but they knew the signs and adapted the scene to keep it going.

Eventually the last of the assistants, (and whoever else Master allowed to join in on stage) were sated, and only a single person remained.  He was behind me and gently stroking my dripping folds with the head of his cock while I fought back the darkness and got a meaningful amount of air back into my lungs.  I felt weight press down on my back as he leaned over me and spoke with his cheek against mine.

“You will cum at the exact moment I do,” Master said.  “For every second you’re off, either faster or slower, you’ll remain like this for a full day.  You are now truly claimed, and none will doubt you, but do this one last task for me
.”

As he began pounding my pussy as hard as he could without causing me pain, I vowed to show him I was up for any challenge he gave me.  Still, as I felt his urgency grow and my own need match him thrust for thrust, I couldn’t help thinking one simple naughty thought.

It’d almost be a shame if he let me out too quick with how much effort everyone had put into my ultimate bondage experience.  I was fully primed and ready when I felt him begin to cum, but my contrary mind held off for another seven seconds before I allowed the tsunami to break loose.  Seven seconds meant I’d be trapped like this for another week.  Darn.

###



Serving the Master


Prelude 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.


Conflicting 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.


Elite 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.


The 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.

###



Surrender 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.


The 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.


Surrender

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.

###



Punished by the Master


Full-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.


Demerits

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.

###



The Desperate Submissive


Prologue

My name is Alice Montero, and one would think I had it all.  I had a big, beautiful house, more money than I could spend in a dozen lifetimes, and enough power to make sure nobody could fuck me over and get away with it.

The few who knew me better… namely lawyers, doctors, and psychiatrists… knew me as someone who became a widow on my honeymoon.  They saw me as someone broken.

That was the only thing missing from my life; a man strong enough to take control, yet tender and loving enough that I could trust him with my life.  Those were the two crucial points, since I wasn’t like normal girls and had no desire to become one of the masses.

I was a complete submissive down the very core of my being, and couldn’t imagine life as anything else.  One would think I had it all, but they were dead wrong.  Without a Master my life was empty.

Finding one wasn’t as easy as you’d think, either.  Sure… practically every guy I went out with was willing and even eager to tie me up for sex, but rope work that even a child could escape from was somehow more depressing than none at all.

Even worse were the ones who didn’t realize that punishment or impact play was supposed to heighten the experience, not leave bruises to the bone or cuts that bled for hours.  Without a doubt being a submissive could be dangerous, and I had the scars to prove it to anyone too stupid to take my word for it.

What I needed was someone I could implicitly trust to take care of me while I fed my darker desires, and that kind of trust was in short supply these days.  There was more than one way to skin a cat, as the saying goes, and I thought I’d finally figured out the way to make it work.

If I couldn’t find
 a proper Master, maybe I could train
 one.


Seducing the Master

Self-bondage was always enjoyable at the time, yet the fun ended the moment my release mechanism came into play and my bondage became nothing more than an inconvenience.  It fed my inner beast and got me through the night, but that was about it.  It was too predictable to provide anything else.

Hope springs eternal, though, and my current hope was a man I met at a local club named Lucas Rimes.  Out of all the men I’d had the misfortune to hook up with over the last year, he was different.

I’m not talking about the superficial things like the fact he was so broke he didn’t have a pot to piss in or a window to throw it out of, but more in the way he acted around me.  He was the old-fashioned kind of guy that was far too rare in this day and age, and did all the little things that made me feel special.

At a restaurant he’d always dash ahead to hold open the door for me, slide my chair in as I sat, and politely stood if I had to get up to visit the little girl’s room.  In short, he actually had proper manners, in an age where most men thought they were being polite by not farting until after
 their blowjob was over.

He didn’t even jump on the chance to tie me up like all my previous boyfriends had, even though I gave more than enough hints that I was ready and willing.  I could tell by the bulge in his pants that bondage was something that didn’t turn him off in the least; he just seemed unwilling to risk hurting me and ruining what we had.

I could work with that, and put a bold plan together over the next few months.

***

It was a Friday night, and rather than going out to dinner and a movie like we usually did, I suggested we stay in instead.  I wasn’t really much of a cook, but I could usually manage to not burn water as long as I was paying attention, and managed to put together an adequate candlelight dinner for the two of us.

It was tough keeping a straight face as he complimented me on everything he ate, since I was eating the exact same thing and knew it wasn’t nearly as perfect as he proclaimed it to be.  Still, it was quite sweet, and made me more determined than ever to make my plan succeed tonight.

After dinner we snuggled together on the living room sofa and watched the chick flick DVD he’d rented and thought I’d like, but I couldn’t even remember the name five minutes after it was over.  Now it was my turn to select the movie, and I picked the worn old VHS tape from my collection that had first gotten me interested in BDSM.

It was called Nine and a Half Weeks, and while not especially risqué by today’s standards, it had caused just as much of an outraged controversy as Fifty Shades of Grey.  About thirty minutes later, we arrived at the moment I was waiting for.

It wasn’t a coincidence that I’d changed into the same kind of sexy outfit that Kim Basinger wore when Mickey Rourke blindfolded her and teased her with an ice cube until she was practically delirious with desire.  That scene never failed to turn me on, and tonight was no exception… for both of us.

Brushing my hand over his crotch I discovered he was already sporting a massive erection, and had to resist the urge to simply jump his bones here and now.  I knew he would’ve readily given in to his primal desire as well, since I’d made sure we’d done nothing more than heavy petting for the last three months.

We were both more than ready.

“Lucas dear,” I began, in a throaty whisper barely loud enough to be heard over the movie.  “It’s fairly obvious this scene is turning you on just as much as it is me, so how would you like to try it for real?”

Barely able to take his eyes off the action on the screen, I saw his eyes grew wide and he had to gulp several times before he could answer.

“I’d never imagined something so simple could be so erotic,” he finally replied.  “Does it really turn you on as well?”

“More than you know.  If you knew how many times I’ve watched, rewound, and re-watched this scene, you wouldn’t have to ask.”

Before he could reply, I slowly slipped out of the sweater I’d been wearing, revealing the thin, white shirt beneath.  Even in the dim light it was impossible to miss the fact I wasn’t wearing a bra, since my nipples were already doing their best to poke holes through the thin cotton that barely concealed them.

I didn’t need to turn in order to locate the neatly folded silk scarf that I’d left on the end table.  I simply handed it to him and looked deep into his eyes while I still could.

He carefully folded the supple silk once, twice, three times and four, until he had a long strip about two inches wide that I knew I wouldn’t be able to see through, even if the light was better.  My heart began racing and my breath caught in my throat as he covered my eyes and gently, but firmly, tied it off behind my head.

Now he began to slowly caress my body, taking his cue from the movie, but allowing his hands to wander wherever the moment took him.  It was almost enough to make me burst, yet I managed to hold it in with only a faint whimper escaping my lips to reveal how deeply he had me under his spell.

His caresses continued as he helped me lay across the sofa, and his fingers felt charged with electricity whenever he brushed them over any exposed flesh, of which there was an ever-growing amount.  When the last button of my shirt was undone and my breasts fully exposed, he seemed to stop, almost like he was unsure he should continue.

My frustration at being so close, yet so far almost got the better of me, but before I could voice my complaint, I felt an ice-cold drop of water hit my lips.  He hadn’t chickened out; he was simply continuing with the scene from the movie, and had plucked an ice cube from his glass.

I’d often fanaticized about what this particular scene might’ve felt like, but the real thing was so much better there was simply no comparison.  When the ice cube made its way from my lips, down my throat, and over my right nipple, I was almost beside myself with the overwhelming strength of my desire.

I wanted nothing more than for him to rip my panties away and fuck me silly, but he’d taken charge now and wanted to do this right.  Rather than becoming frustrated by his actions, I found my desire increasing ten-fold as I realized he was actually dominating me for the first time, and it wasn’t my place to criticize anything he decided to do.

Whenever, whatever, or however he chose to do things to me was out of my control, just like I’d always dreamed of.  Now it just remained to be seen if I could handle it from someone I genuinely wanted to be my Master.

It was only a simple blindfold, yet the symbolic meaning was far out of proportion to what a few square feet of thin silk should’ve been possible to represent.  I wore it all night long, and through more sex than we’d had in the entire time I’d been going out with him, not even taking it off when I got up in the middle of the night to go pee.

As far as I was concerned, he’d put it on me, so only he was allowed to remove it.  I made sure he got the absolute best night of sex he’d ever had, and he surprised me by making sure I got just as much pleasure as he did.

In the end, he’d proven to have more stamina than me, and I fell asleep in his arms, content in the knowledge that he was firmly mine and I was soon to be completely his.  I’d found my Master.


Training the Master

Getting him worked up into a sexual frenzy with the blindfold was a small step, but an important one.  I knew he was the one I needed due to another simple, yet even more important fact; I’d been able to have a real
 orgasm during sex for the first time since my husband died.

I wish I’d been able to add something more to our first foray into BDSM, but I knew I had to tread lightly with Lucas to keep from scaring him off.  Out of everyone in the whole world he was about the least likely candidate to fill the role of my Master, but I knew he’d eventually come around and enjoy BDSM as much as I did.

My biggest problem with him right now was also the thing that told me he was the one.  He was brought up proper, and that meant he was the kind of guy who treated a girl like a fragile piece of glass.  Even getting him to spank me would be difficult.

He was even apologetic over the blindfold the next morning, and seemed a little embarrassed over how strongly he’d reacted.  That meant another month of painfully boring date nights and occasional vanilla sex that did nothing for me, until I finally managed to convince him it was what I both loved and wanted more of.

Unfortunately, either his creativity sucked, or his fear of hurting me was too strong, since his idea of bondage was to simply tie my wrists to the bedframe above my head with a scarf before making love.  It was such a letdown I couldn’t even cum, although I doubt he realized that, since I was something of an expert at faking orgasms.

On a brighter note, at least the knots had been tight enough that I couldn’t get free on my own.  Maybe he’d been a boy scout when he was a kid.

I’d tried to avoid giving him too many instructions, since in my mind, topping from the bottom was almost as bad as no bondage at all, but it was painfully obvious I’d have to take the lead for at least a little while.  Subtlety sure as hell wasn’t working!

He seemed to think a silk scarf was a gentle way to tie someone up, so I went online and ordered fifty of the best and biggest ones I could find.  I even paid for rush shipping to make sure they were here for our next date night, and had them all cleaned, folded, and neatly arranged by size on top of the liquor cabinet in the den.

When I got home after the movie, I quickly changed into something more comfortable (and sexy) and curled up on the rug in front of the fireplace to wait for him with a glass of wine.  It was a long wait, since we’d met for our date at the restaurant, which meant he had to drive here on his own.

The only way his Toyota could ever beat my Maserati was if he pushed it off a cliff, and I found myself getting quite fidgety with how long it seemed to take.  When I finally heard the front door open and close, I arranged my translucent baby-doll to show off my assets in the best light possible, and tried to pose as seductively as I could.

While I already knew what he thought of me, it was extremely gratifying to see his reaction when he rounded the corner and found me waiting for him.  After a brief, stunned moment, he picked his jaw up off the floor and came over to claim a kiss.

“Have I ever told you how beautiful you are?” he asked.

“Yes, but you can tell me again if you like.  A girl never gets tired of things like that, you know,” I impishly replied.

He proceeded to do so in great detail in between kisses, but before things could progress too far, I put up a hand and held it against his chest.

“We need to talk,” I said, instantly switching from seductive to serious.

He paused in the process of unbuttoning his shirt and looked up like he thought he’d done something wrong.  I quickly continued before he got the wrong idea.

“Do you love me?” I asked.

“You know I do, baby.”

“Then I need you to do something for me.”

“You know I’ll do anything for you.”

“Well, the problem is you haven’t.  I’ve tried to give you some hints, but you’re either slower than the average make, or unwilling to try.”

“You’re talking about tying you up before sex,” he mumbled, blushing.

“Yes.  I love you just as much as you say you love me, but that’s not enough.  It’s no reflection on you or your lovemaking skills, it’s just a part of who I am.  I’m… different
 from other girls, and need you to realize I’m not explaining this to you on a mere whim.”

“You seem to enjoy sex with me as much as any other girl I’ve gone to bed with, so why ruin a good thing with unnecessary and possibly dangerous complications?”

“Well… I might’ve faked an orgasm now and then, just to keep you from getting discouraged.”

“Your tone of voice leads me to believe ‘now and then’ means more often than naught.  Have I ever really satisfied you?”

“Yes, but only on that one night when you used the blindfold for the first time.  Please don’t get angry… I told you it had to do with me, not you, and I meant it.  Maybe my brain is just wired wrong or something, but that’s the way it is.  Can you live with that and love me for who I am, and not who you want me to be?”

He turned away at that, sitting completely still and quiet for so long, I thought it was all over.  I had tears in my eyes by the time he finally looked back and smiled.

“I’ve already told you that I’m willing to do anything to make you happy, and if this is what it takes, then so be it.  What do you want me to do?”

A lump in my throat prevented me from answering out loud, but I tilted my head towards the bar cabinet and the waiting array of scarves.  He got the picture immediately, and walked over to inspect them.

He poured himself a scotch before touching them, maybe to buy some time so he could think about what I’d practically begged him to do to me.  After a few minutes he seemed to reach some sort of decision, and tossed back the rest of his drink.

Picking up a handful of the longest ones, he came back and dumped them unceremoniously on the floor between us.

“If this is what you really want, I’ll do my best, but I have to be honest… I don’t have a fucking clue how to do this kind of stuff properly, and I’m scared I’ll hurt you by accident.”

“I can teach you how to tie me up without cutting off circulation or putting me into a position that’s too painful, but that’s the easy part.  You need to learn how to take control of the situation and make
 me submit to whatever it is you decide to do.  I’m not talking about rough stuff… yet… just that if I tell you everything I want you to do, then it’s no better than when I tie myself up.”

“You tie yourself up?” he asked, incredulously.

“Once in a while,” I admitted.  “I wasn’t lying when I said I needed a bit of bondage in order to get any kind of satisfaction.”

“I’ll do my best, but I wasn’t lying either when I said I’m not sure on what to do.”

“Well, why don’t you start by dragging the coffee table over here.  It’s pretty heavy, and I bet if you tie my wrists to two of the legs I won’t be able to move it.”

He nodded and did as I suggested, taking a scarf and tying it off to the first leg once it was in place.

“Stop,” I said, interrupting him before he got too far.  “Don’t just twist the scarf, or it’ll dig into my wrists when you tie it off.  Lay it out and fold it over until it’s about two inches wide, and then tie it off.  If you do it that way, you could probably leave me tied up all night without a problem.”

He was inexperienced, but he wasn’t stupid.  He immediately saw what I meant, and folded the scarf nicely before tying it to the table.  After adding a scarf to the other leg, he turned back to me and raised a questioning eyebrow.

“That’s perfect,” I assured him, lying down and stretching my arms out toward the waiting silken restraints.  “If you wrap it around my wrist a few times before you tie it off, it’ll lower the chance of pinching in and cutting off circulation to my hands.”

I think mentioning a potential circulation issue was a mistake, since he totally wimped out when he tied my first wrist.  I slipped my hand free a few seconds later, and made him redo it three times until I was sure I wouldn’t be getting loose on my own.

Now that my arms were nicely spread wide and tied off above me, he resumed kissing and fondling my ‘helpless’ body.  Between the bondage and his skillful ministrations I was definitely getting turned on, but didn’t want him to think that such minimal bondage was all it’d take to get my motor running.

“You know there’s a lot more scarves in my collection, right?” was all I said, hoping he’d pick up on my fairly blatant clue.

I then clamped my legs firmly together, crossed my ankles, and did everything I could to avoid his touch until he finally figured it out.

There were two overstuffed antique armchairs that we sometimes sat in to watch the fire, and were just as heavy as the coffee table.  Without a word, he pulled them closer to the rug and began folding another pair of scarves, a cute little furrow of concentration wrinkling his brow.

I spread my legs as wide as I could once he had the first scarf tied to the chair, and could feel my heart start to really race once he began wrapping the other end over my ankle.  This was more like it!

Almost.

In his haste to tie me up like I wanted, he neglected to remove my panties and had to free a leg so he could slide them off.  Once he’d taken care of that not-so-minor detail and rebound my leg, I wriggled around to test my binds, and found them pleasingly firm.

“Is that too tight?” he asked.

He looked slightly worried, and might’ve thought my wriggling was a struggle to get free from something unpleasant or painful.  I loved him, but he sure could be dense sometimes.

“It’s absolutely lovely, although if you want to make it perfect, you could slide the chairs back a tad to stretch me out a little better.”

Expecting a different answer, he did a quick double-take, but did as I suggested.  I would’ve actually liked to have been stretched a little tighter, but this was more than good enough for a first time and I didn’t want to push my luck any further tonight.

He gave me another long, deep kiss before sitting back on his haunches and folding one final scarf.

“Are you sure all of this is what you really want?” he asked.

“Yes… Master,” I replied, the last word barely audible.

With a nod, he lowered the folded silk over my eyes and tied it firmly behind my head.  Expecting him to get right to the main event, I was surprised when I felt another piece of soft silk being dragged across my breasts.

The sensation felt electric, and I swear my nipples tried to poke their way through the thin lingerie that still covered them.  That sensation was magnified a thousand fold a moment later when he freed my globes and ran the supple scarf directly over my bare flesh.

I had to bite my tongue in order to keep from begging him to take me right now, since having him in control was driving my desire higher with each passing second, and after all, was what I’d been hoping for all along.  That didn’t mean it was easy, though.

Nothing worthwhile was.

He teased me for so long I was practically delirious, and just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, felt him crawl over my leg and wiggle into position.  After a final teasing tweak of my nipples, he slowly slid inside and gave me what I so desperately needed.

If I thought his caresses were electric, it was nothing compared to the feeling of him filling me.  Lightning coursed through my veins while thunder deafened my ears, and I thought my heart might burst out of my chest.

I came within moments, which was a good thing since he lasted barely a minute before cumming himself.  Normally one who could make love for an impressively long time, it was definitive proof I wasn’t the only one who was turned on by our little bondage game, and gave me real hope for the future.

I knew it’d take a long time to get past the baby-step stage of our new BDSM relationship, but even table scraps are a feast when you’re starving.  I was now sure I could teach Lucas what he needed to know in order to become my Master, and once he got his confidence up, hoped he’d be able to teach me a thing or two as well.


Baby Steps

I was a little stiff the next morning, since I’d begged him to leave me tied up all night and my body wasn’t used to the unaccustomed strain.  That would come with time, though, and could be helped along with certain exercises.

I also pulled a calf muscle when I woke in the middle of the night and fought my binds in an instinctive panic, until I remembered where I was and who was with me.  My thrashing woke Lucas up and it took some fast talking to convince him I didn’t really want to be set free, just held.

Despite those few hiccups, it was one of the best nights I’d had in years, and even with a sore leg I went around all day with a spring in my step and a smile on my face.  Lucas was always good at reading my moods, and seeing how bubbly I was the next morning did a lot to reassure him that the bondage had honestly made me very happy.

I don’t think mere words would’ve done it, but my attitude convinced him that despite whatever his thoughts or concerns might’ve been, bondage was definitely part of our relationship now.  After tiptoeing around the subject all morning, he seemed to have finally resolved some sort of inner conflict, and said we needed to sit down and talk about it in greater detail.

He didn’t have to ask me twice!  I’d been wracking my brains all day trying to figure out a way to do just that, and having him be the one to broach the subject felt like a major victory.  I wanted to sit down on the sofa so we could cuddle, but he chose the kitchen table so he could avoid any distractions I might come up with.

“Tell me about bondage,” he began, without preamble.  “What does it mean to you?  How does it really make you feel?  What do you get out of it?  Why is it so important to you?  None of this really makes any sense to me right now, and I need to understand before we go any further.”

I hadn’t been expecting such a flood of questions, and had to take a moment to compose my thoughts before answering him.

“Bondage and BDSM is quite a broad topic, and means something different to everyone.  It’s hard to explain exactly why it makes me feel the way I do, but I’ll try to explain as best as I can.

“Go on.”

“Well, to start off with, I’ve been submissive for as long as I can remember… even before I knew what a submissive was, or what the tingling sensations it caused in me meant.  Heck… even as a young girl playing games like cops and robbers with the other neighborhood kids, I always picked the side that guaranteed I’d wind up tied to a tree or something.”

“You couldn’t have known what bondage was back then.”

“I had no clue what bondage was, or why it made me feel special,” I agreed.  “In fact, it wasn’t until I was in my teens that I came across a porno mag in my dad’s garage, and found out I wasn’t the only one who had this unnatural urge to be tied up.”

“Unnatural urge?”

“That’s what my shrink called it.  My mom caught me one night when I’d tied myself up, and put me in therapy to cure my ‘deviant behavior’.  Personally, I think my sessions with him did more harm than good, since the uptight ass didn’t even try to understand.

“Anyway, I went through the motions he expected, and said all the right things until he pronounced me ‘cured’, and my folks stopped watching me like a hawk.  I wasn’t cured, though… I simply became more cautious and got better at hiding my evil sexual deviancy.”

“So you knew it was sexual already?”

“Sort of.  I was in high school by then, and sexually active with my boyfriend, although bondage wasn’t a part of it.  I was too scared to mention it to him, thinking the shrink might’ve been right about me.  I didn’t want to scare him off.

“It wasn’t until my senior year that it all came together one night when we were having sex and he was using my arms to support his weight that it all clicked.  It made me feel like I was trapped and couldn’t get away, even though I’m sure he would’ve let go if I asked.

“I didn’t… ask I mean… instead, I closed my eyes and pretended I was a damsel in distress who’d been kidnapped and was being ravished by my captor.  I had my first orgasm that night, and used the memory to provide many more over the years when I tied myself up and masturbated.”

“It sounds more like a rape fantasy,” he replied, wrinkling his nose.

“No, that’s not it at all.  I’ve known girls who’ve been raped, and their stories did absolutely nothing for me.  He hadn’t actually known what he was doing, and I trusted he wouldn’t deliberately hurt me.  It’s the trust that makes all the difference.”

“Ok, I think I can see the difference.”

“There’s a phrase in the bondage world that says it better – safe, sane, and consensual.”

“So if I was to tie you up against your will, you wouldn’t get off on it?”

“Well… I already know I can trust you, so I probably would,” I chuckled.  “Also, having you tie me up is what I want more than anything right now, so it wouldn’t be against my will.”

“You know what I mean,” he argued.

“If it was some random stranger who tied me up and took advantage of me, then no… I wouldn’t ‘get off’ on it,” I agreed.

“That covers consensual, but what about safe and sane?  Don’t think I haven’t noticed that limp you’ve been trying to hide.  It seems we’ve already crossed that line, and I’m not sure I want to risk hurting you anymore.”

“That was my fault.  I could never have tied myself like that on my own, and I’d forgotten where I was for a few seconds.  I doubt it’ll happen again, especially once you get better at rigging.”

“Rigging?”

“A rigger is the name for someone who ties people up.  Bondage is a skill, and just like anything else, you’ll get better with experience.  Would you like to see an example of what I mean?”

“Ok,” he replied after a moment.  “But no sex until we finish this conversation.”

“Spoilsport,” I laughed.

I went to get a piece of rope from the bag of bondage goodies hidden at the back of my closet, but decided at the last second to bring the whole thing.  Even though we were still taking baby steps, if this conversation turned out the way I hoped, we’d be using some of it tonight.

That was later, though, so I left it at the kitchen doorway and approached him with only a few lengths of soft cotton rope.  Handing one over, I sat next to him and had him turn his chair so we faced each other.

“Tie my wrists together,” I said, holding my hands together in front of me.

He shook out the bundle of rope and grabbed it near an end, wrapping it around my wrists twice before tying it off with a simple granny knot.  There was still a lot of rope left, so he did a few more turns to get rid of the slack, and tied it off a second time the same way.

“Not bad, but not exactly good either.  Pulling the knots that way usually over tightens the last wrap of rope, and can pinch quite painfully.  Even worse, I can already feel the tips of my fingers begin to tingle, which means the rope is cutting off some of the circulation to my hands.”

“Shit,” he swore, undoing the knots and removing the rope.

“Try again,” I urged.

He was a lot more hesitant this time, and left the ropes loose enough that I was able to slip out of them within a few seconds.  I untangled it all and decided to give him a proper demonstration, so I stood and slipped out of my pants.

“We agreed on no sex,” he said.

“I didn’t actually agree,” I countered.  “But that’s not what I had in mind.  Cloth under the ropes can bunch up and create a pressure point.”

I sat back down and put my feet up on his knees so I could work easier, and he could see exactly what I was doing.  Grabbing the two ends of the rope, I folded it over until I could find the middle.

“This is called a larks head knot,” I explained, putting it over my ankles and pulling the ends through the middle loop.  “You can pull it reasonably tight this way, and by giving the whole thing a few wraps before tying it off, reduce the chance of circulation issues.”

“Ok, I can see how that works a lot better than what I did,” he replied once I’d finished.

I undid the knot and unwound it so I could show him the next trick.

“Using a larks head is both fast and efficient, yet there’s a way to make it even more secure without tightening the wraps too much.  This is called cinching it.”

I showed him how I used the leftover rope to go between my ankles and over the wraps, to make it a tie I could stay in for hours or even days without losing circulation… once he learned how to do it properly.

“Take a new piece of rope, and using my ankles for a reference, try tying my wrists again.”

He did a much better job this time.  Not perfect, but definitely something I couldn’t slip out of unless I used my teeth to pull the knot open.  It was also reasonably comfortable, which was important for some of the more interesting scenes I was hoping to work up to soon.

He freed my wrists far too soon for my liking, but before he could free my ankles as well, I pulled them out of his reach and spun away from him.

“There’s one particular application of the cinch that I’d like you to try, since it’ll really demonstrate how efficient it is.  Start off by tying my wrists behind my back and then I’ll walk you through it.”

It felt like he tied my wrists with a lot more confidence this time, and finished quickly.  He also tied off the knot in a place where my questing fingers could never reach, although that might’ve just been by fluke.

“That’s perfect,” I complimented him.  “Now take that last piece of rope and make a larks head over my elbows.  By slowly pulling the loop, you can bring my elbows closer together before wrapping them up, and then using the cinch, you can fill the gap so it’ll be impossible for me to slide the rope down my arms.”

This was a bit harder than tying my wrists together, and he had to restart three times before he got it right.  My arms weren’t pulled together as tight as I would’ve liked, but we could work on that next time.

I couldn’t really complain either, since he’d done great for his first time, and the feeling of helplessness I was experiencing was absolutely delicious.  Feeling naughty, I reached back until my hands reached his crotch, and was pleased to find a rather large package straining to get free.

“Bad girl,” he chided, although he didn’t try to stop me.

I continued to stroke and fondle him for several minutes, getting almost as worked up as he was, until he’d finally had enough.  Standing and fumbling to get out of his pants, he had me bend over the table so he could take me from behind.

My only regret was he’d had to untie my ankles so I could spread my legs for him, but I didn’t care.  He’d not only accepted my need for bondage, but embraced it on his own.

He was also a fast learner, and I could hardly wait to show him more.


The Question Game

He’d let me stay in my elbow bondage for almost an hour before his concern for my wellbeing overrode my objections to being let loose.  He was probably right, since my arms were kind of numb for a couple of minutes afterward, but I’d never admit it.

I loved the feeling of being bound by him too much to risk it, and the little we’d done so far was nothing compared to the kind of stuff I wanted him to try.  I did admit to being a little stiff, though, and got a wonderful massage out of it.

Apparently aftercare was the one thing I wouldn’t have to teach him about.  For everything else, he remained just as clueless as ever, and would have to be brought up to speed in easy stages.

Patience was never my strong suit.  I’d initially hoped that all I’d have to do was convince him I really wanted to be dominated, and then let him browse through my extensive bondage video collection so he could get ideas.  That plan went down the crapper after the first night.

It was frustrating, but in order to do this right, I needed to take the time to teach him how this was supposed to work.  Only after he was comfortable with the basics would he be able to design and implement his own scenes.

Luckily, I did
 come up with a plan that would help to get him up to speed with the simple stuff.

He still had a million questions about it all, but wanted a little time to process what he’d already learned.  We’d shelved the topic until after dinner, and passed the time with the mundane things we’d normally do… albeit a little awkwardly, since we were both fairly distracted.

When we sat down at the table again, I changed the rules and slipped out of all my clothes right from the start.  It was time to play a little game.

“Are you trying to distract me before we even get started?” he asked, chuckling slightly and shaking his head in disbelief.

“I’m glad you find me distracting,” I saucily replied, running my hands seductively over my breasts.  “But that’s not my goal right now… or at least not my main
 goal.”

“In that case, I’m guessing you’re expecting to be tied up again before our discussion is over.”

“Pretty much,” I cheerily admitted.  “You want your questions answered, and I want to be tied up.  Since the only way you’ll ever learn how to do it right is by trial and error, I thought we might play a little game, and kill two birds with one stone.”

“Go on.”

“I promise I’ll answer each and every question you have as completely and honestly as I can, but in exchange for my answers, you’ll have to pick something from my goodie bag and use it on me.”

He looked a little startled at my demands, but also faintly amused.  He nodded after a moment and went to get the bag, setting it down on the floor between us.

“Where do you want to start?” I asked, feeling the tingling in my crotch beginning already at the thought of being bound again so soon.

“I think we covered safe
 and consensual
, although I’ll probably have a few more specific questions on it later.  That leaves sane
 as the next big topic to cover.”

Always a stickler for the rules, I didn’t have to remind him to grab something from the bag.  He reached down without looking, and predictably came up with one of the bundles of rope we’d used earlier, so were sitting on the top of everything else.

“How do you want me to tie you?” he asked.

“That should be your decision, but since you asked, why not tie me down to the chair this time?”

I put my right arm flat against the armrest, and he got the picture immediately.  The rope he’d pulled out was too long for this kind of tie, and covered my forearm almost all the way to my elbow.

I showed him how to run the ends through the last wraps to tie it off, and was more than satisfied with the job he’d done.  That many wraps made it feel incredibly secure, yet he’d taken the time to make sure each wrap was perfectly straight next to the previous one, with no twists or overlaps that could lead to a circulation problem.

“Sanity, in a BDSM scene, is a combination of safe and consensual.  You don’t want to do anything that crosses the line into dangerous territory, or unwelcome actions.”

“How do I know what you want or don’t want?”

“We’re beginning a relationship in which I’m the submissive partner and you’re the dominant one.  That means you can do almost anything you want to me, but within reason.”

“Give me a few examples.”

“Well, if you want to tie me to the bed and ravish me all weekend, then that would be your choice.”

“That sounds more like a choice you want me to make,” he laughed.

“Yes, but that’s not the sum of it.  You also have to use common sense in whatever you do.  If you left me tied to the bed for a twenty-four hour fuck-fest, I’d probably piss all over myself, and that’s decidedly unsexy, in my opinion.  Some couples get off on that kind of stuff, but not me.”

“I’d have to agree.”

“You also don’t want to do anything dangerous, like tying a rope around my neck in a way that might choke me to death.  By the way… you’re falling behind in the rope to question department.”

“This is all part of the same question, but I’ll give you a freebie since you’re going into more detail.”

He grabbed another rope from the bag, and proceeded to tie my left arm in the same manner as the other one.

“As for the unwanted actions or attentions part, there’s something called hard limits that can be agreed upon in advance.  For example, some hard limits I might set are things like I wouldn’t want you to shave my head, tattoo my face, or pierce my nose for a bull ring.”

“So the sanity part is basically all about common sense?”

“Pretty much,” I agreed.  “Sometimes a little pain can heighten the pleasure, but I don’t want you to whip me until I bleed.  I want to be put into tight bondage more than anything, but I don’t want to lose a limb in the process either.

“I’m also not into some of the weirder fetishes.”

“What do you mean by weirder fetishes?”

“That one will definitely cost you another turn,” I said.

He dug around deeper in the bag this time, and came out with a padded leather cuff.  It was a bit of a stretch, but I insisted that the cuff was part of a pair, and made him find its mate before I’d go on.  I continued as soon as he found it and began putting them on my ankles.

“Some people get off on things like the pissing the bed I mentioned earlier, or even more direct urination and scat.  Others get off on dressing up like a child for some age play, or maybe cross-dressing for a little transgender type of game.

“There’s a million and one fetishes out there, and while very few of them are truly wrong, not everything is for everyone.  We can sometimes push the limits or skirt the edges, but in the end, this is something that’s supposed to increase our fun, not wreck it.”

“What fetishes would you consider to fall firmly into the ‘truly wrong’ category, instead of simply undesirable?”

“Necrophilia and pedophilia are two that spring to mind immediately.  Sex with a corpse is disgusting, and with a young child is just as bad in my mind.”

“You’ll get no arguments from me.”

I guess he thought that was worth another item, since he pulled out another length of rope and kneeled in front of me, trying to decide the best way to add to my bonds.  I could’ve given him a hint or two, but held my tongue to see what he might come up with on his own.

He started off by running a larks head through the D-ring on my right ankle cuff, and surprised me by running it through the back of the chair before feeding the end through the other one.  He gently tugged on it until my feet were pulled backwards outside the chair legs, and I had to arch my back slightly to accommodate the new position.

What a clever man!  The tingling between my legs easily tripled from the helpless, vulnerable feeling it caused, and I almost got too distracted to answer his next question.

“You’ve told me what you don’t like, so why don’t you tell me the things you do?”

“For starters, what you’re doing now is exactly the kind of thing I’ve always wanted.  I want you to keep tying me up until I can’t move a muscle.  I want to submit to you completely, letting you choose how, when, and for how long I should stay bound.  I want you to tie me up and use me for your pleasure whenever you want.  I want you to be my Master.”

“That sounds a little one sided,” he replied.

“Trust me… it’s not.  It’s a little known fact outside of those who are experienced in a BDSM relationship, but it’s a lot harder being the dominant one.  You have to be creative, attentive to all the safety concerns, provide aftercare like that wonderful massage you gave me earlier, and a whole slew of other things.  All I have to do is obey.”

“Now it sounds one-sided the other way,” he chuckled.

“Close, but not quite,” I replied, laughing as well.  “Giving up complete control to someone else is extremely difficult, and even though it’s what I want, I’ll probably have just as hard of a time obeying as you do ordering.  Of course, that can lead to a lot of fun as well.”

Knowing this one would cost another item, he reached into the bag and came up with a long belt.  He looked me over a few times before moving behind me and placing it just under my tits, using it to weld my upper body to the back of the chair. 

“A common practice between a slave and her Master, or Dom and sub if you prefer, is that of punishment and reward.  When you give me an order, it’s my job to obey instantly, do it fast, and do it well.  Doing so should earn me a reward… or at least some favor… and disobeying or doing a poor job should lead to consequences.”

“So let’s say I want a drink, so I order you to fetch me a glass of scotch.  If you said no, took too long, or brought me whiskey instead, I should do what?  Spank you?”

“The punishment would be up to you, and would vary based on how bad you think the transgression is.  You might decide to spank me for being too slow, make me wear nipple clamps all day for forgetting the ice, or string me up by the wrists and flog me if I told you to fuck off.

“You may even decide to ignore minor errors, only to tally a bunch of them up later.

My resolve wavered a little at this point, since continuing would give him the ammunition needed to truly punish me.  I took a deep breath and plunged on anyway.

“Not every punishment has to involve pain.  You could decide to do something like lock me in a chastity belt until I gave you a dozen blowjobs… at your convenience, of course.”

“You have a chastity belt?”

“No, but that’s just a shopping cart click away, if you decided I needed one.  If not, you could simply forbid me from having an orgasm, and if I failed or cheated, I’d earn a lot worse of a punishment than the one I already had coming.”

I’m not sure if it was fate, karma, or a desire to put my resolve to the test, but the next thing he pulled out of the bag was my magic wand vibrator.  An extremely powerful device, it was the kind that ran off electricity rather than batteries, so he had to drag me over to the counter in order to plug it in.

My pussy was fully exposed due to the way my legs were bound, yet he made sure the fat head was completely in contact with all the good spots by spreading my labia before mashing it in place.  Already turned on and fairly wet down there, I began to sweat a little at the thought of him giving the order I was expecting and dreading.

“If you want to convince me you want to do those kinds of things, then I want you to prove it.  Give me ten examples of commands you might have to obey, and I forbid you to cum until you’re finished.  If you fail, then this all ends right now, and you’ll never ask me to tie you up again.”

“That’s not fair,” I complained.  “You don’t know how strong that thing is!”

“This is your game, not mine,” he shrugged, turning the vibrator on.  “But by the rules you already mentioned, I think we’ll make it a dozen things instead of ten, since you just argued with me and earned your first punishment.”

I had to bite my tongue to cut off the instinctive ‘that’s not fair’ complaint, but realized he was right.  This was what I’d wanted, so I had no choice but to try and do as he asked.

“I must obey you at all times,” I blurted.

“That sounds like a first rule that makes sense,” he nodded.

“I must never hesitate to follow your orders, no matter what I think of them.”

“That’s not much different than the first rule, but I’ll let you have that one.”

“I must put your own needs and desires before my own,” I gasped.

I was starting to really sweat with the effort of controlling myself, yet we’d barely started.  I was in trouble.

“Your third rule sounds logical,” he lazily replied.

“I must never lie to you, no matter what the question may be.”

“I should hope not!”

“I must do nothing that might cause you embarrassment.”

“Hmm… that sounds a little vague, but maybe you mean some time in the future there might be a witness to your submission?”

“Yes,” I moaned, my desire to cum getting stronger by the second.

“Very well then… please continue.”

“I must always treat you with the utmost respect.”

“Yes… I can see how disrespect would be pretty much the same thing as disobedience.”

“I must always address you properly as Sir or Master.”

“That’s a little over the top for my tastes, but I understand why that’s one of the rules.  What number was that?”

“Seven.”

“According to your last rule, I think you meant to say ‘seven, Master’.  Perhaps this challenge is too easy for you, so you’re asking me to make it harder?”

He leaned closer and not only pressed the vibrator harder against my clit, but began licking the tips of my nipples.  I almost lost it, and had to take several deep breaths before choking out the next rule.

“I must always present myself to my Master in a pleasing manner, with proper deference, posture, and form.”

“I like that you elaborated rule number eight a little.  It’ll make this go by a bit faster.”

“Thank you Master.  Number nine is I shall not deny you anything.  Physically, emotionally, or financially, all I have is yours, Master.”

“We can talk about that one later, but for now, please continue with rule number ten.”

“I must never hide a transgression in order to avoid a punishment.  If I screw up, it’s my duty to tell my Master.”

My impending climax was already past what I thought my boiling point was, so I went straight into the next rule before he could comment on it.

“I must never make demands.  You’re the one who’s in charge, Master.”

“Very good… that leaves only one rule left.”

My concentration was practically non-existent by now, and I had a hard time coming up with the final rule I wanted to live by.  In desperation, I blurted out the first thing I could think of, even though it wasn’t any rule I’d ever heard mentioned.

“I must always love you, Master!” I shrieked, my orgasm washing over me in the same instant I said his name.

I’d thought my last few orgasms with Lucas had been good, but this one was like a bonfire compared to a matchstick.  I couldn’t see, couldn’t hear, and couldn’t even think; all I could do was hang on while wave after wave of pure carnal pleasure wracked my body for what seemed like ages.

I don’t even remember him shutting the vibrator off or untying me, but the next thing I knew I found myself being picked up and carried over to the hot tub.  He gave me a single, simple kiss once I was floating in the soothing water, and then got out of his own clothes in record time so he could join me.

“I think rule number ten is my favorite one,” he said, leaning in for another kiss.  “What do you think?”

“I think my Master is smart as well as handsome,” I replied.

“Good answer… now let’s get those kinks worked out of your muscles so you can give me a practical demonstration of that rule where you want to please me above all else.  I think I came close to rupturing something while watching you cum back there.”

He didn’t have to ask twice.  I’d never given an underwater blowjob before, but learning was almost as much fun for me as it was for him.  He was truly my Master now.


Trial and Error

He wanted to start off slow, and decided that from Monday morning to Friday evening we’d go on like before, playing only on the weekend unless he decided otherwise.  I’d wanted a little extra bondage time, but couldn’t complain since it was a lot more than I had before.

Actually, I couldn’t complain due to rules one, two, and eleven, and thinking of it that way made it much easier to obey.  Not that I deliberately set out to disobey him, but I was always hungry for more, and sometimes pushed things a little bit.

I was the desperate submissive and he the reluctant Master.  It was a rather bizarre dynamic for a relationship, but through a lot of trial and error, we made it work.

Since he was still learning, we usually spent an hour or so each night talking about new things I wanted to try.  Once we’d come up with a plan, waiting for the weekend was extremely difficult for me, and he often grew frustrated with my impatience.

It didn’t take him long to come up with an answer to that, though.  If I became too impatient, he simply denied me my weekend playtime.  That was punishment enough to make me toe the line again.

I’d made it almost too easy for him by laying out the twelve rules I promised to follow, yet even having them shoved down my throat turned me on a little.  After all, the Master’s wishes should always come before mine.

The regular days of the week were fairly full now anyway, with the addition of daily exercise and yoga sessions for both of us.  My husband had been a fitness fanatic before passing away, so it didn’t take much to get all the equipment out of storage and set it up at one end of the basement.

We had enough gear we could’ve actually covered the entire basement, but I had some rather special plans for the remaining space.  My long term goal was to have my basement become a well-stocked and fully functional dungeon before the year was out.

Like everything else, though, it would have to wait for the right time before that particular plan could come into play.  For the time being, the contents of my bondage goodie bag would have to do.

Even though I always wanted more, it really didn’t take a lot of fancy equipment to immobilize someone, and what I had was enough to let him try something different each time.  To that end, I’d secretly put together a book that had some of my favorite bondage pictures and story clips that he could use for inspiration.

Or instruction manual, if I wanted to be honest with myself; his imagination was still severely lacking in the creativity department.  Just finished, tonight is the night I would finally give it to him, and if things went well, would end the need for me to walk him through each scene.

That was the ultimate goal.  Topping from the bottom got me tied up and was better than self-bondage, but not by much.

“Honey, I’m home,” I heard him call out from the vicinity of the front door.

Shit.  I’d been so lost in my own thoughts, I’d lost track of time.  I’d originally planned on waiting naked for him in the hallway, kneeling submissively and holding the book in my arms like it was the Holy Grail.

Now I’d have to wait until after dinner before ‘honey’ could became ‘slave’.  I chafed at the delay, but put on my best happy face and went to set the table.

We made small talk while we ate the General Tso’s chicken, rice, and noodles he’d picked up, although I could tell he was excited about something.  Only after dinner was over and the dishes cleaned up did he tell me the big news he’d been holding back.

“I went to that riding stable today… the one out of the south side of town,” he began.  “It’s under new management now, and they’re looking to fix the place up.”

“You mean you finally got a job?”

“It’s only for the summer, but yes,” he nodded.  “They don’t have a huge budget for their renovations, so they wanted a jack-of-all-trades kind of guy.  That’s me.”

“Congrats,” I said, giving him a hug and trying not to let my disappointment show.

I had more than enough money for us to live comfortably for the rest of our days, but he hated having to rely on it.  He wanted to be the provider, not the guy leeching off his sugar-mama.

I should’ve been happy for him, but knew a new job would cut into our play time together right when I’d been hoping we could kick things up a notch.  Goddamn stubborn, pigheaded, Neanderthal male pride!

He must’ve sensed I wasn’t quite as happy as he thought I should’ve been, since even though he’d brought home a new movie for us to watch, he decided to allow me my role change early.

“Go change into your special robe, Alice,” he ordered, taking charge.

When we were being a ‘regular’ couple, he always called me sweetheart, dear, honey, or sometimes pookie.  He only used my real name these days when we switched over to Dom and sub mode, since he wasn’t comfortable using the word slave.

“Bring back a bottle of wine, some popcorn, my slippers, and the bag.”

“Yes, Master,” I replied, bowing and rushing to do his bidding.

Being called Master made him slightly uncomfortable, yet he’d quickly realized that a sub who acknowledged an order with ‘yes, dear’ sounded absurd, so he let me get away with it.  I made a slight detour to pick up the book, and shoved it inside the bag before changing into my favorite robe.

I was quite proud of my robe, since it was something I’d designed all by myself.  Made of thin, high quality silk that barely covered my privates, I’d removed the sleeves and cut open the shoulders, adding some thin straps to hold it in place.

It could be removed even if my arms were tied, since all he had to do was pull the two bow knots at the shoulders, open the waist sash, and pull the supple material away.  It was also a clear sign he was ready to play, and I hoped the new book would give him enough fresh ideas to last late into the night.

Changing took mere moments since I’d stopped wearing any underwear around the house, although I did take a few extra minutes to fix my hair and makeup.  I put the goodie bag on the coffee table before getting our drinks and munchies, and was happy to see him flipping through the pages by the time I returned.

“What’s this?” he asked.

“I thought you might like to surprise me with some of my favorite things once in a while, rather than discussing things in committee beforehand, Master.”

“Two people do not make a committee,” he laughed.

“Still, everything in there is not only things I consent to, but scenes and positions I’ve been dying to try.  As a bonus, not knowing what you’ll be doing to me makes it ten times better, Master, so what do you think?”

“Hmm… I think it comes close to skirting the line of rule number eleven, where you’re not to make demands of me, yet doesn’t quite break it.  I think I’ll choose to look at it as simply a book of suggestions, and treat it accordingly.”

“Thank you Master,” I replied, relieved he hadn’t taken it the wrong way.

“Now what shall we try first,” he mused, flipping through the pages again.

Unable to decide where to start, he simply closed his eyes and opened a page at random.

“And the lucky winner is… a hogtie!” he proclaimed.

I couldn’t hide my smile, since despite how common hogties were in the BDSM world, it was a position I’d never gotten to experience, yet desperately wanted to try.  I poured him a glass of wine and began digging through the bag to find the stuff he’d need.

A pair of short ropes for my ankles and wrists, a longer one for my elbows, and a final piece to pull it all together was all he’d need, but on a whim, I added the bright red ball gag I loved so much.  He didn’t like it when I was gagged, but the model in the picture was wearing one, so hopefully he’d want to do things right tonight.

“Open wide,” he said, after twirling it by the strap for a few moments.

I immediately sat next to him and let him slide the rubber ball past my teeth, helpfully holding my hair out of the way while he buckled it in place.  Since my position made it convenient, my wrists were tied next, and my elbows bound barely two inches apart.

He helped me lie face down on the sofa so he could tie my ankles and complete the hogtie with the final piece of rope.  It wasn’t anywhere near as tight as I’d hoped it’d be, but I didn’t even dream of complaining.

I was completely and utterly in heaven, and might’ve been able to cum from even the slightest touch to my practically dripping slit.  After grabbing the TV remote, his drink, and the popcorn, he sat down so my head was in his lap and started the movie.

He soon discovered this position created a pocket of space between my shoulder blades that was perfect to hold his bowl of popcorn, and thought it was quite funny.  I’m not sure why, but just the thought of being used as a piece of furniture turned me on just as much as the hogtie did.

Between it all, I was barely aware of anything else around me.  I think the movie had some actors in it, and stuff happened, but that was about all I got out of it.  The tiny bit of concentration I had left was reserved for rubbing my head over his crotch, hoping he’d get the hint how badly I wanted the thing trapped behind the denim he wore.

I knew I was having a positive effect on him due to the rock hard sausage that never went away, yet other than occasionally fondling my exposed ass, he did his best to pretend I didn’t exist.  He was only human, though, and I gradually wore him down.

“Hold your head up,” he said.

I arched my back and craned my neck to give him the space he needed to slide his pants and boxers down.  I could feel his fingers trembling slightly as he unbuckled the gag strap, but he wasn’t the only one; I was long past ready for more.

He took a moment to help me wet my whistle with some of his wine, but then sat back and released my head.  I didn’t need an instruction manual to figure out what he wanted, and immediately began licking up and down his shaft.

It was a bit of a strain to get my head up high enough to take him in my mouth, but I got it right on my first try, and took him as deep as I could without choking from the awkward angle of attack.  His immediate moan of pleasure told me quite clearly what he thought of it, and I would’ve smiled if I could’ve.

My instinctive reaction to the situation was to give him his pleasure and suck him off as fast as I could, but then I did a double-take.  This position was too delicious to rush, so why try to end it quickly?

I used every trick in the book to keep him happy and aroused, yet held short of anything stimulating enough to make him shoot his load.  It was a fine line to walk, but he managed to go with the flow for an impressively long time before his desire crossed past the point of no return.

“Now,” he commanded, pressing my head down with one hand, while the other darted between my legs.  “Make me cum!”

His hand on the back of my head had thrown off my rhythm and made me gag slightly, but I managed to recover without creating a scene.  The probing fingers between my legs was actually worse in a way, since I was so worked up by now that I was even closer to orgasm than he was!

It was a close thing, but I managed to hold it in check until I felt him start to cum, and then joined him in a display of mutual ecstasy that left us both breathless.  More so me than him, since I still had a dick in my mouth, but it wasn’t so bad once his tumescence faded and I could breathe normally again.

“I think I like this book you put together,” he said, gently stroking my hair.

“Thank you Master,” I said, pulling my head away from his cock and turning towards him as much as I could.  “I’m glad my suggestions pleased you.”

“Don’t get cocky,” he warned.  “That was only one of many, and I think we’ll need to try a lot more of your ‘suggestions’ before I’ll agree this book is as good as I think it might be.  Lucky for you, though, I brought home three more movies, and think I’d like to try a random page flip for each of them.  Unless you’re too tired, that is.”

Too tired to try some of my biggest bondage fantasies?  Hell no!

“As my Master commands,” I replied.


Shopping Spree

While his creativity on creating a scene of his own was still fairly limited, Lucas was fairly adept at making things work with our meager bondage supplies.  There were limits, though, and some things in my book were simply impossible without some specialty items.

It was time for that to change.

During our discussion days, we’d spent a lot of time on a website that specialized in bondage and adult toys.  I’d taken to adding interesting things to the cart as a way of bookmarking them for future reference, and now it was time for the next step.

Right from the start he’d been against the idea of buying a lot of ‘frivolous’ things, since he couldn’t afford to pitch in for his half of the bill.  Over the last month, though, he’d saved all the scrap materials from his renovation job, and had been able to turn some of it into the things one would find in a truly professional dungeon.

For his first project, he used some hundred year old, fire-hardened beams he took from an old barn he’d demolished, and turned them into a St. Andrew’s cross.  It was much cooler looking than anything that could be found online, and so sturdy that even my most energetic struggles couldn’t budge it.

Old harness, rein, and stirrup leather became straps for it, and discarded horseshoes got turned into additional anchor points.  On a whim, I posted a picture of the completed project on a BDSM site, which started an immediate bidding war that ended in a five-figure offer!

I was a little sad to see it go, but he had enough materials to rebuild it several times over, and it gave us the cash we needed to hit the checkout button for all the stuff I’d selected over the last few months.  To say I went hog-wild was an understatement.

I ordered so much I even had to call them direct and speak with the owner before they’d ship it, since it was the biggest order they’d ever had and they thought it was some sort of scam!  Not everything came at once, either, and the UPS delivery guy was giving me some odd looks after a few weeks, but luckily the boxes didn’t reveal anything about the kinky contents they contained.

Wanting to surprise Lucas, I hid it all in one of the unused guest bedrooms until the last box arrived, and then hauled it all downstairs while he was at work.  As I slit the tape on the first box, my heart began racing, and I thought it was like Christmas morning times a billion.

Cuffs, collars, gags, blindfolds, vibrators, butt plugs, and even impact play toys soon filled our knickknack shelves to the point of overflowing.  Spools of soft, specialty rope in all the colors of the rainbow were hung up on an old curtain rod I’d suspended between two planter hangers, and I’d had to use three folding tables to lay out the truly special, custom made pieces, like the leather sleep sack.

I’d also ordered thigh-high ballet boots with eight inch heels, an extra snug single sleeve armbinder, hard leather arm and leg splints, and even a genuine institutional straitjacket!  The smell of leather was slightly overpowering by the time it was all laid out, and more than a little intoxicating.

It was too much to resist.  Knowing there was plenty of time before he got home, I decided to indulge myself a little, and selected a few of the things I wanted to try the most.

After shucking my clothes, I headed straight for the vibrators, since I wouldn’t be able to get to that shelf after I was bound.  Deciding which one I wanted to try first was hard, but I eventually settled on a butterfly vibe that had a short insert for my pussy, and was connected to a small butt plug as well.

It took all my willpower not to switch everything on to full blast the moment the batteries were installed and I’d carefully put things in their proper place, but I didn’t want to ruin my first time.  Even inert, I knew I’d have to be careful, since every slight movement I made caused them to stimulate my erogenous zones quite handily.

I wasn’t really into anal, but even the butt plug felt hot for some reason!

Knowing my will to resist was crumbling fast, I quickly grabbed a ball gag, four leather cuffs, and a pair of nipple clamps, putting everything on as quickly as I could with my trembling hands, and took the last few items I’d need over to the weight bench.  It felt like I was about to explode, so I had to finish up fast.

A simple carabineer clip fastened my ankle cuffs around the bottom of the bench quite effectively, but I had to get creative with my hands.  I thought two of the heavier weights would give me the sensation of helplessness I craved, yet be easy enough to get out of once I’d finished having my fun.

That was important, since Lucas had forbidden me to indulge in any potentially dangerous self-bondage when he wasn’t home.

A piece of rope through the weights gave me the anchor point I needed to clip it to my wrist rings. After a successful test with my left arm, I turned on my new toys, tossed the remotes across the room, and got my other hand secured in place.

I laid back to enjoy the sensations, closing my eyes and wishing I’d thought to add a blindfold to my bondage.  It was too late now, but I stopped caring since even on low speed, the new toys were quickly doing their job on me, and doing it extremely well.

Even with the gag, my orgasm sounded extremely loud to my ears when it exploded through my massively overheated body.  I’m not sure how long I spent shuddering and shaking in the throes of ecstasy, but it felt like forever, and I was as limp as a rag doll by the time it passed.

Without a doubt it was one of the best orgasms I’d ever had without Lucas, yet I started feeling guilty the instant it was over.  As the vibrators continued to do their job, part of me wanted to stay like this all day, but I’d promised him I wouldn’t indulge in any sort of bondage activity without him, and began setting myself free.

I began, but unfortunately, that was as far as I got.

I’d tested my ability to escape with my left wrist, yet hadn’t put much thought into how it would work once both wrists were fastened to the heavy weights.  While I could lift either one of them in turn, there was no way I could get the leverage needed to get it past the side of the bench and into reach of the other hand.

I was stuck!

To make matters worse, my panic had started a flow of adrenaline, endorphins, and all those other funky chemicals through my body.  It allowed those relentless toys drive me into a second and even more powerful orgasm, with no end in sight.

Struggling just made it worse, and I lost track of how many times I came before Lucas finally came home and found me in a semi-comatose state.  He immediately released me and shut off the now painful toys, but didn’t say a single word for the rest of the night.

Our wonderful new playroom was closed down before we’d even got to try it, and I was left to suffer in the cruelest way he could think of.


Punishment

The idea of wearing a chastity belt was pretty much a joke to me, and I’d only ordered one as a way of holding certain interesting toys in their proper place.  After a month of wearing one without
 those interesting toys, I no longer thought of it as anything resembling even the lamest joke.

Have you ever tried pissing through a mesh screen, or even worse… forcing your shit out of a narrow hole in the back?  It isn’t sexy, and it took me a long time before I figured out how to keep clean, even with a good bidet.

It was pure hell, but was nothing less than what I deserved after what I’d done.  My self-bondage indulgence had broken almost every rule we’d agreed upon, and now I was paying the price.

I could’ve asked for the key at any time and gotten it, but he’d made it quite clear that’d be the day he broke up with me and moved out.  He said bondage was an addiction for me, and warned it’d get me killed if I didn’t smarten up.

After laying down the law in no uncertain terms, he barely talked to me.  Conversations were limited to things like ‘what’s for dinner?’, or ‘where’s my clean underwear?’, and even those meager words were rare, since he began spending an inordinate amount of time at work.

He even turned down all my offers of a free blowjob before bed, and that’s something unheard of with anyone having the XY chromosome pair in their genetic makeup.  I still had hope, though, since he hadn’t made any noises about wanting to actually break up unless I asked for the key.

When he wasn’t at work, he spent most of the time in the basement, apparently turning it into his man cave.  He’d used my credit card for the first time to buy a solid steel door and a high security digital lock for it, distancing himself even further.

After he brought a work buddy home with him to help move a bed down there, I cried myself to sleep every night for two straight weeks.  I wished he’d just yelled at me or even simply kicked my ass; bruises would’ve been less cruel.

I was at an all-time low by the end of the second month, and had mentally prepared myself for the inevitable breakup speech I was positive he’d written, edited, and revised three times.

I didn’t get it, though.  Not normally a cruel man, it’s possible he’d finally noticed how truly miserable I’d become, or maybe I’d simply lasted out the punishment he thought I’d deserved, and things got a little better.

Either way, on the sixty-first day of my torture, he joined me in our bed and allowed me to give him an apology blowjob.  He forbade me from speaking at all now, but that in itself gave me a little hope.

He was acting more like a Master than ever before now, doing things like making me spend the day wearing my ballet boots and corset. (Boy, were those things ever a mistake to order.)  It was tough, but I felt if I could somehow make it through his punishment regime, things would go back to the way they were before, and maybe even be better.

The occasional blowjob became a nightly event, and then twice daily once his job at the stables ended and he started working out of the garage.  The other limits remained in effect, yet our brief points of contact got me through each day, and yet another month.

On the six month anniversary of my royal fuck-up, he changed things once again, but this time in a way that put a smile on my face.

“This place has become a pigsty,” he said, looking around the kitchen in disgust.

I couldn’t really disagree, knowing I’d fallen well behind on all my chores, but have you ever tried to bend over while wearing a boned corset, or vacuum stairs while wearing eight-inch heels?  It ain’t easy.

“I’m going to give you one full month to make this place spotless again, and if you succeed, I’ll remove the belt.  If not, it stays in place for another six months.”

A whole month?  If I busted my ass, I could get the place perfect in under a week.  I smiled and nodded at him, thinking I had this in the bag.  Then he dropped the other shoe.

“Hold out your hands,” he ordered, pulling out a pair of leather cuffs from a bag he’d left on the counter.

He not only buckled them over my wrists, but locked them in place with a pair of tiny padlocks, and then pulled out a short length of chain.  Since my corset had come from a bondage supply company, it was festooned with strategically placed D-rings.  He threaded the chain through the one beneath my breasts, and locked each end to a cuff, limiting my range of movement quite handily.

I should still be able to reach most things as long as I kept one hand against my chest, but it would definitely slow me down a lot, and I’d have to get creative for some chores.  Even something simple like grabbing a sock from the bottom of the washing machine would be damn near impossible now, but I’d find a way.

I had no choice.

“You may speak in response to a direct question, or stand at attention next to me if you have one you need to ask, and I decide I’m feeling chatty.  I suggest you get started, but bring me a beer first.”

Since I was already here, I decided to start in the kitchen.  It really was a bit of a pigsty, with dirty dishes on the counter, stains on the floor, and crumbs on the table.  Normally a job that took about five minutes, it took me close to an hour to load the dishwasher, and the sheer magnitude of my assignment started to become clear.

Lucas sat down at the table with his beer and a book so he could keep an eye on me.  I got a little irked each time he cheerfully informed me I missed a spot, and came close to snapping at him when he missed the garbage can with his empty beer can and left it for me to pick up.  I bit my tongue and carried on.

Cleaning the counter and table took most of another hour, and would’ve taken much longer if I hadn’t thought to wrap a towel over the end of a long handled scrub brush to compensate for my limited reach.  Thinking I was ahead of the game, I went to get the broom and mop so I could finish up my first room, and got another surprise.

They were nowhere to be found.  In their place was a hand whisk and a pile of cleaning rags, meaning I’d have to figure out a way to clean the floor while on my hands and knees.  Lucas had apparently thought his challenge through quite well before giving it to me, and yet another quick and easy job was about to become a major undertaking.

As I did a quick inventory of the cleaning supplies in the closet, I realized that scrubbing the floor was going to be the least of my worries.  My powerful upright vacuum was replaced with a tiny handheld thing, the toilet brush was replaced with a toothbrush, and while the long handled duster was still here, about ninety-five percent of the feathers had mysteriously disappeared.

This was going to be a long month.

***

Not normally a slob, Lucas suddenly couldn’t seem to boil an egg without using three pots and four plates, leaving behind a wave of destruction that added at least two or three hours of kitchen duty to my daily routine.  He also kept tracking sawdust in from the garage, and found the need to change clothes twice per day now, none of which found their way into the laundry hamper.

One of his socks had even found its way onto a blade of our bedroom ceiling fan, and it’d taken me half a day just to get it down.  I had to change the bed linens daily, scrub the toilet after each use, and check each room he’d been through in case he’d left a mess behind.

Despite all that, I was making progress.  He could leave empty cans and dirty dishes lying around to help keep me busy, but he couldn’t mess up everything.

He wasn’t being entirely unfair either.  Having no logical reason to go in there to create a mess, once the guest bedrooms and bathrooms were cleaned and inspected, he crossed them off the list and left them alone.

During the final week, he’d also finished whatever project he’d been working on in the garage, and stopped tracking sawdust everywhere.  That was a huge
 help, and gave me some hope of actually meeting my deadline.

I was sweating when the day of reckoning arrived, since while the place had never looked better, he had an uncanny knack for finding all sorts of missed or badly cleaned spots.  I followed him around during his inspection, getting increasingly nervous with each ‘hmm’ he vocalized.

We finished the inspection next to the basement door, and I absolutely had no clue if I’d passed, or be stuck wearing the belt for six more months.  That was when the revelation struck.

Wasn’t this what I’d wanted in the first place?  Without even realizing he was doing it, Lucas had dominated me completely, turning me into a submissive eager to do anything he asked without the slightest hesitation.

While I missed making love to him, and was ready to commit multiple homicide if it meant I could have an orgasm, I realized I’d actually been happy doing his bidding this last month.  I got so wrapped up in my revelation that I didn’t realize what he was doing until the blindfold was already over my eyes and tied in place.

“There’s something I’d like you to see,” he said, picking me up and throwing me over his shoulder.

Telling me he wanted me to see something after putting on the blindfold almost made me laugh, but I held it in.  He carried me downstairs and helped me sit in a chair before continuing.

“You have no idea how hard this last six months have been for me,” he began.


“Hard for him?”
 I thought, in disbelief.  I was the one wearing the chastity belt and other accessories, not him.

“But we both made it, and hopefully managed to come to some sort of understanding.  If I let you out of that belt, are you going to ever pull another stupid stunt like that one I found you in six months ago?”

“No, Master,” I instantly answered.

“What would’ve happened to you if I’d had an accident that day and never made it home?”

“I could’ve died, Master.”

“Damn right you could’ve died!” he snapped.  “And where would that’ve left me?  Alone, filled with grief and guilt, and possibly even in jail, that’s where.”

“I’m so sorry, Master.  It was a stupid thing to do, and I swear I’ll never do anything like it ever again.”

He fell silent for a long time after that, and I began to wonder if he’d left the room.

“I believe you,” he finally said, giving me a big, sloppy kiss and removing the blindfold.

It took me a few moments to blink my eyes clear and get used to the light, and what I saw when I looked around made me doubt them at first.  Lucas had been busy down here.

“You lasted through your punishment like a champ, so now it’s time for a reward… for both of us,” he said with a smile.


The Playroom

The last time I’d seen the basement, it’d only had the old exercise equipment, plus the new toys I’d put out before engaging in the cluster-fuck that had gotten me into trouble.  To say it was different now was the understatement of the century.

He’d rebuilt the St. Andrew’s cross like before, and made a second horizontal one as well.  He also filled the remaining space with all sorts of tables, benches, and other kinds of bondage furniture.  I saw a set of stocks, pillories, a whipping post, spanking bench, and even the chair I sat in was festooned with enough straps to immobilize me fifty ways from Friday.

“Where would you like to begin?” he asked.

It was almost too much to take in, and I had no clue what I wanted to try first.  Luckily, I was a submissive, so I didn’t have to choose.

“That’s for you to decide Master,” I replied, trying to hide my smile.

A brief flicker of a smile crossed his lips at that, but he inclined his head as if to say touché
.  After thinking for a moment, he helped me to stand and walk over to the pillory.

“I suppose I should make sure my measurements were accurate, and give this thing a trial run,” he said, while freeing my wrists from the chain.

As I bent over and put my neck and wrists in the waiting cutouts, I thought his measurements were a little off.  It seemed low to me, and a little uncomfortable, but I’d forgotten I was still wearing the ballet boots.

Once he took those off, it felt pretty close to perfect, especially once he’d kicked my feet wide and locked them into a set of steel shackles chained to the floor for that purpose.  Oddly enough, my main discomfort stemmed from the fact that I’d worn the ballet boots for so long, I had a hard time keeping my feet flat on the floor without them.

“That looks about right,” he commented.  “But let’s get rid of the rest of this stuff so we can see what it’s really like.”

I drew a deep breath of relief… literally… once the corset was off, and an even bigger one once the chastity belt was removed.  He left me like that for a minute, returning with a sponge and a basin of warm, soapy water.

He took his time to wash away the sweat my final cleaning push had caused, spending perhaps a little more time on my breasts and between my legs than was strictly needed, but who was I to complain?  I loved every second of it, and was soon moaning and gasping in pure delight at even his slightest touch.

“I think you’re far too noisy for your own good, especially considering we’ve barely gotten started.  Let’s take care of that before we go any further.”

Knowing what was coming, my mouth was open and waiting before the big red ball even came close to my lips, and I held my mouth open as wide as possible so he could buckle it with one of the last holes in the strap.  If my last six months had been spent in the deepest circle of hell, I was now in seventh heaven with the Master I’d always hoped Lucas would become.

“One more thing,” he said, after making sure the gag was sufficiently snug.  “I’ve been doing a lot of research lately, and came across one very important thing you neglected to mention to me.  It’s called a safe word, and I’m sure you’ve heard of it.”

Of course I knew what a safe word was, but didn’t think I needed to worry about one with someone as cautious as Lucas.

“I count your omission as just as severe of a transgression as your solo bondage mishap, so before I give you your promised reward, you’ll have to endure one more round of punishment.”

Fuck me.  Was this whole thing a setup?  Was he going to put me back in the belt for another six months?  Was he just messing with me?  My panic had pretty much blanked out everything else, so when his hand slapped against my perfectly positioned and exposed ass, I howled from both the surprise and the pain.

He waited until my thrashing subsided before slapping the other cheek, and working me up just as much as from the first time.  It became easier from the third one on, since my instinctive panic had ebbed, and now all I had to deal with was the unaccustomed pain of being spanked.

After a dozen or so, I even found myself being turned on by it all, and managed to hold perfectly still so I wouldn’t mess up his aim.  He kept it up for another dozen blows to each side before stepping close and grinding his hips against me.

He was not only naked, but fully aroused and ready to rumble!

It felt strange to have his hot, hard cock slide inside me after so long, and even better than I remembered.  I clenched down as hard as I could, wanting to give him the ride of his life and increasing my own pleasure as well.

Once he was deep inside me, he leaned forward and whispered in my ear.

“If I ask you a question when you’re gagged, you may answer with one grunt for yes, or two grunts for no.  You’re safe word is ‘Jingle Bells’.  Say it, sing it, or even hum it, and we stop to fix whatever’s gone wrong.  Do you understand?” he asked.

I grunted once in the affirmative.

“Good girl,” he replied, reaching around to give my breasts a squeeze.

With a final tweak of my nipples, he stood upright and began to fuck me proper.  The rush of pleasure I felt was so strong it felt like the room was spinning, and only the pillory and his iron grip on my thighs kept me from falling over.

Like a good little submissive, I made sure I followed rule number three and didn’t cum until my Master did.  Holding back wasn’t easy after being denied for so long, but was well worth it in the end.  It made my final explosion far more powerful than it otherwise would’ve been, and I swear I was even cumming out of my toenails!

It had me gasping for breath, and left my legs with all the strength of overcooked spaghetti, but I didn’t care in the least.  Lucas still loved me, and was more of a Master to me than ever before.

After releasing me, he had to carry me over to the hot tub, since my muscles were still like warm jelly.  I actually laughed (sort of) through my gag when I saw he’d added several anchor points around the perimeter of it, each with a rubber bondage cuff already attached.

After attaching one from each corner to my limbs and putting a floating pillow under my head, I closed my eyes and pretended I was floating in space with no gravity left to drag me back down to Earth.  I was held in an inescapable spread eagle, yet my binds were loose enough that I barely felt the restriction.

All I felt was soothing water, and the even more soothing caresses of my partner, my lover, and my Master, as he began teasing me for the second round of many to come that night.


The Game

Lucas wasn’t one to hold a grudge or dwell on past mistakes.  We’d never go back to the way we were before, but that was perfectly fine.  Moving forward was the natural thing to do, and the only way to really grow.

He was now the attentive Master, and I the submissive, desperately eager to please him.  All was right in the universe.  (That didn’t sound so cheesy when I said it to myself, but whatever… it’s how I felt about our new order.)

I became his assistant for the new bondage furniture business he’d started, as well as the test subject and model for each new piece.  Even though I wore a full face hood for all the pictures we released to the public, it gave me a vicarious thrill to know that potentially anyone in the world could see me naked and bound for my Master’s pleasure.

He let me have at least a little bit of bondage fun every day now, and had figured out several interesting ways to keep me occupied while he worked.

His favorite was to simply put me into my straitjacket, and let me wander around the garage while he worked.  It kept me ‘out of his hair’ so he could work, yet let him keep an eye on me.

If there was something I could help with, he’d hobble and handcuff me so I could fetch his tools for him, but only when we weren’t pressed for time.  In addition, whenever a piece was finished, I got to spend a full hour bound to it as part of his guarantee that each and every item was tested for quality.

That was my idea, and he let me get away with it since it was actually a good selling point.  Some items even required a longer and more thorough test, although we kept those pictures and videos to ourselves.

My favorite activity came when he was designing something new.  Once he worked out the details and began construction, I was bound and blindfolded until he was finished and ready to test it out.  It was a process that occasionally took weeks, and I loved every minute of it.

All of that was only during the work week, though, and our weekends were devoted to a more ‘conventional’ style of play.  His rigging skills grew, and he liked experimenting with almost any position we could find a picture of.

Hogties, frog ties, various strappado methods, and even a few suspension positions became easy for him before long, although we still had more failures than successes when trying something totally new.  Nothing bad, mind you… just awkwardness or discomfort until he figured it out.

He also liked to surprise me by trying something new when I least expected it, and was working on some super-secret project he wouldn’t even give me the tiniest hint about.  I loved the thought of it, but absolutely despised having to wait for the big reveal.

He worked on it for over a month, and even banned me from the basement for a full week while he finished setting the last of it up.  It was the Friday evening of a long weekend when he judged everything ready, and I wondered if that was merely a coincidence, or part of his master plan.

Either way, I was about to find out.  After a dinner consisting of nothing but protein bars and energy drinks, he told me to shower, groom, and take care of any other business necessary before presenting myself naked except for my latex hood.

I had to force myself to take the time to do a proper job, but I washed, shaved, and plucked, until I was as perfect as he expected me to be.  I pulled my hair into a ponytail and through the back of the hood, taking extra care to make sure the thin rubber was perfectly aligned and wrinkle free before joining him in the living room.

“I’m ready, Master,” I said, standing perfectly straight with my arms at my sides and legs spread shoulder width apart.

“We’re going to play a game,” was all he said.

He gestured for me to follow him down to the basement, and then to sit on the bottom step.  He’d hung two curtains up to hide whatever he’d done to our playroom, one red and the other blue.

“Choose,” he said with a smile.

I was a little confused, but did as he asked and picked red at random.  There was a waist-high bar which I took to mean I was supposed to be crawling, so I dropped to my hands and knees and pushed my way through.

I emerged into a small, dim space formed by four curtains, two of which were the red and blue choice colors.  Ok… this was some sort of a maze game.  I started to head for red again, but felt something under my hand before barely getting started.

It was a pair of nipple clamps connected by a short chain, and I began to figure out part of his game.  Each choice I made would lead me to something new I had to put on, although I’m sure there was more to it than that.

I shrugged and spent a few minutes rubbing my nipples, even though they’d been pretty much erect before I’d even begun.  I eased the clover style clamps into place on each nipple as gently as I could, wincing only slightly at the bite of the cold steel.

Continuing through the red curtain, I emerged into an almost identical space, although the ‘doors’ were in different places this time.  Sitting in the middle was my hard, tall posture collar, confirming my guess about finding a new item in each area.

It wasn’t easy to buckle the collar properly in place by myself, but I didn’t worry too much about it since Lucas hadn’t mentioned any sort of time limit for the game.  I continued once I was ready, randomly picking blue this time.

This room didn’t have anything in the middle, and instead had toys hanging from hooks on the curtains themselves.  I took it to mean my next item would come directly from whichever door I chose.

The blue door and its accompanying vibrator was the obvious choice, but I perversely picked red, and the butt plug instead.  If this game ended in sex, like I hoped, I didn’t want anything blocking the hole I wanted him to use most.

I didn’t see any lube, but since it wasn’t one of the really big ones, I got it in place without too much trouble by using my spit to help it along.  Crawling felt weird with the thing rubbing inside me, but not unpleasantly so.  In fact, I kind of liked it and deliberately put a little extra wiggle into my butt as I moved along.

The next room had a pair of leather cuffs, a six-inch chain, and a few padlocks.  I wasn’t sure if I was meant to use them to bind my hands or feet, but quickly decided to put them on ankles since I thought it’d be easier.

After going through blue, I found myself in a room that held the regular blue and red door, each with a gag hanging from them, as well as a third door in green.  It wasn’t really a decision, since my curiosity demanded I find out what the new door meant.

It was the treadmill, although it’d been slightly modified.  Back when I’d only been able to indulge in self-bondage to satisfy my urges, I’d ordered a set of time-release electromagnet cuffs.  These were now firmly attached to the treadmill frame, ready and waiting for me to use them.

It was an interesting and unexpected twist, but I was more than willing to play along, although I now regretted using the cuffs on my ankles.  It meant I’d have to hop instead of run when the treadmill started, and that would cause the nipple clamps to bounce around quite painfully.

Still… how bad could it be?  I heard a beep immediately after closing the cuffs with my forehead, and just barely managed to stay on my feet as the treadmill began moving.  It luckily didn’t move very fast, and I was able to keep up without a problem, but it didn’t take long before my nipples felt like they were on fire from the constant jarring and tugging.

Note to self: Green doors suck!

Only then did I notice the timer on the wall, the countdown reading 56:32.  Shit… he’d set this up for a full hour, and I wasn’t even five minutes in yet!  I was sweating and struggling far out of proportion to the difficulty of the treadmill’s slow speed, but made it through the entire ordeal without missing a step.

I also got five minutes of rest before the cuffs popped open and I could continue his kinky little game.  After choosing the ball gag and blue door, I found myself in another regular room with two choices, although I wasn’t sure what to make of it.

Hanging from a chain on the blue door was a piece of leather, and on the red was a scrap of rope.  Neither one was long enough to use as a restraint, so I simply hung the chain with the leather around my neck and entered the next room.

This time I had to choose between boots or gloves, and with my ankles firmly locked up, meant I had no real choice at all.  The bondage mittens were designed to keep my fingers held in a fist inside them, and could be held in place with a simple Velcro strap.

Of course, what was simple for my Master to use was near impossible for me to put on myself, especially since I had the fat ball gag in my mouth, but I managed by using my toes.  I hoped he knew what he was doing with this game of his, since my ability to restrain myself had pretty much come to an end now.

The next room held three green doors, and no new accessories.  I picked the left one at random, and found Lucas waiting for me on the other side.

He was dressed in the Phantom of the Opera costume he’d worn for Halloween one year, and I suspected it was because he was filming all this.  If true, the need to hide his identity meant he’d be going public with the video, and I immediately felt both embarrassed and turned on.

Before I could dwell on it any longer, he helped me to my feet and began the next part of my ordeal.  The waist high, padded bench he laid me on was just long enough to support my upper body, but that didn’t mean he was going to simply leave my limbs dangling over the edges.

The piece of leather I’d selected earlier meant I’d ‘chosen’ to be bound with leather belts, and in this scenario, meant a frog tie for my legs and chicken wings for my arms.  It didn’t take long before my feet were bent back until they pressed into my ass, and my mitten covered hands were held in place up by my shoulders.

He didn’t bother with any other restraints, since the only way I’d ever get off the bench without hurting myself was with his help, and he seemed to be in a hurry to continue.  I knew the reason why when I felt the head of his cock touch my lower lips a moment later.

Note to self: Not all green doors suck!

He may’ve been in a hurry to begin, but not to finish.  He made love to me in a slow, sensual way that was almost tender considering how tightly I was currently bound. 

It was actually so slow and methodical it almost drove me crazy, since his game had turned me on something fierce, and I’d been hoping he’d pound me like a cheap piece of meat.  The end result was probably better his way, but I think I mentioned earlier what my normal patience level was like, so forgive me if I occasionally sound like a randy teenager.

I held my lust in check as we slowly rose to the peak together, but crested a moment before he did.  It felt wonderfully amazing, of course, but I hoped he didn’t notice how I’d beaten him to the punch, since it was technically a violation of the rules.

The Master always comes first, no pun intended!

He either didn’t notice or didn’t care, since he didn’t chastise me for it, and actually poured a small glass of wine for me.  He dribbled it past the ball gag over the course of the next ten or fifteen minutes, gave me some water to keep me hydrated, and put me back on the floor so we could continue the game.

Of course, all my limbs were still bent back over, so now I had to move along on my knees and elbows.  Each ‘step’ was now limited to a mere inch or two of movement at a time, and just getting back into the room with three green doors seemed to take forever.

I picked the one straight ahead of me – the right hand choice from my original perspective, simply because it was easier than turning.  I felt his hands place a blindfold over me before I’d even finished crossing the threshold, and had to be helped into what felt like a ground level seat.

I was basically on my back, with my elbows and knees pointing upwards, and my head resting on a fluffy pillow.  It was actually quite comfortable… until he strapped his latest creation over my legs.

It probably started life as a thigh master type of thing, but Lucas had modified it into quite the devious contraption with one simple little addition: a dildo at the end of the spring, which meant I’d be fucking myself with it every time I closed my legs.  Since it was firmly strapped in place, I wouldn’t be getting rid of it until I did enough reps to satisfy him, and only he knew what that number was.

I started off slow to conserve my strength, and held that pace for somewhere around fifteen minutes I think.  By that time I was getting fairly tired, but also extremely horny from the constant impalement of the dildo, and needed to finish this stage of the game before I completely lost it.

I decided to go for broke, and began pumping my legs together as fast as I could.  The possibility of an orgasm increased drastically, but I no longer cared, and was willing to face whatever punishment he chose to dole out if I happened to cum without permission.

I needn’t have worried; I could only keep up the energetic pace for a minute or two at a time, and that wasn’t enough to push me over the top before I had to slow down or even stop completely.  My inability to cum actually became frustrating beyond belief, and I lost all track of time or how many reps I’d done in my quest for the elusive climax.

I only knew I was finished when I felt his hands behind my shoulders, lifting me up and forward until I was back on my elbows and knees.  I took a moment to get my brain aligned along the right track again, but stayed immobile, not quite sure what to do.

I was still blindfolded and had my legs held wide by the device, so moving around was damn near impossible.  After too long with indecision holding me in place, I felt a sharp sting on my right butt cheek, and automatically moved away from it.

I think it was a riding crop, and he steered me with it quite well once I realized what he was up to.  A blow on one cheek or the other told me which direction he wanted me to turn, and I even picked up on how far I was supposed to go based on how far away from the middle he struck.

Once I was heading the right way, taps on top of the butt plug encouraged me to move forward, although I had a tendency to drift a little to the side, so straight forward wasn’t a common command.  Progress was slow, but I had to keep moving or he’d strike me harder.

I eventually felt my elbows come in contact with something softer, and thought it might be a thin mattress.  Once I was all the way on it, he put the end of his crop on top of my head in an obvious command to stop, and began removing the maddening contraption from between my legs.

He didn’t stop there, and continued to free my legs the rest of the way, although that only lasted long enough for him to flip me over onto my back.  My legs were spread wide apart and held there with what felt like a four foot spreader bar, as were my arms with an even longer one.

As far as bondage went, it wasn’t a lot, yet the chances of me going anywhere were fairly minimal.  Heck… even rolling over would’ve taken a minor miracle!

He didn’t remove my gag until after he’d gotten rid of the nipple clamps, which was a smart move on his part.  They’d been on for so long by now, the sudden resumption of proper blood flow to my sensitive buds had me howling like a banshee as soon as he pulled them off.

He rubbed them gently to help take the sting away, although it took a bit before his ministrations stopped making things feel worse.  Once the pain cleared, the leftover adrenaline and endorphins in my veins made everything else feel a thousand times better, especially once one of his hands wandered south of the border.

Within moments his dexterous digits had me wishing the gag was still in place, since it took a real effort to keep from yelling out how much I wanted him to fuck me already.  I really, really hated rule number eleven right now, but just the thought of not being allowed to make demands of my Master made the fire of my desire burn hotter.

I managed to keep my lust in check through all his teasing touches and tormenting caresses, but I wasn’t out of the woods yet.  In fact, as he changed his position so he could give me what we both wanted, I knew there was no way I could keep holding it in for more than a few seconds at best.

Only a blind man couldn’t have missed the obvious signs radiating out from every fiber of my body, and Lucas was neither blind nor stupid.

“You have my permission to cum,” he whispered, as he slowly impaled me.

I think my orgasm started before he finished saying the last syllable, but timing was the last thing on my mind right now.  The dam burst like never before, washing coherent thought away in a flood of pure rapture.

I’d had some amazing orgasms since Lucas had become my Master, but nothing even close to this.  Wave after wave of ecstasy tore through me in time with his frantic thrusts, driving me higher and higher until I thought I might go completely insane from the power of it all.

I simply couldn’t stop cumming.  Within moments of one ending, a new one began, and the intensity never seemed to fade in the slightest.

Lucas was a skilled lover, but he’d never brought such passion out of me during sex before, and I could only think of one reason why tonight was so different.  He wasn’t making love to me as Lucas, he was fucking me as my Master.

While he’d been reluctant to fill the role of Master, he proven his ability to dominate me well, and in a creative way also.  It was a small difference, but an important one.

I had a Master.

I had one final orgasm when I felt his seed gush inside me, but then I was totally spent.  The spreader bars felt like they weighed a thousand pounds, and I doubt I could’ve lifted them to save my life.

Then again, why would I have to?  My Master would protect me and keep me safe in case anything actually happened… that was part of the deal.  A submissive’s job is to serve, obey, and please her Master, but a BDSM relationship is not a one way street.

A real Master needs to be both attentive to the safety and sensitive to the needs of his submissive.  Lucas was all that and more.  We both had a long way to go before earthquakes would stop rattling the foundations of our relationship, but learning was half the fun – as long as we did it together.

As I lay in his tender arms and enjoyed my post-coital afterglow, I came close to nodding off.  Before I could, though, he had one final thing he needed to say.

“I suggest you try to get as much sleep as you can.  It’s pretty late, and I expect you to be up at the crack of dawn so you can try to finish the maze.  You’ve only completed about fifteen percent so far, and haven’t even hit any of the fun parts yet.”

His words shocked me back to wakefulness in an instant.  I’d thought the game was over, but apparently we’d just barely got started.  Keeping the smile off my face would’ve been impossible, so I didn’t even try.

“Thank you for the warning and advice, Master,” I said.  “But…”

“But what?”

“Are you really that tired Master?”

It turned out he wasn’t, and staying up a little longer was more than worth it.  I loved my Master.

###



The Reluctant Master


Changes

“How did I get into this?” I wryly asked myself.

It was a rhetorical question, but one I asked myself several times a day now.  Ever since my fiancée Alice informed me she needed me to become her Master, that is.

When I first agreed to try dominating her, I hadn’t thought much about it, but since it was only a blindfold and some extended foreplay, I gave it a go to make her happy.  It wasn’t really a big thing, yet it had led to an absolutely amazing night of sex, and had left me willing to try it again since it had sent her completely over the moon.

Of course, the blindfold wasn’t enough next time, and I wound up tying her in a spread eagle position with some long silk scarves.  Once again the sex was spectacular, but just like before, she wanted more the next time… and the time after that… and… well, you get the picture.

She was obsessed with the idea of being a full time submissive, and close to being addicted to bondage.  It was more than a little scary, but I loved her and didn’t see how I had much of a choice.

The last time she tried to ‘feed the beast’ with some self-bondage, she’d gotten stuck and was barely conscious by the time I came home and found her.  I put an end to any solo experiments after that, but the fact remained if I didn’t take charge and help her, she’d either do it herself, or find someone who would.

The latter was just as scary as the former, since before we’d found each other, she’d latched onto someone who’d whipped her hard enough to leave scars.  No… reluctant or not, I had to either become her Master, or live with the guilt of knowing she’d eventually wind up dead, or at least badly hurt.

That’s how our relationship changed, and I became Master Lucas.  Now all I needed to do was figure out what being a Master actually meant.

Some things were easier to pick up on than others, since I was always good with my hands.  Rope bondage, or rigging, came fairly easy to me, although I was amazed at how many different ways there were to tie someone up.

Hogtie, frog tie, crab tie, box tie, ball tie, spread eagle, strappado… who comes up with all this kind of stuff?  To say it was a steep learning curve was a massive understatement.

Real bondage gear was even worse.  When I went online to buy her a new ball gag for her birthday… a task I thought would only take about two or three minutes, I found over a hundred different models and styles to choose from!

It often felt like I was in way
 over my head, and that was a problem I don’t think many Masters have to deal with.  By definition, the dominant is the one in charge, the one who makes the rules, and the one who calls all the shots.

Things would’ve been a lot easier if her BDSM knowledge was as limited as mine, just so we could learn the ropes (pun intended) together.  Of course, none of my inexperience mattered at the end of the day, since I’d made her lay out the ground rules of a D/s relationship at the beginning, and complaining about how I did things was firmly against the rules.

Rule number one: She had to obey me at all times.

Rule number two: She must never hesitate to obey, or complain about anything I asked of her.

Rule number three: My needs and desires always came first.

Rule number four: She must never lie to me about anything.

Rule number five: She must never do anything to embarrass or disappoint me.

Rule number six: She must always treat me with absolute deference and respect.

Rule number seven: She must always address me properly as either Sir or Master, unless given permission otherwise.

Rule number eight: She must always present herself with perfect posture, poise, elegance, and grace.

Rule number nine: She must never deny me, no matter what I ask.

Rule number ten: She must never hide a transgression or error from me.

Rule number eleven: She must never make demands of me.

She’d related these rules to me early on, and I’d come close to freaking out as the list got longer and more restrictive.  The only thing keeping me from calling it all off then and there was the final rule.

Rule number twelve: She must always love me.

That was the key.  Being submissive was what made her happy, but not nearly as happy as being my
 submissive.  It opened my eyes to what she really wanted, which was for someone to take care of her and control her, yet love her as well.

Like all changes, it was neither good nor bad in itself; it just depended on how you looked at it.  Reluctant or not, I was now her Master, and I’d be damned if I was going to do anything less than the best job possible.


The New Order

“What’s taking so long, Alice?” I asked, trying to look grumpy.

The question was rhetorical since I already knew the answer, and the big red ball gag in her mouth prevented her from answering anyway, but asking was part of today’s game.  I’d merely told her to fetch me a glass of wine, but the normally simple request was complicated a thousand fold by the outfit I’d dressed her in this morning.

Starting off with the thigh-high ballet boots with the eight-inch heels that she both loved and hated, I added leather cuffs to her ankles and above her knees.  Even though the boots kept her from making anything more than the tiniest of steps, I used a simple carabineer clip to hold the knee cuffs together, and a six-inch chain to hobble her ankles, just for the psychological effect.

I used a third set of cuffs on her wrists, and hung them from a ceiling hook to not only help her keep her balance while she got used to the boots, but to keep her arms out of the way while I moved on to the next item of her wardrobe; the corset.

She had three corsets now, but this one was my favorite.  Made of shiny black leather and heavily boned, it ran from her hips to just below her beautiful breasts.  It not only added support to her luscious globes, but pushed them up and out in a most pleasing and erotic manner.

After wearing corsets for several months, it became easy for me to lace it fully closed and reduce her waist down to an even twenty inches.  We’d spent a lot of money on her corsets, and it made me a little sad that we’d probably have to replace them with new ones soon.  On a brighter note, it meant I didn’t have to struggle to come up with Christmas present ideas this year.

Her goal was to get her waist down to eighteen inches, and I thought it shouldn’t be too hard, considering how well she’d adapted so far.  Once the corset was laced and locked, I lowered her arms, clipped them to D-rings on the side of the corset, and picked up the next part of her ‘uniform’ for the day.

The posture collar was one she’d picked out herself, and looked even more uncomfortable than the cervical collars used by EMT’s.  She swore it wasn’t, yet the hard, four-inch tall front kept her head strictly controlled, and needed to be laced extremely tight to prevent it from moving.

She wasn’t a pain slut or anything, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t a glutton for punishment on occasion.  Between the corset, posture collar, and the two-inch ball gag I popped past her teeth, getting enough air in her lungs soon became a major concern.

Her bondage was simple, yet effective, and made her chores for the day close to impossible… which was the general idea.  Have you ever tried to vacuum a room under limitations like that?  I wouldn’t dare try it myself, yet she seemed to love it, and thus the game was born.

A game isn’t fun unless two people are playing it, though, so I made sure she didn’t get bored.  The bag of potato chips I made her bring me became a major point of concern, since it seemed like I could barely manage to find my mouth with the crumbly morsels, and made quite the mess she needed to clean up.

Even the empty bag became a trial when left on the floor for her to pick up, especially since the salty snack had left me thirsty, and I imposed a time limit on how long I could go before she brought me my requested drink.

Simply opening the bottle was a major accomplishment with the way her hands were restrained, and the first time I made her try it, it’d taken her over an hour before she figured out how to do it.  Was it fair?  No.  Did either of us care?  Hell no!  It was all just part of the game, and despite a few dirty looks thrown my way when she thought I wasn’t looking, she loved every minute of it.

Don’t get me wrong… I enjoyed most of our games just as much as she did, although I looked at a day of Alice in bondage and submission as nothing more than several hours of foreplay.  The payoff was always more than worth it in the end, despite the extra effort involved.

Make no mistake about it… being a good Master to a full-time submissive was hard work, and while I wasn’t very good at it yet, I was
 a hard worker.  Even little things like making the house safer for someone guaranteed to take spills and tumbles on a regular basis had taken me ages.

Some of the hard work was fairly interesting, though, namely the construction of the bondage furniture for our basement playroom.  I’d taken a summer job renovating the outbuildings at a small ranch, and the materials I’d managed to salvage couldn’t have come at a better time.

Not having the kind of money Alice did, and not wanting to be a complete leech, I was able to repurpose the old wood, iron, and leather into some top-notch bondage equipment.  It allowed us to enjoy the big ticket items I never could’ve otherwise afforded, and making extra stuff for sale gave me the cash I needed to buy specialty stuff I couldn’t make.

I cut my ruminations short, realizing Alice was standing at attention in front of me, waiting patiently with my glass of wine.  While making a sub wait is the Master’s prerogative, and is often done just to reinforce that fact, doing it today meant I’d lost track of how much time it’d taken to complete her task.

Now I had to decide if she did a good enough job to earn some sort of reward, or had taken too long and earned a punishment.  Of course, since I hadn’t actually told her what the time limit was, I could go either way.  The sight of her mostly nude body standing in front of me made up my mind for me, so I released her legs from the fettering chains.

I had to help her maintain her balance while she crawled onto my lap and lowered herself over my crotch, but then my hands were free to tease all her most sensitive areas.  Her writhing and gyrating body instantly made me glad I hadn’t bothered putting on anything more than a lounging robe today, since anything else would’ve just got in the way and ruined the moment.

Times like this are why I usually went with minimal restraints below her waist.  Keeping her hot and bothered for an extended period of time was another game I often played with her, but wasn’t nearly as much fun if I was the one who had to do the waiting.

Within a minute I had her raise a knee so I could position my cock for entry, and let her slowly impale herself on it.  God she was amazing.  All she could do was grind her hips against mine, but that was enough to bring me to an amazing orgasm in no time at all, despite all my efforts to control myself.

Our new order was strange, but it was never boring… and she wasn’t the only one who enjoyed it.


Trials and Tribulations

While Alice couldn’t make any demands of me anymore, that didn’t mean she had no input in her training regimen.  One of the things she was determined to improve upon was her ability to please me sexually – something I had absolutely no complaints about, but agreed to since it made both of us happy.  Practicing was never a chore.

In order to keep things interesting, I devised a simple little wheel of chance to determine what she’d have to work on for the day.  Random chance could have her wearing a set of ben-wa balls all day, or a butt plug all night, and those were the simplest options available.

If I spun the wheel before our morning workout session, she sometimes found herself on the treadmill with an unsupported dildo between her legs.  The unspecified threat of ‘dire consequences’ encouraged her to keep it from falling to the ground, although I think she occasionally dropped it just to find out what punishment I had in mind that day.

One trial she both loved and hated was the stationary bike.  I’d modified it so her hands and feet could be locked in place until I decided she’d had enough, and mounted a dildo right at mouth level.

This was her blowjob practice device, and was why she had her love/hate relationship with the bike.  A simple pressure switch at the base of the dildo could only be pressed when she took the phallus all the way in, and it served a dual purpose.

The simple one was to increase a counter, and was what I looked at when deciding if she’d earned her release or not.  The second job of the switch was to activate the magic wand vibrator I’d bolted underneath the seat.

Normally powerful enough to bring her to orgasm within a minute, the vibrations were muted enough this way to simply tease her without any hope of relief.  She’d once said she’d rather I cane her ass hard enough to keep her standing for a week, than endure a single hour on the bike.

Since I didn’t enjoy inflicting that kind of pain, and I loved how good her blowjobs were these days, my choice was a no-brainer.  I made sure she got the bike at least once a week, and often a lot more.

Out of all the things I was supposed to do as a proper Master, punishing Alice was the hardest for me.  Impact play never felt right to me, since hitting a girl went against everything I’d learned growing up.

Not only that, but the simpler things like slapping her ass, pussy, or tits seemed to actually turn her on.  She wasn’t a pain slut or anything like that, but I think having to submit to my direct punishments reinforced my dominance over her, allowing her to sink into that weird state of mind known as sub space.

I actually got a little freaked out the first time it’d happened, since I hadn’t known such a thing was even possible.  She began begging and pleading for me to hit her harder and harder, until my hand was actually quite sore, and her ass had to be damn near on fire.

Her orgasms that night had been truly spectacular… almost scary with the strength, frequency, and duration.  I found out what sub space was later on, and learned to spot when she wasn’t completely on the same planet as I was.

All the trials and tribulations she wanted to be put through didn’t get any easier for me to handle… at least the first time.  The learning curve was steep, but I wasn’t an idiot; just inexperienced.

If I stopped to think about it objectively, I would probably see we were both progressing at an extremely rapid rate.  One thing that helped tremendously was a sort of bucket list book she put together for me.

It included pictures and descriptions of all the various ties she wanted to try out, clips from her favorite stories, and was practically a bondage instruction manual.  It gave me the ability to surprise her with something new (for us) on occasion, and the confidence to try it, knowing it was all things she wanted to experience.

I had to admit it to at least myself, if not to Alice; a lot of things I saw and read in her book turned me on something fierce, and I began to understand at least a little of why she was so obsessed with the BDSM lifestyle.  It was definitely an interesting shade of weird.

Surprisingly, it was the stories that really got me going.  With no budget limiting the production, or reality intruding at inopportune moments, her stories became the ultimate in bondage fantasy.

They also became the source material for the various games I invented… or at least stole and modified into something workable for us.  After going through it all a few times, I decided to make a book of my own.

Based on her biggest fantasies, but toned down enough to be safe, sane, and humanly possible.  (No virgins taking foot-long dildos for their first time, and cumming non-stop for a week without any food or bathroom breaks.)  I eventually got a playbook of scenes put together that was guaranteed to be a lot of fun for the both of us.

I kept its existence a secret from Alice, since she reacted so much more strongly when she didn’t know what was coming.  It meant some oddball rigging practice sessions, and the construction of a few devices that had her puzzled, but at least I didn’t have to put up with questions that’d ruin the surprises I had in store for her.  I was the Master.

One of the scenarios I came up with worked out so well, it actually became part of our exercise schedule.  I called it bondage yoga, and not only did it give me lots of rigging practice, but it had all the benefits of a normal yoga or limbering up routine.

Speaking of which, I suddenly realized I’d become distracted and left Alice on the bike for a lot longer than I’d initially planned.  She was drenched in sweat and breathing heavily from the combination of exercise, stimulation, and trying to breathe with a silicone dick down her throat. 

After removing her restraints and helping her off the bike, I said she could use the bathroom and take a quick shower while I got things ready.  Unlike a normal yoga session, we needed a lot more than just a little mat, and I needed to make sure I had the various lengths of rope arranged in the proper order.

I’d initially planned on taking it easy on her after the workout she’d already gone through, but she emerged from the bathroom practically bubbling with energy and high spirits.  Suspecting she might’ve ‘cheated’ during her shower and relieved the inner tension built up from the vibrating bike seat, I threw that plan out the window.

“Start off with the camel pose,” I ordered.

She immediately knelt on the mat and slowly bent herself backwards until she could grab her ankles, with her beautiful breasts becoming the highest point of her body.  I quickly lashed her wrists together with about an extra foot of rope running under her ankles, and spent the next few minutes kissing  and fondling her tits until it was time for the next pose.

“Roll forward into the bow,” I said, giving her nipples a final tweak.

I helped out to make sure she didn’t face plant when her center of gravity changed, and added a new rope to the middle of her wrist binds.  I tied the other end off to a ring on the wall, ensuring her arms would be held in a sort of strappado position once I moved on to the next pose in a few minutes.

I used those minutes to alternately caress and spank her well-toned ass before assisting her into locust, with her legs straight out behind her.  I’d had a lot of fun with this pose in the past, kneeling in front of her and making her hold the pose with my dick in her mouth.  It was tempting, but I regretfully skipped the blowjob today since we were just getting started.

For the next pose, I folded her legs back and tied her calves to her thighs in a classic frog tie, before carefully pulling her to her knees by the wrist rope.  Once she was balanced there, I removed her wrist ropes and helped her continue backwards until she was lying in the sleeping hero position.

I re-lashed her wrists together and had her hold this one for more than the usual few minutes, taking the time to suck on her wonderfully full and engorged nipples, while also playing with her increasingly wet pussy.  I wanted to make it hard for her to concentrate, and looked to be succeeding admirably.

“Forward into the half tortoise,” I finally said, letting her continue with the routine.

She managed this one without my help, and knelt all the way forward without losing her balance.  Her chest wasn’t quite pressed into her thighs enough for my liking, so I grabbed a longer piece of rope, doubled it up, and slipped it under her knees.

I used the leverage provided by the lark’s head to pull her lower body tight together, putting her into a lower body ball tie that fixed her error nicely.  She looked quite sexy like this, so I decided to improvise a little, and made it a bit more restrictive.

I used the abandoned rope from her earlier strappado to fasten the ball tie rope behind her, and a new one in front of her.  After adding a belt around her elbows, it removed almost all available wiggle room, and let me tickle her without any possibility of defense.

She really hated being tickled, so I didn’t do it for long… just enough to punish her for her suspected masturbation.  Once she was struggling to even breathe, I relented and freed her arms, giving her a few minutes to rest in the child’s pose.

I removed the ball tie rope while she rested, and ran it through a ceiling ring for the next part of my plan.

“Hands behind your back, and palms together,” I said, picking up the belt I’d used in my modified half tortoise.

Now that Alice was flexible enough I could pull her elbows all the way together behind her back, I preferred to use a belt instead of a rope for most elbow ties.  It was quick, easy, and the wide leather helped to spread the pressure out a bit.

Once her elbows were touching, it was easy to tie her wrists with the rope I’d just prepped, and pull them up towards the ceiling.  ‘Kneeling frog tie strappado’ isn’t a pose you’d see in a conventional yoga class, but it was super sexy, and had the additional benefit of putting her head at the perfect height for what I’d reluctantly passed on earlier.

“You know what to do,” was all I had to say, walking in front of her.

It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure it out, since I’d already pulled my pants off after tying the strappado rope, and my cock was standing quite noticeably at attention.  She smiled briefly, but then opened her mouth wide in acceptance.

All my handling of Alice’s naked body had left me super horny, but I refused to let her simply go to town on me.  Not only did I want to make it last, but by forcing her to lean forward while she sucked, it put more strain on her arms.

It was all part of the stretching process that let me tie her in the increasingly stringent positions she so desperately craved, and it challenged her mentally as well.  Successfully blowing me like this gave her a sense of accomplishment that couldn’t be duplicated during any regular bedtime fun and games.

I extended things even further by stepping away when I got too close and playing with her tits until I calmed down enough to continue.  I couldn’t delay things too long, though, since her strappado was fairly severe, but the extra time was well worth it from both of our points of view.

When I finally did cum, she took special care to not let a single drop escape, and made sure my prick was completely clean before relaxing as much as her bondage allowed.  Normally this was the point in which I’d give her a reward for doing so well, but not today.

All my rigging today had gone so well, I thought I was finally ready to start enacting some of her wildest fantasy scenarios.  It meant her reward would be delayed a bit, but I had a sneaking suspicion she wouldn’t mind in the end.


Shopping Trip

One of Alice’s fantasies that was easy to fulfill, at least on the surface, was a bit of public danger.  Not physical peril… just a bit of naughtiness away from the safety of our home, with the potential for a lot of humiliation.

I had her take another shower, and let her know we’d be heading out to eat and run a few errands.  She never bothered with makeup or any hairstyle fancier than a ponytail around the house, so she appreciated the warning.

While she was getting ready, I put together an outfit I thought she’d look hot in, selected a few special accessories, and printed out the shopping lists she’d need.  She seemed surprised to find everything waiting for her, since she usually got to pick her own clothes whenever we went out.

She gave me a quizzical look, but started putting it all on without commenting on my selections.  First up was a pair of skimpy lace panties, which was quite unusual since she hadn’t worn underwear since becoming a fulltime sub.

She probably thought I’d allowed it since the black leather skirt I’d picked was rather short, but started looking nervous when the matching bra was nowhere to be found.  Her nervousness was primarily due to the thinness of the blouse I’d picked out, since the white silk alone would do nothing to hide her wonderfully large nipples should she become even slightly aroused.

Fishnet stockings and black stilettoes with four inch heels completed the look I was going for, although now it was time to add a few accessories.

The chrome slave cuffs looked like charm bracelets once a few baubles were dangling from the D-rings, although anyone who took a closer look would probably figure out what they really were.  They could only be opened or closed with an allen wrench, and had a matching collar that really made her nervous about what I was up to.

I skipped the ankle cuffs, since the ones I ordered were a tad too small for comfort, but added a pair of tiny padlocks to the straps on her shoes.  Stepping back to take it all in, I thought she looked extremely sexy, and more than a little slutty.  Perfect.

“Ok Alice, I think we’re about ready to go,” I said, a huge shit-eating grin on my face.

She gulped at my choice of words, since going out normally meant a brief resumption of how things were before she became a true submissive.  I always used ‘dear’ or ‘honey’ when we were playing at being a simple couple, and only used her real name (or slave) when I was in my role as her Master.

We took my car, and headed for the highway so we could go over to the next town, since the place we lived in didn’t have all the stores she’d need to hit.  As soon as we got into traffic, I sprung my first surprise on her.

“Open the glove box and take out the paper bag with the green label,” I ordered.

She did as I asked, finding a small tube of lube and a single ben-wa ball inside.  I couldn’t help but smile at her gasp of surprise, since inserting a ben-wa ball while driving down a highway popular with truckers was a risky proposition for her.

It wasn’t easy for her to hike up the tight leather skirt, especially since I wouldn’t let her take off her seatbelt, but she eventually managed.  Concentrating on the road was just as tough for me, but I managed as well.

“Leave your skirt as it is,” I ordered, once the ball was in place.  “You’re not quite done yet.”

“Yes, Master,” she quickly replied, although there was a little waver in her voice.

“Get the bag with the orange label next.”

The second bag held a brand new toy, and I hoped she wouldn’t recognize what it really was.  It looked like an egg shaped match to the ben-wa ball she’d already slid home, although at three and a half inches by one and a half, would fill her a lot more.

Just as she started inserting it, I swerved to take an off-ramp and pulled into a gas station.  Her face turned beet red in an instant, and she frantically doubled her efforts to get the toy inside and her panties back in place before anyone could see what she was up to.

“Fill ‘er up, and don’t forget to clean the windows,” I said, handing her a fifty.

Amazingly, her blush deepened even more as she realized she’d not only have to get out of the car with her skirt still hiked up, but also go inside to pay.  She managed to get her skirt back down without anyone noticing, although her flushed face and provocative outfit drew a few odd looks from the other customers.

She made it through her first ordeal without incident, and we were soon back on the highway, ready to start the next phase.

“From now on, whenever you’re in my car and we’re driving, you’re to play with your nipples unless I say otherwise.”

Already noticeably erect from both the toys and the gentle caresses of the soft silk covering them, they soon grew to epic proportions under her self-ministrations.  I helped things along by driving over the rumble strips on the shoulder, the vibrations going straight to the ben-wa ball deep inside her.

When we got to town, I pulled into the parking lot of the first restaurant that looked packed, and allowed her to finally stop touching herself.

“Hand me the red label bag from the glove box, and undo two buttons on your blouse.”

She looked around nervously before complying, and then acted quickly once she realized nobody was around at the moment.  Inside the bag was two foot long pieces of clear, half-inch hose, with an elastic band wrapped around one of the ends.

I took a quick glance around us myself before leaning over and pressing the end of the hose over her first nipple, and sucking on it to draw the bud inside.  Once I had it trapped, I used my thumb to roll the elastic off the end of the tube, and onto the base of her nipple.

She gasped when it took hold, since it immediately contracted a fair amount, and was far too tight to have any chance of sliding off by accident.  I quickly trapped her second nipple and allowed her to redo one of the buttons she’d undone.

If I thought her nipples were noticeable before, now it looked like she was trying to smuggle a pair of thimbles under her shirt.  I was whistling quite cheerfully as I stepped around to her side and offered my hand to help her out of the car.

Inside, the hostess told me the wait was about thirty minutes, and I said that was fine.  I took a seat and pulled out my phone, resuming my whistling.  Alice sat down beside me and stared at nothing in particular, hoping to not draw any more attention to herself than she already had.

I’d have to do something to change that.

After checking my email, I pulled up the new app I’d installed after buying the new egg she currently had inside her.  The new toy was actually a Bluetooth controlled vibrator, with ten wonderfully devious settings programmed into it, and controlled by my phone.

Just to make sure there was no mistaking what was going on, I turned it on to its maximum speed.  A slight whimper escaped her tightly closed lips and she gave me a desperate, pleading look, but she actually didn’t have to worry; I had no intention of driving her to orgasm so soon in the day.

I turned it down to low and pretended to read some more emails, although I was actually watching her as much as I could.  She looked lost, confused, embarrassed, and extremely turned on.  So far so good.

When we got our table, it was right in the middle of the place, and gave her no chance to try and hide.  She barely ate any of her salad, since I spent most of my time playing with her, sending the speeds up and down at random, and keeping her completely off balance.

“What’s the matter, dear?” I asked after a fairly loud moan got past her control.

“Nothing Ma… Lucas.  I just need to use the ladies room.”

“Go ahead… but it better just be for the usual business.  If I find out you were naughty in there, or if anything is missing when you come out, you’ll really pay the price.”

“I just really need to pee,” she mumbled.

“Make it quick then, but since you’re heading that way, make a detour to the car and grab the bag with the blue label.”

Even though I’d called her dear, she knew better than to argue with me.  She returned with the bag after a few minutes, and threw me one final, pleading look.  I shook my head slightly and held up the phone as a warning of what disobeying me would bring.

She got the picture and hurried into the ladies room to take care of business, and add the final accessory.  She emerged quicker than expected, and from the slightly funny way she was walking, I knew she now had the fairly large butt plug firmly up her backdoor.

I gave the toy a quick buzz on high speed to make sure she hadn’t tried to cheat, and enjoyed seeing her jump.  I paid the bill and drove us to our first of many stops, the pet store.

I chose this store because I knew they could do custom engraved name tags while you waited.  I ordered one with ‘Alice’ on it, and went over to the dog toy aisle.

The first thing that caught my eye was a small, soft rubber squeaky ball.  I gave it a few experimental squeezes and then turned to Alice with an evil gleam in my eyes.

“Open wide,” I said.

It was a tight fit, but I managed to get it past her teeth without too much trouble.

“How does it feel?” I asked.

Her reply was garbled beyond all recognition, and drowned out by the squeaks as well.

“Sounds perfect to me,” I chuckled, helping her get it out, and looking around to see what else might be of use.

I thought a rubber bone might make a good bit style gag, so I had her try out a few different ones to see what worked best.  To her extreme consternation, I added six different ones to the cart before heading over to the rack of leashes.

“I think this one matches your skirt,” I said, clipping it to the ring on her collar and letting it dangle in front of her.

I left it there for a few minutes while I looked through the collars, and only took it off after finding the pair of bark control shock collars I was looking for.  That was it for this store, so after collecting her new dog tag and putting it on her collar in front of the shocked clerk, we headed to our next stop.

It was a large fabric supply store that carried both the faux leather I used for the bondage furniture I built, and sheets of real leather.  I bought rolls of the fake stuff in red and black, added several large sheets of real leather, and picked up a large bag of leather scraps as well since it was so cheap.

I hadn’t done anything to embarrass her here, so she began to calm down slightly and regained a tiny bit of composure.  I did
 make her blush at the riding tack store when I tested out a new crop on her ass, but the staff barely paid us any attention.  I bought the crop, a leather conditioning kit, and a few long belts before moving on.

Our next stop was the big hardware store, and was where the bulk of today’s items would come from.  Rope, chain, dowels, snap hooks, eye bolts, wood, iron pipe, electrical tape, packing tape, a case of pallet wrap and two of duct tape… we each had a cart full of unmistakably ‘odd’ stuff by the time we were done.

I made her go through checkout alone while I played with my phone, and then it was time for our final stop of the day; the grocery store.  The only normal stop of the day, I set her toy to run on a medium-low setting and gave her the list, while I went across the street to get fitted for a new suit.

My bondage furniture business was starting to pick up, so I thought it would be a good idea to present a better appearance when meeting new customers.  Alice agreed, and gave me a gift card for one for my birthday.

Other than two dozen rolls of saran wrap, the grocery list was straightforward, so I left it in her hands, and took my time at the tailors.  It worked out well, since I hated grocery shopping at the best of times.

She’d finished before I did, and was waiting in the car for me when I emerged, although not very patiently from the look of it.  I turned the toy off before starting the car, giving her a little respite before the grand finale.

“Shopping always makes me hungry,” I said.  “I think I’d like to try the fancy new Italian place that just opened up.”

She nodded her agreement, even though I hadn’t actually asked her opinion, and began rubbing her nipples again.  (My previous order was still in effect.)

It was a tiny bit early for dinner, so we got in without having to wait.  I asked for a booth this time so we had a tiny bit of privacy, and turned her toy on after ordering a bottle of wine.

I increased the speed a notch with the arrival of each new course, taking delight at the expression on her face when she realized what I was doing.  Soup, salad, appetizers, entrée… each course became harder for her to endure, and by the time dessert arrived, the place was packed and she had to exercise all her self-control to keep herself from cumming in front of everyone.

Lingering over a final cup of coffee, I asked her a simple and ordinary sounding question.

“So Alice, what do you say… do you want to come?”

If anyone had
 overheard, the question sounded completely innocent.  To Alice, it had a totally different meaning, and I could see her desire warring with her sense of propriety.

Her lust won.

“Yes, I think I’d love to come,” she replied, trying to sound just as casual as I had, although not as successfully.

I bumped up the speed after each sip of coffee until it was running full blast, and leaned back to enjoy the impending fireworks.  Normally very vocal during sex, I was impressed at the amount of control she exhibited when her orgasm began.

Other than an extreme tensing of her muscles and a slight whimper, she managed to hold herself in check while wave after wave of pure carnal pleasure wracked her body.  She almost fell limp when it passed and I turned the vibrator completely off, but recovered quickly and hid behind her glass of water while she tried to catch her breath.

Her legs were fairly shaky when she stood, so I gave her an arm to help her balance, and escorted her to the car like a proper gentleman.  Before heading home, I had one final trial in mind for her, and stopped at the edge of the parking lot to put it place.

“Reach under your seat and pull out the bag.”

She must’ve thought her adventure was over, since she seemed quite surprised to hear yet another order from me.  I even thought she was going to refuse for a moment, but then her training kicked in and she handed it over.

I passed her a set of leg irons and had her put them on, and then a large but soft ball to stuff in her mouth.  A wide leather belt then went around her knees, a second around her elbows, and a short clip to connect her wrist cuffs made her quite helpless even before I fastened her seatbelt and pulled it as tight as possible.

As a final touch, I undid three more buttons on her blouse, and made sure there was plenty of cleavage to be seen by anyone looking in.

“I guess you can’t play with your nipples now, but don’t worry… I have something else in mind to keep you from getting bored.  I read a story about a guy who wired a vibrator to the RPM gauge and connected it to the cigarette lighter.

“The faster he went, the faster the vibrator ran, but I wasn’t sure how to do that, so you’ll have to settle for manual control.  Starting at a base of speed number three, I’ll add one extra notch for every ten miles per hour we’re going.”

I hadn’t known her eyes could get so big.  No dummy, she knew we were over an hour away from home on a seventy mile per hour highway, and what that meant for her.  I began whistling again as I drove off, wondering if I should take the scenic route home… or maybe get ‘accidentally’ lost for a while.

I’d decide later, but either way, I was glad I had a full tank of gas.


Learning the Hard Way

Alice looked at me in a new light after our shopping adventure.  She’d always treated me with polite deference and obedience, but now there was a healthy dose of real
 respect mixed in.

I’d proven I could be creative and commanding in a situation completely outside her comfort zone, and my confidence level had risen considerably as a result.  When we talked about it later that night, she admitted she came close to chickening out and using her safe word several times, but was ultimately glad she hadn’t.

Flush with the success of our first outing, I spent the rest of the week working on the next adventure I wanted to try.  While the first scenario was all about her limits, this next one would be about mine
, and my aversion to real impact play and harsh punishment.

Each day I worked in the garage until the wee hours of the morning, both to fill orders, and to make the new things I’d need.  I also made sure that Alice had plenty of chores to do, and set her up in ways that ensured she’d be unable to do them all properly.

In other words, I wanted her so loaded down with demerits, there’d only be one possible way to clean the slate: extreme bondage and harsh corporal punishment.

I made her sort all the new ropes I’d cut by length, but blindfolded and tied her elbows together before dumping the tangle at her feet.  I made her clean and condition every piece of leather we owned, but only after crab tying her first.

Cooking and cleaning became damn near impossible all of a sudden, and I made sure to run her ragged during each extended exercise session.  In short, I was deliberately fucking her over as much as possible, just as the prelude for my next game.

After the first day or so, she had to know I was up to something, but didn’t even dream of complaining or questioning my orders.  After all, this was all part of what she signed up for when she became my submissive, and I wouldn’t doubt she knew it was leading up to something big.

She was right, of course, but I never would’ve admitted it, even if she asked.

When Friday night arrived, I figured I had everything I needed ready to go, and hauled the last of it down to our basement playroom.  Alice was already down there trying to soften one of my new leather sheets using only her feet, since she’d been wearing her straitjacket since early this morning.

I didn’t normally like to leave her alone while she was helplessly restrained, but keeping a video chat open let me make sure she was ok, and also let me use her Bluetooth vibrator whenever the mood struck.  I sure loved that thing, (almost as much as she did) and even ordered two more in case the one we were currently using broke.

I quietly set up a video camera, took a shot of liquid courage, and stomped over to where she was working.

“Yet another botched job,” I spat, pulling her head up by her ponytail.  “Are you deliberately trying to piss me off, or are you just completely useless?”

My deliberate provocation cut through her normally solid submissive behavior, and I saw sparks of defiance in her eyes.  Perfect… for this particular fantasy, any fight she might put up would add to the overall effect.

The new squeaky toy gag she wore didn’t allow her to give any kind of argument about how unfair I was being, and I think the embarrassing noises it made pissed her off even more.  With one hand firmly around her hair, I grabbed the straitjacket loops with the other, and pulled her roughly to her feet.

“It seems you’re bound and determined to learn the hard way that when I give you an order, I expect it to be obeyed instantly, completely, and perfectly.  That’s fine by me… since coddling you doesn’t seem to be doing any good, I’m more than willing to try it the other way for a while.”

In addition to being pissed off, she also seemed a little bit freaked out at my harshness, but didn’t put up much of a fight as I bent her over the spanking bar and began strapping her down.  Although, once her waist and ankles were firmly secure, I started removing the straitjacket, and had to work to get her arms rebound to the wall rings in front of her.

She still had a little fire left in her, which was all to the good.

It was still no contest, though, and I soon had her bound nice and tight.  Her feet were spread about four feet apart with only her toes touching the floor, her hips were welded to the padded bar, and her arms stretched out in front of her like a pair of guitar strings.

She definitely wasn’t going anywhere until I decided otherwise, and that wouldn’t be for quite a while due to the promise I made to myself before starting.  Knowing I might be tempted to end this particular scene early, I vowed to keep her punishment going until I finished fucking her for the sixth time.

Once was always fun, twice was easy, and three times doable with a bit of a break.  Six times was possible, but a bit of a stretch unless I had a pretty good break in between rounds.

I decided to get the first one out of the way now, and shed all my clothes while browsing our toy shelves for the things I wanted to try first.  After selecting a few different vibrators and butt plugs, I came across our shiny new clover clamps and got a new idea.

I went to the garage and grabbed two springs from my miscellaneous junk pile, and a double handful of large steel washers.  Two pieces of brass welding rod became two large hooks, and I ran back with my booty as fast as I could.

“Oh good,” I casually said.  “You’re still here.”

I knew the inane comment would piss her off, and I vaguely wondered if her four grunts and three squeaks translated to ‘motherfucker’.  I sat on the floor below her and began flicking her nipples with the tip of my index finger, eliciting loud squeaks of displeasure, while causing them to grow nice and erect.

Her muffled squeaks became howls when I quickly clamped both nipples in turn, and added the springs and hooks.  I waited until she stopped before I started adding the heavy washers one at a time, alternating between each hook, and allowing them to drop from a few inches so she clearly felt each one.

I’d clearly underestimated the weight of the washers, and had barely used a third of my pile before the springs were halfway to the floor and her nipples were stretched like never before.  It looked good enough to me, so I got to my feet, eager to get the show really
 started.

She flinched when the first drop of cold lube landed in the crack of her ass, and flinched again when my finger pressed against her puckered rosebud.  Each flinch was accompanied by a jingling of the washers hanging from the nipple clamps, as her movement made them shake and bounce around.

I added another glop of lube and added a second finger to my anal probing, then finally a third.  She seemed to be about as ready as she’d ever be, so I rubbed some of the extra lube over my already hard prick, and pressed the tip firmly against her backdoor.

She tried to pucker up and stop my invasion, but was a hair too late; once my head was inside, she didn’t stand a chance.  I gave her a moment to get used to it before pressing deeper inside, and yet another few moments before starting to slowly fuck her.

As soon as I felt her get used to it and begin to relax, I changed from long, slow strokes, to short hard ones.  Only withdrawing an inch or two, I slammed her ass hard enough to rock the frame she was bound to, and made the spring loaded weights on her nipples bounce around like crazy.

Even when I started to cum I didn’t change my pace, and I kept pounding as hard as I could until I started to go soft.  Spent for now, I pulled out and quickly jammed a butt plug home while her sphincter was still loose.

I took the time to clean myself off and grab a bottle of water from the fridge before returning to begin her corporal punishment.  I wanted to start things off with a bang, so there was only one real choice; the rattan cane.

I started off with fairly light taps while I got used to wielding the springy stick, but then lashed out with a blow that landed across the middle of both ass cheeks.  Her howls and struggles were surprisingly energetic considering how tightly she was bound.

I could actually see the welt forming a thin red line and a slightly raised bump from my blow, although it didn’t look like it’d turn into a real bruise.  It meant I had a lot more leeway in the amount of power I used than I initially thought, although I had no intention of hitting hard enough to bruise her up or break the skin.

I resumed tapping once she calmed down a little, and fell into a routine where I’d tap until things felt right, and then land a real blow.  She soon had eight almost perfectly perpendicular lines running across her buttocks, and I felt a bit more confident in my skill with the cane.

I wanted her to continue to add to her own punishment, though, so after making it an even ten lines, added the next twist.

“You’ve only worked off your first ten demerits so far, and this could take all night if we don’t do something to hurry it along.  I’m going to give you a chance to cut your remaining demerits in half, as long as you can do one simple task without screwing up.”

I waggled a long, skinny vibrator in front of her face before coating it liberally in lube.

“All you need to do is hold this thing in place for five minutes without cumming and without dropping it,” I said, slowly sliding it in and out of her pussy.  “Five minutes should be a cakewalk, even for someone like you.”

Five minutes should
 be easy, but I’d stacked the deck against her quite heavily, and would even cheat more if I had to.  To start with, the vibrator I’d picked was the thinnest one in our collection, and hard to hold at the best of times.

Add in the super-slick lubricant I’d used, combine it with her wide spread stance, her own natural lubrication, and the powerful vibrations it put out, and I’d be surprised if she lasted more than a minute.  If by some miracle she did manage to get close to the time limit, I’d start adding weight to the control cord until it hit the floor.

Cheating wasn’t necessary, as it turned out.  She exploded into orgasm after less than a minute, and dropped it without any intervention from me.

“That was pathetic,” I growled.  “Not only did you fail to reduce your demerits, but by having a forbidden orgasm and
 dropping your toy, I think I’ll have to double your remaining demerits, and then double it again since you screwed up twice.”

I think she tried to argue how unfair I was being, but had no better luck making herself understood now than she had earlier.  I shut her up by the simple expedient of adding more and more weight to her nipple clamps, until she figured it out and her loud complaints were reduced to faint whimpers.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.  “Don’t you like these clamps?

She shook her head gently to prevent them from moving any more than they already were.

“Oh… my bad… let me fix it for you.”

I pulled off both clamps at the same time, and got a far more energetic reaction than I expected.  She howled like never before as blood rushed back into her tender nipples, and despite the highly effective gag, I’m positive she called me a cocksucker several times, along with many other naughty things that shouldn’t be in a good slave’s vocabulary.

I massaged her breasts (which made things worse at first) until she calmed down and got her breathing back under control.  Always a sucker for tits, fondling her like this soon had my cock standing at attention again, so I thought it was time for round two.

I stood behind her and slowly removed the butt plug, but pressed it back in place the moment it popped free.  I fucked her with it for a few minutes, and then switched the toy for the real thing when she wasn’t expecting it.

I fucked her pretty much like before, although this time, my slamming into her ass caused her to flinch from contact with the welts left behind by the cane, instead of hurting her poor, abused nipples.  When I finished, I trapped the double load of cum in her ass with a slightly larger butt plug, and gave her a few minutes rest.

I went to the bathroom, drank more water, and pulled a chair into place behind her.  It was time to try the cat-o-nine-tails flogger, and I wanted to be comfortable as possible for what might be a fairly long segment.

I warmed up by simply striking back and forth across her ass until I found my groove, and then switched to the sole of her left foot.  It really caught her off guard, and might’ve even tickled as well as stung, since she came close to actually jumping off the bar she was pressed so tightly against.

Each new blow was about a half inch higher than the last, and I gradually worked all the way up to her pussy.  I gave her a dozen good lashes straight between her legs, and then started working down to her right foot.

I worked back and forth three times, until her legs were an almost uniform shade of red, and her gasps of pain turned to something more; she’d slipped into subspace, and the pain starting turning into pleasure for her.

I knew I was right when she came hard enough to squirt during my next round of pussy slaps, something I hadn’t known was possible.  Her intense reaction instantly turned my cock rock hard in an almost symbiotic reaction, and I wasted no time in ramming it home in her quivering slit.

“I should double your demerits for cumming without permission again, but if you can keep from cumming while I fuck you now, I’ll forget your little lapse.”

I knew I’d last a long time this round, since I hadn’t had as much time to recharge my batteries as I would’ve liked.  Still, it felt like an absolutely amazing fuck, since her vaginal muscles were still quivering and clenching from her recent orgasm.

It couldn’t have been easy for her to contain herself, especially since it took me well over twice as long as normal before I could cum, but she managed to hold out.  Three down and three to go, but now I really needed to change her position before muscle cramps or circulation problems ruined tonight’s scene.

When I released her arms from the wall, she pretty much fell over the bar, too spent to even lift her hands right now.  I arranged two new wooden forms behind her and slowly helped her sit back, making a few minor adjustments to ensure her legs slid nicely into the grooves on top.

It left her sitting a foot off the floor, with her ass and pussy completely exposed for anything I might want to do to her down there.  Each form had four heavy leather belts to hold her legs in place, but before I buckled them down, I needed to take care of her arms.

Using the ropes still attached to her wrists, I pulled them straight out to the sides and tied them off to the wall on one side, and the treadmill on the other.  With her arms secure once more, I finished binding her legs, and grabbed the next thing I wanted to punish her with.

It started off as part of a broken and discarded saddle I’d salvaged when I’d worked on my stable renovation job, and I wasn’t sure why I’d even kept the bulky thing at first.  Inspiration struck one night, and I cut out a three inch by eighteen inch strip out of the thick, hard leather.

After trimming down one end and wrapping it with a long thong, it became a very comfortable paddle to wield, although I wasn’t exactly sure if I should call it a paddle or a strap.  Either way, I was sure it would be quite effective when wielded properly against her tits and cunt… or anywhere else for that matter.

Before kneeling in front of her with my new toy, I slipped a blindfold over her eyes.  I didn’t want her to see where each blow would be landing, and hoped it’d keep her nicely off balance.

I spent the first few minutes simply whacking her tits around, changing the timing, angle, and strength of each blow, with no real rhyme or reason.  I knew there was no way she could predict where I’d strike next, since I didn’t even know myself until I was already swinging.

I changed things up now and again by landing blows under her armpits, across her stomach, and of course, between her legs.  Once in a while I switched to holding the tip of the vibrator from earlier against her clit while flogging her tits, but made sure I pulled it off well before she could get off.

Playing with her wonderful tits helped me get ready for round four a little earlier than expected, but I was never one to waste an opportunity when it presented itself.  Since her jaw had to be practically killing her by now, I decided to give myself a few extra minutes and change her gag, but not before ensuring she wouldn’t be able to complain.

After turning the sensitivity up and the power level down, I strapped one of the bark control dog collars around her neck.  She set it off with a squeak before I could warn her, but got the picture immediately and fell completely still and silent.

She’d definitely worn the huge gag for too long, and it was several minutes before she could even attempt to close her mouth properly.  I put a straw in my bottle of water and held it up to her face so she could rehydrate a little, allowing her to sip at her own pace.

By the time she was done with the water, I noticed a little wiggling that seemed almost like the pee-pee dance a kid would do, and grabbed a bucket.  I pulled off her blindfold before sliding it underneath her, and went to fetch a towel.

She’d already finished by the time I returned, so I simply gave her a quick rub and hauled the bucket away for disposal.  I returned with the ring gag I knew was just barely big enough for my penis to poke through, and buckled it firmly behind her teeth before removing the evil shock collar.

Without further ado, I slid my semi-erect cock through the ring, and began the process of methodically painting her back red with my homemade strap.  It made for an exceptionally interesting blowjob, since each blow made her jump and take me in a little deeper in that instant.

She choked on occasion when it caught her at the wrong time, but she performed admirably and brought me off in almost record time.  It was quite an accomplishment, considering how many times I’d already cum so far tonight.

Her skill was almost disappointing in its effectiveness, since a blowjob is to guys, what flowers or jewelry is to girls.  I’d hoped it would’ve lasted three times as long, but nothing’s perfect, and I couldn’t hold it against her.

I’d just have to modify my plan and use round five for another one.

Before that, I had to wear her down.  To that end, I took another small wooden form I’d prepared earlier, and slid it between her legs.  Taking the idea from the popular Sybian device, I’d mounted a large magic wand vibrator to the side of a small keg, and was pleased to see my guess on the height was near perfect.

The bulbous tip was mashed firmly against her pussy, and should have a devastating effect on her already over-sensitive clit.  I turned it on and laughed at how much she managed to jump when the powerful vibrations hit home.

Suspecting I’d most likely be getting quite tired by this point, I’d planned something easy for me to torture her for this round.  All I planned on using was a few wide elastic bands.

I put one over the middle of each foot, and by stretching it back and letting it snap, could inflict a surprising amount of punishment with almost no effort.  I spent about twenty minutes playing with both the vibrator’s power switch, and the elastic bands, driving her completely crazy with the conflicting sensations.

I could tell she wanted to cum before even two minutes had passed, and don’t have the words to describe how desperate she was before I finally relented and let the vibrator run continuously on full speed.  She had at least six orgasms within the next three minutes, and showed no signs of slowing down anytime in the near future.

I wasn’t quite ready for round five, but I stood and stuck my dick into her mouth anyway, knowing she’d be able to bring me around before too long.  I’d decided to torture her a different way this time, and held not a strap, whip, or flogger, but a simple pair of feather dusters.

They were long enough that no part of her body was safe, and I was almost ruthless in my use of them.  With all the distractions she faced, and since I’d tried this round a little early, I managed to torment her for almost ten minutes before shooting my load down her throat and collapsing to the ground in exhaustion.

It’d taken so much out of me, I even forgot to turn her toy off at first, and had to just sit there while orgasms continued to wrack her helpless body.  On a brighter note, she was definitely worn out and ready for the final phase, even though I wasn’t.

I should’ve only promised to do it five times instead of six, but was too close to success to call it off now.  I rested, regained some strength, and shared another bottle of water with her.

For my final scene, I retied her arm ropes to the top of the spanking bar, leaving a fair amount of slack for once.  I wanted her to have enough freedom of movement so she could add to her own punishment during my grand finale, but without actually being able to get away from anything.

Still needing lots of recharge time, I slowly worked her over one last time with cane, flogger, crop, and strap, leaving only her face unmarked by the time I was done.  Once it looked like she was coming close to her absolute limit, I put the impact toys to the side, and showed her what was in store for her next.

I unwrapped the second bark control dog collar she’d bought on our shopping trip, and adjusted its settings to match the other one.  She looked confused at why I had two collars, but her look quickly turned to one of horror as I began buckling it tightly around the base of her right tit.

I made sure it was tight enough to cause her swollen globe to turn color almost immediately, and added the second one in the same manner without even a peep out of her.  They weren’t actually on yet, but she didn’t know that, and definitely didn’t want to find out the hard way.

I made a show out of activating them and removing her gag, just so there’d be no confusion about what was to come.  Of course, knowing the collars were active didn’t help when I put the clover clamps back on her nipples, and she got her first taste of what she was really in store for.

Those first shocks set off a chain reaction of shock, scream, and new shock that almost got out of control, but she managed to calm down before I aborted.  I took my time removing the straps holding her upper legs to the forms, just to give her an extra few minutes to come to terms with her predicament, but couldn’t delay too long or I’d lose the initiative.

Her groan of relief when I removed the butt plug set the collars off again, but she fell silent after the single set of shocks, so I felt she’d be able to handle what I was about to do and started hurrying along.

I tied a string to the clover clamps and fastened them to the outside of the forms holding her legs in place, limiting her movement tremendously.  I only needed one final set of things for this scene, and that was my phone and Bluetooth speakers.

I put them both beside her, unclipped the magic wand vibrator from my homemade sybian, greased my pole for the final time, and slid into place beneath her.

“Lift your ass, wench,” I demanded, in a loud enough voice to activate the shock collars.

She didn’t dare make me ask twice, although it did take a little bit of fumbling before I got my cock into the proper position to penetrate her ass.

“Have at it, wench,” I ordered, once I was firmly in place and ready to rumble.

She was far too exhausted to make much of an effort, although she did appear to be trying.  I tried to give her some extra motivation by jamming the magic wand over her clit, although it actually distracted her enough that she started doing worse.

It was time to play my trump card.

With a single touch, I activated the song I’d prepped on my phone, and the silence of the room was suddenly filled with the stirring chords of the 1812 Overture by Tchaikovsky.

“Nooooo,” she wailed, despite the shocks she caused herself.

The 1812 Overture was a fifteen minute song that ended with a literal bang, and if she wasn’t able to finish this scene before the cannons began firing, she knew she’d be in real trouble.  Despite her exhaustion, she began pumping up and down on my cock with almost reckless abandon, desperate to finish me off before the song reached its climax.

Her plan was doomed before it began, and within a minute she basically collapsed and had to regain some energy before continuing.  Unfortunately for her, the wand was still working its magic on her clit, and right after she started trying again, it sent her into orbit, causing a whole new string of shocks and messing up her action on my pole.

I crossed my arms behind my head and began humming along to the song.

The next fourteen minutes was some of the best, longest, and most intense sex I’d ever experienced, and based on the number of times she came, she seemed to be enjoying herself just as much.  She’d probably been shocked for near the entire time, but by around the ten minute mark, it seemed to actually amplify the strength of her orgasms.

She was already firing when the cannons did, and I joined her shortly after in a finale that was something truly spectacular.  Neither one of us could do more than simply lay there for quite some time after the song ended, but luckily our faces were close enough to share the occasional kiss.

What a night!


Going Public

Alice seemed quite subdued after I released her from her punishment fantasy, and I wondered if I’d gone too far by performing such an incredibly long and harsh scene.  I thought she was finally having second thoughts about what it meant to be a total submissive under an unpredictable Master, and might want for us to go back to a normal relationship.

She was almost completely silent during the bubble bath I helped her into, barely acknowledged the gentle massage I gave her, and fell asleep the instant I put her to bed.  Her trial had been almost as hard and exhausting on me… you try swinging your arm that many times… so I didn’t want to question her until my brain was less foggy, just in case she wanted to end more than our D/s relationship.

Not even close.

I woke up around noon the next day to find her lips around my cock, and a breakfast tray on my nightstand.  After screwing her so many times last night, I almost
 didn’t want a wakeup blowjob this morning, but let her continue since it was a blowjob and I’m a guy.

After she finished and licked me clean, she took up the tray of food and knelt between my legs.  She held it steady while I slowly ate and tried to come up with something clever to say. 

“So… what did you think of last night, dear?” I finally asked.

By using ‘dear’, I let her know she could speak her mind without having to fear any bullshit demerits.

“It was crazy,” she began.  “I was pissed off at how unfair you were being, and also at myself for earning so many demerits.  At least I was at first, until I figured out it was all a big setup, and I would’ve ‘earned’ my punishment no matter what I did, or how well I did it.”

“That was the plan,” I chuckled.

“Once you started tying me down over the spanking bar, I got really scared and wondered if you’d snapped or something.  When I saw the cane in your hand, I almost used my safe word out of sheer terror.”

“What stopped you?”

“Well, that annoying, oversized squeaky toy gag for one thing.”

“You could have hummed, grunted, or even squeaked out a safety signal.”

“I could have, but there was a reason it was so easy for you to trap my nipples with those evil clamps… by the way, that was a nice touch with the weighted springs.”

“Thanks.”

“I was scared, humiliated, helpless, and horny enough to fuck a tree stump into sawdust.”

I’d never heard that particular expression before, and choked on my coffee as I started laughing.  She waited for me to recover before continuing.

“That cane hurt like hell, and I thought at first my ass was bleeding from your harder strikes.  I figured out it was just my imagination, though, when the bulk of the pain went away quicker than it would’ve if you’d really broken skin.”

“Was it too hard?  Are you ok?”

“There’s a few faint bruises and red marks from the cane, but other than that, you’d barely know I took such a whipping last night.  The flogger and strap left almost no marks, but my skin is still a little tingly and sensitive… sort of like how it feels when you get a mild sunburn.”

“Interesting,” was all I could think of to say.

“It was somewhere around the halfway point when things really changed for me.  I kept thinking it was over whenever you stopped to change things or use me for your pleasure, but you just kept going and going and going.”

“What changed?”

“It was the realization that I was truly under your complete control.  It was like when you took me on that shopping trip, but magnified by a million.  I was utterly helpless, completely at your mercy, and being treated as nothing more than a recalcitrant slave who deserved whatever you deemed fit.  I fell deeper into subspace than ever before, and nothing really hurt after that… except those fucking shock collars, of course.”

“Were they too much?”

“Not exactly,” she mused.  “It was mainly about the need to keep completely silent, yet being unable to keep my mouth shut after all I’d already been through.  I think I wound up getting shocked by myself a lot more than I did from the song, which made me feel like screaming in frustration every time I did.  I couldn’t, of course, or I’d only wind up shocking myself again.  It was quite the predicament.”

“I’ll have to keep the predicament angle in mind for anything else we might decide to do.”

“I’ll both love you and hate you for it, Master.  I also hope I won’t have to wait too long to enjoy whatever it is you decide to surprise me with next.  After all, I think I still have about eighteen trillion demerits left to work off.”

“I suppose I can come up with something,” I yawned.  “But for now, how about you get rid of this tray so you can snuggle up beside me.  I think an afternoon nap is in order.”

She did just that, and all was right in the world again.

***

“Wakey, wakey, Alice,” I said, slapping her rump.  “I feel like going out tonight, so hurry up and get yourself ready.”

Pausing only for a little yawn and a languid stretch, she jumped to comply.  While she was in the shower, I arranged the clothes and accessories she’d need on the bed, and flopped down in the comfy armchair to wait.

She was quicker than I thought she’d be, and didn’t even blush when she emerged and saw what she’d be wearing tonight.  She was definitely feeling more secure in her submissive role now, trusting I knew what I was doing, and leaving it all in my hands.

She did blush when she picked up the latex panties I’d laid out, and found the three toys underneath.  The butt plug, Bluetooth egg, and butterfly vibe meant this wasn’t going to be something simple like a date night at the movies.

She brought the toys and a tube of lube over to me so I could fit her with them, and did the same with each and every item, just to give me a nice little show.  I didn’t mind in the least, and it probably saved time as well, since she needed help with some things anyway.

She spent a long time making sure her fishnet stockings were perfectly straight, bent over with her ass in my face the whole time.  She did the same with her knee boots, and even added a provocative little wiggle to her butt as she carefully laced them up… not an easy feat while standing in the five-inch heels.

She teased me even more by carefully polishing her white vinyl skirt until it practically gleamed, and then displayed her handiwork prominently for my inspection.  It took more than a little self-control to carry on with the plan instead of throwing her on the bed and ravishing her for a few hours.

I locked the wide leather cuffs over her wrists for her, and stood to lace up the full length corset as tight as possible.  We were quite a contrasting couple, with me in my new suit, and Alice dressed to kill, but it somehow seemed right.

I added a two-inch wide leather collar to her neck and locked it in place as well, clipped her leash to the front, and guided her towards her car.  I didn’t want to take my piece of shit tonight, since the place we were headed was supposed to be fairly upscale.

Or at least as upscale as a BDSM club could get.

I wasn’t very comfortable driving her powerful sports car, so I didn’t dare restrain her like I did last time, especially since we had more than a two hour drive ahead of us.  All I did was slip a blindfold over her eyes, and occasionally tease her with one of the toys she was wearing.

She was in quite a state by the time we arrived, and even more so by the time we finished waiting in line to get in.  I didn’t remove the blindfold until we were safely seated inside, and only did it then so she could comprehend exactly what I was up to.

The first thing she saw was the waitress standing in front of us, dressed in a skintight latex catsuit, with her hands chained to the serving tray in front of her.  Alice was absolutely speechless, but that was fine, since I was the one ordering our drinks anyway.

As the waitress hobbled away on shackled feet to fetch our wine, I took a moment to get my own look at the place.  Guiding Alice to the booth had taken most of my attention so far, and I was just as curious as she was.

In some ways, it wasn’t much different from a regular nightclub.  It had a long bar along one wall, a dance floor in the middle of the room, and a small stage at the back, just like a thousand other clubs.

The cages, stocks, pillories, and other kinky decorations were among the most noticeable differences, as were the people populating the place.  Alice’s erotic outfit fit in quite well, and was even tame compared to what a few other subs were wearing.

I saw straightjackets, web harnesses, armbinders, and dozens of gagged mouths.  Shit… I’d been so eager to get out the door, I’d forgotten to bring along a gag for Alice.

Luckily, the gift shop in a place like this didn’t just sell cheap T-shits and the like, so the remedy was close at hand.

“Come along,” I said, standing and giving her leash a little tug.

What they called a gift shop was actually one of the best stocked adult stores I’d ever seen, so deciding on a gag was actually a lot harder than I’d thought.  One of the sales ladies even had a tray full of ‘tester’ gags so I could see what they looked like when worn, and test out their effectiveness.  I clipped Alice’s cuffs together behind her back, and picked up the first of the many gags we’d be testing.

Alice seemed quite embarrassed at being used like a display model, and grimaced at the taste of the chemicals used to ensure each gag was perfectly clean before use, but submitted willingly to each one I held up to her mouth.  We’d drawn a small crowd of onlookers right off the bat, so I took my time and tried at least one of every style, even though I’d long picked out the one I was actually going to buy.

It was a trainer style ball gag, and was about as big as I thought she’d be able to stand for extended wear.  It barely made it past her teeth, so I thought the elaborate head harness was a bit overkill, but looked damn hot once all the straps were nice and snug.

It also had a breather tube running through it, and came with a two foot flexible straw so she could continue to enjoy a few drinks throughout the night.  Before returning to our booth, I paused in front of the massive sex toy display, and asked the sales lady if there were tester models for these as well.

I was surprised when she said ‘of course’, and Alice went absolutely rigid in shock that I might make her try the various vibrators and dildos like I had the gags, but politely declined after making a big show of indecision.  The lady gave me a big smile and wink when Alice wasn’t looking, and we shared a silent laugh over what had to be running through her mind.

“We’ll come back later,” I said, just to keep the fun going a while longer.  “But for now I’m thirsty.  Come along, Alice.”

I led her back to the booth and stuck the straw in her gag before taking a sip from my own glass.  It seemed like Alice’s gag wasn’t unusual around here, since there was a flange built into the table that kept her glass from tipping over.  It was definitely needed, since the long straw was a bit awkward to use, and I’d conveniently ‘forgotten’ to free her hands from behind her back.

She began to relax after the second glass of wine, so I took her out to the dance floor for a bit of fun.  It was fun watching her try to dance while bound like she was, and even more fun after I turned both vibrators on to a setting guaranteed to drive her to distraction.

I think she even struggled through a string of mini orgasms during the last song, but if she did, she hid it well.  I made a mental note to ask her about it later, and led her back to our booth for a bit of a break.

I had to caution her about drinking too much of the ice water I’d ordered, since I wasn’t sure how the bathroom situation worked around here.  Did they maybe have staff dedicated to helping bound subs go wee?

I wasn’t sure I wanted to find out, although my curiosity about it didn’t wane.  We did a bit more drinking, dancing, and watched several bondage stage shows, but then the man I was supposed to meet here finally arrived and it was time to get some business done.

He wanted to buy one of my custom built St. Andrew’s crosses for his new dungeon, and I hoped to sell him a few more things as well.  Since my booth only had room for two, I pulled Alice over to the nearest wall with a slave mount, and tied her leash to the hook above her head.

Almost as an afterthought, I had her spread her feet shoulder width apart, and locked the conveniently placed manacles around her ankles.  After turning her toys on to a semi-low speed, I gave her a pat on the rump, told her not to wander off, replaced her blindfold, and went to take care of business.

My upsell was easier than expected.  I showed him pictures on my phone of some of my other popular items, and almost immediately had the order for a set of stocks, a pillory, and an unpadded spanking bar.  The only problem was he wanted it all by this time next week.

The spanking bar was easy and could be built in a day, and I could take the stocks and pillory out of my own collection, replacing them at leisure.  The custom cross was another story, though, and would mean a lot of long nights.

I couldn’t refuse, though, since he offered to pay double for a rush order, and he even wanted to pay the full amount in advance.  We shook hands, clinked glasses in a toast, and sealed the deal with the biggest check I’d ever gotten.  With business done, we settled down to a casual conversation that soon had me grinning from ear to ear.

“Is that the girl who models for all your kinky creations and devious devices?” Richard asked, nodding his head in Alice’s direction.

“It sure is,” I confirmed.

“You’re a lucky man to have a sub like her, although she doesn’t look quite as much at ease here as she does in your pictures.”

“This is her first time out in public like this.”

“Really?  If you think she can handle it, you should have a little fun with her before she learns the typical tricks we like to play on the newbies around here.”

The tricks he rattled off sounded both fun and harmless, although for Alice, it’d be the biggest mind-fuck to date.  It’d also let me cross something off her bondage bucket list that I didn’t think I’d be able to, so how could I refuse?

I guess teasing fresh meat was considered high entertainment around here, and he eagerly went to make arrangements with the club owners on my behalf.  While he did that, I went over to Alice and began the first stage of our new plan.

Without a word to announce my presence, I started gently fondling her ass.  She practically jumped out of her boots the instant she felt someone touch her, and tried to voice a complaint…  without much success, of course.

I wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her back to the limit of her restraints, and began groping her a little harder, even snaking a hand between her legs.  She couldn’t move much due to the risk of choking herself, but that didn’t mean she was pleased to be the focus of a complete strangerss unwanted attentions.

After a couple of minutes, one of the girls who worked here came over and whispered in my ear that Richard had sent her.  After giving her the nod, she began stroking Alice’s face and breathing in her ear.

Since both my hands were still busy down below, she knew there were at least two people on her now, and her feeble struggles doubled in strength.  As far as she knew, I was distracted by work, leaving her to the tender mercies of anyone who happened to wander by.

Richard came back before long, and gave me a big thumbs-up, letting me know the owners were amiable to our plan.

“Heya, Monica,” he began.  “Is this the new girl for tonight’s big show?”

“Of course it is… no Dom would be stupid enough to leave his personal slave in the holding area.”

“You’re right, of course,” he laughed.

“Besides… she’s already getting into character and practicing her struggling.  There isn’t a sub in the place that wouldn’t instantly use the club safe word if she wasn’t willing, or even eager to star on stage.”

I could plainly see Alice freeze at that, and could just imagine what was running through her mind.  Since this was the first time here for both of us, it was highly probable I hadn’t known I was putting her somewhere I shouldn’t have.  On top of that, since she had no idea what the club safe word was, she had no way of stopping things.

As far as she knew, she was the victim of mistaken identity, and even struggling wouldn’t stop her from starring in the ‘big show’, whatever that was.  That didn’t mean she didn’t try as hard as possible to get the message across, but between the mouth stuffing gag and the loud music, she didn’t stand a chance.

We used a dozen long leather belts to tighten up her bondage, putting one first around her elbows to pull them together, and then three more around her body to weld them firmly against her back.  With three of us working together, she couldn’t even attempt to kick out when we removed the shackles, and the rest of the belts went around her legs every few inches until she was practically mummified with the things.

Now completely secure, I threw her over my shoulder and walked over to the stage, where about a mile of rope waited for the next stage of the game.  I held her there while Richard took up the mic and began his opening spiel.

“Hello everyone,” he boomed, as soon as the music fell silent.  “Welcome to our final show for the evening.  For this demonstration, we’re going to show you the best ways to tie a recalcitrant slave, while she does her best to remain free.

“If at any point during the show she actually manages to evade capture or escape my clutches, she’ll win a five hundred dollar gift certificate from the gift shop and be immediately set free.  If she can’t, then she gets to be the training dummy for anyone who wants to practice an advanced tie on her.

“Of course, if she can’t manage to put up at least a decent struggle, then all bets are off, and we’ll hold her over for an extra late show to demonstrate the proper use of the single tail whip to anyone who wants to try.  If the threat of being tied to the whipping post for a few hours doesn’t motivate her, then I don’t know what will.”

I could feel from Alice’s body that she was definitely motivated to do the best job possible in order to avoid the whipping post.  Mistaken identity or not, she was going to put on as much of a show as she could, and maybe even walk away with the gift certificate if she got lucky.

Of course, since this was all a setup, her chance of success was somewhere between slim and none… and slim had already gone home.  At Richard’s nod I put Alice down, although I had to help her maintain her balance since the floor was covered in soft mats.  Standing was not an easy prospect while bound so tightly, blindfolded, and wearing high heels.

That was the first thing we had to take care of to at least give the appearance of a fair fight.  While Monica was taking care of that, a stage hand gave me a red jacket to change into, a mask to cover my face, and the weirdest utility belt I’d ever seen.

Unlike those worn by the popular caped superheroes, this one only held coils of rope on fast release clamps.  He told me the white ropes were the shortest ones, then red, blue, and a final long black one.  I thought it was pretty cool, but maybe I’m just easily impressed.

Using the excuse of wanting to obscure her identity during filming, they switched the blindfold for a nylon stocking pulled over her head.  In actuality, they did it to blur her vision so she wouldn’t be able to recognize me.  They were good at this, and I wondered how many subs they’d had fun messing with over the years.

The game was to begin as soon as the last restraint was removed, and while I worked on the belts, Monica knelt behind her, holding a long bamboo stick about a foot off the ground.  I braced the far end against my leg before releasing her wrists and starting the game.

The instant the clip came off, Richard cracked a whip in front of her.  He didn’t even try to hit her, but the noise made Alice try to back away from it, which made her trip over the bamboo pole.

Before she even hit the ground, Monica and I were moving, and got her feet lashed to the pole within a few seconds.  Richard took care of her hands just as handily, and that was all it took.  Monica had lost round one in record time.

Richard tossed the long end of the wrist rope over a ceiling hook and pulled her arms up while I helped her to stand.  Once she was nicely taut, he informed her she deserved a spanking for losing so fast, and loudly called for a volunteer from the audience.

A minute later the volunteer (me) ‘arrived’, and gave her a dozen good slaps to each ass cheek.  Even through the nylon over her face, I could see her turning bright red with embarrassment.

Richard lowered her hands once the spanking was finished, but wasn’t quite done with her yet.  Pulling her arms down in front of her, he tossed the rope to me through her spread legs so I could pull her hands to the back.

The rope went back to the ceiling hook and was pulled taut, leaving Alice in a weird bent over position that drew a cheer from the crowd.  We left her like that for a few minutes to both heighten her embarrassment, and to prepare for the next round.

Once again, Alice never stood a chance.  A slipknot lasso on the ground trapped her feet the moment she tried to run, and this time Monica and I each grabbed a wrist, pulled them behind her back, and tied them tightly together.

Taking the long rope we’d used to trip her up, I wrapped her feet a few more times to snug it up, and then ran it over the wrist cinch.  I kept a steady pressure on it while she struggled, and her own attempt at escape allowed me to pull it into a nice hogtie.

It didn’t leave much open room to spank her this time, but her armpits and the backs of her knees were quite handy, so I spent a few minutes tickling her instead.  Richard set up round three while I tormented her to the delight of the crowd.

This time he used a net to trap her.  While the capture went fast, the rigging didn’t, since this one was a suspension.

I’d never dared try any advanced rigging like this before, so Richard had to walk me through each step carefully.  Any suspension carried the risk of circulation problems or even nerve damage, but he was a pretty good teacher, and this one was fairly simple.

I wrapped lengths of rope around her wrists, ankles, knees, and thighs first to make sure she wasn’t going anywhere, and then added three more around her torso.  Those ones were critical, but luckily her corset gave plenty of extra support.

While I was busy with that, Monica had tied a big chrome ring to the ceiling hook, and lowered it to where I could reach it from the floor.  A new rope went between her ankles, through the ring, around her wrist cinch, and then back again to the knees to hold her firmly in place while I got the main suspension ropes in place.

It was easier than I thought to get the thigh bind and torso ropes evenly snug, so after only a few minor adjustments, we began to pull her off the ground.  Once her weight was fully taken up by the ropes, we gave her a final check to make sure none of them were cutting in more than they should’ve, but it all looked pretty good.

I put the blindfold over her eyes, raised her up until she was about five feet off the ground, and gave her a little push to impart a slow spin.  The game was now over, although Alice didn’t know that, and we wanted to give her a little time to enjoy her first suspension.

When the curtain came down, I wanted to give her a little more than just that, though, and asked Monica for one last bit of help.  She had a tough time keeping her laughter contained when I told her my plan, but instantly agreed and went over to Alice.

“Rigging is hard work, so we’re going to take a little break.  I don’t want either you or the crowd to get bored, though, so it’s a good thing I figured out who your owner was.  He’s busy discussing things in our private dungeon and will probably be there for at least an hour or more, but luckily for you, I found something when I searched his jacket pocket.”

I hit the buttons to turn both her egg and the butterfly on to full blast.

“Enjoy yourself, and remember to struggle for the crowd.  Your suspension looks solid enough to keep you like this for at least an hour, but we may end a tiny bit early if the crowd can see and count out three dozen orgasms.  Have fun.”

She gave me a wink and a smile before walking off stage, although she thoughtfully returned a moment later with a fresh drink and a chair for me.  When she left us alone again, I sat and sipped my wine while Alice struggled to contain or control her nearly non-stop orgasms.

I let the toys run for ten minutes before I shut them off to give her a break.  I ditched my mask and put my own suit jacket on before turning the vibrators back on fifteen minutes later, timing my removal of her blindfold with her next climax.

When the waves of ecstasy subsided enough for her to open her eyes and look around, the first thing she saw was my smiling face, and the second was the curtain giving us privacy.  I’m sure her brain wasn’t firing on all cylinders at the moment, but she figured out fairly quickly that the whole scene had been one giant setup.

I let her cum one final time before I shut the toys off and began releasing her from all her bondage.  I hesitated a moment when I came to the gag, but thought it best to let her cuss me out in private, rather than in full view of the crowd.

“Well?” I asked, once her mouth was free and she’d wet her throat with the last of my wine.

“That was freaky intense,” she said after a moment.  “I love you, you big, dumb, dirty rotten cocksucker!”

I let her get away with calling me names since I probably deserved it.  She also quickly wrapped her arms around me in a crushing embrace, and locked her lips on mine before I could reply.  When we finally broke free and walked back into the club, she received a standing ovation and enough free drinks to drown a horse. 

One of the owners came by and handed me a lifetime membership card for her, as well as a gift certificate for their store.  It was an absolutely amazing night, but before we left, I had one more fake prank to play on her.

“Come along, Alice,” I said, pulling her towards the gift shop.  “We have a nice sales lady to see about testing out some toys.”

The look on her face was priceless.


Total Domination

I was getting pretty good at checking bondage scenarios off her bucket list by now, and Richard’s big order gave me another chance to do one more I hadn’t thought possible.  It would be the most involved one to date, so between my planning and the tremendous amount of work I had to do in order to meet his deadline, I was kept busier than ever.

It only took me a day to modify and clean up the stocks and pillory from our playroom to fit Richard’s submissive Willow, and then a second day to build the spanking bar to his specifications.  The St. Andrew’s cross was another story.

He wanted this one to pivot and lock in both the horizontal and vertical positions, and I’d never built one like that before.  Just making a solid and reliable pivot point took two more days, leaving very little time to build the actual cross and support frame.

He also wanted ten times as many anchor points as I usually installed, and then extra straps mounted in between each ring.  Four rings or straps would secure a submissive quite well.  Forty rings and forty straps would make her absolutely immobile!

I had Alice cut, shape, and punch the holes in all the straps while I worked on the other hardware, and while slow, she did a really good job.  Between the weight of the wood and all the stuff attached to it, I needed to use my ceiling hoist to lift it up on the frame.

It was a lot of work, but I was quite proud of the final result.  I spent the last day doing the finishing touches, and then it was time for Alice’s favorite part: testing it out.

While Alice showered and used the bathroom, I set up all three video cameras, and arranged the supplies I’d be using in the order I’d need them.  She returned looking quite cheerful at the prospect of trying out the new tilting cross, and as was proper, hadn’t bothered to put on any clothes after her shower.

“Richard told me his slave is a little chunkier than you are, so we’ll need to ‘bulk you up’ before we begin the final tests.”

Willow was actually a bit smaller than Alice, but she didn’t know that.

“Spread your legs and hold still,” I ordered.

I started off with the plastic wrap she bought at the grocery store during her big shopping adventure, and began wrapping each leg and foot in turn.  I used a full roll on each leg, another for each arm, and eight on her torso.

Before going any further, I pulled out her full, heavy corset and began lacing her up.  All of the countless layers of clingy film made it a lot harder to get it fully closed today, with a corresponding difficulty in her ability to breathe.  It was the equivalent of an extra inch or more of reduction… at least on the inside.

I gave her a few minutes to get used to it before gagging her with the breather gag I’d bought at the club, but then picked up the pace a little.  Her latex hood went on after I inserted two hard plastic pipes into her nostrils, and a small receiver in her ear, both of which were important to my plan.

The tall posture collar came next, and was absolutely critical to ensure I didn’t accidentally choke her when I started wrapping around her neck.  Today was the day Alice would get to experience mummification bondage at the maximum level possible without encasing her in concrete or the like.

She had to know I was up to something by now, but she didn’t try to struggle or complain when I buckled suspension cuffs on her wrists and hung them above her so she wouldn’t fall over as I added more and more layers to her mummification.

Wrapping her head took a lot of time, since I had to make sure her three breather tubes stayed clear, as well as her eyes.  She definitely needed to see today, although I didn’t leave much more than pinholes for her to look out of.

Once the last roll of plastic wrap was gone, I added a triple layer of stretchy electrical tape over her whole head, and then pulled her leather discipline hood out of the water bucket it had sat in all week.  The wet leather had enough give to get it properly over her head, despite the dozens of extra layers.

I shuddered to think of what it’d feel like once it dried and shrank, but that wouldn’t happen for quite a while.

It took six rolls of duct tape to cover from foot to neck, leaving only her crotch exposed for a bit of last minute fun.  Her limbs were so still she could barely walk over to the cross when I released her from the suspension cuffs, but at least it helped keep her balance.

I tilted the cross and locked it at a forty-five degree angle to make it easier to get her onto the thing, and added the temporary footrests I’d need until she was strapped down.  Once again I had to help her, since her knees wouldn’t bend enough for even the small step up she needed to take.

Each leg got a pair of the wide leather belts loosely fastened over it, and then I did the same to her arms to hold her steady while I put the table back to horizontal and adjusted her position slightly.  I’d left her crotch exposed for a reason, so there was no way I was going to tie her too high up and get cock blocked by the wooden X-frame.

Once I was satisfied, I removed the footrests, tightened down the initial four straps, and added the next thirty-two.  It almost looked like she was dressed in a striped leather suit by the time I was done, or should I say, ready to continue.

Continuing now meant a few safety measures, like running hoses from her nose and mouth holes to a spot where I wouldn’t cover them up, and put a baby monitor next to the open ends.  At maximum volume I could clearly hear her breath whistling through the tubes, and felt much better about what I was doing to her.

I also attached pulse-oximeters to her hands and feet.  There was no way I’d be able to free her in a hurry if a problem developed, and no real way for her to even tell me of one, but at least now I could monitor the circulation to her limbs.

I used more of the black electrical tape to hold her fingers together, and then pressed them into a fist and used another couple of rolls of both electrical and duct tape.  Two more straps held the shapeless nubs to the cross, and it was time to figure something out for her feet.

I’d initially planned on using her ballet boots to keep her feet in an extreme point, but wasn’t sure I’d be able to get them on after using the plastic wrap.  I settled on using a couple of thin wooden slats, a lot of tape, and the final pair of straps to hold them perfectly straight.

My hands and fingers needed a break after all that, and I could really use some relief in the predictable area as well.  I stepped out of my pants and between her legs, where I was pleased to find Alice’s pussy practically oozing the juices of her arousal.

No need for any KY today!

I slid inside her with ease and held myself there, wanting to test something I’d never tried before.  I pulled the radio out of my pocket and turned it on.

“Hello Alice,” I said.  “Using one for yes and two for no, clench down on my cock to answer each question.  Do you understand?”

All those Kegel type exercises she’d done had paid off well, and I could clearly feel her vaginal muscles squeeze my prick.  I was also quite relieved to find the receiver in her ear was working, since I would’ve had to abort early if it wasn’t.

“Are you doing ok?”

One squeeze.

“Is there any pinching, pain or numbness?”

Two squeezes.

“Do you want to stay like this for a while?”

One big
 squeeze.

I smiled, put the radio down on her chest, and began making love to her as slowly as I could.  Even with the languid and gentle pace I was using, I felt her pussy start to quiver and twitch within moments, and knew she’d just had her first orgasm.

She must’ve been turned on even more than I thought!

I maintained the same pace the entire time, albeit only by exerting a tremendous amount of self-control, and felt her cum again just before I did.  It was obvious she was enjoying her mummification so far, which was good, since I still had a long way to go tonight.

Before resuming wrapping her, I filled an IV bag with an energy drink and connected it to her mouth tube.  Hanging it above her head, I set it to a slow drip so she could hydrate without choking, and grabbed some rope.

It took a long time to thread the rope through all the ring mounts and pull it tight, but it looked amazing once I’d finished.  Even though I was filming the whole process, I paused to take about a hundred still pictures before opening the case of pallet wrap I’d need next.

Starting at her feet, I wrapped the heavy-duty plastic over each leg with about a ninety-five percent overlap, but decided to keep her crotch exposed.  Screwing her like this had been so much fun for both of us, I simply had to go for a second round before packing it all away.

I resumed wrapping from her hips to her neck, covered both arms, and then worked my way back down again.  It barely looked like a body by the time I was done, but since I still had half a case of duct tape left, I added yet another layer, just because I liked the silver look.

The IV bag was empty now, so I got rid of it and taped her mouth hose to the frame again.  I’d planned on wrapping her head now, but I didn’t think the leather would dry at all if I encased it in plastic, but I thought I could fix that.

I got both of our hair driers and mounted them to the frame, pointing at her head.  With both working together, the leather should dry in short order, and I knew the perfect way to kill some time.

I dropped my drawers again, although this time I took her a lot harder and faster.  She didn’t appear to have any complaints about my method, since I clearly felt her cum twice, just like last time.

It was with the deepest of regrets that I needed to hurry and close the last gap in her mummification, because I was behind schedule.  I put the cross upright and held a bucket between her legs, telling her this would be the only chance she’d get to pee for quite some time.

Once she’d finished, I wiped her clean and washed out the bucket before grabbing the toys that’d keep her from getting bored.  I lubed up and slid a fat, six-inch vibrator up her butt, put a second, slightly bigger one in her pussy, and turned them both on to a low speed.

Now I could finally cover up the last of her exposed flesh and finish the job.  By the time I finished with the plastic wrap, vet wrap, duct tape, and pallet wrap, her privates were nothing more than a shapeless mound, and only her head looked out of place.

The helmet was dry by now, so I turned off the hair driers and finished the job.  Not only did I wrap her head nicely, but I used more pallet wrap around the whole frame to give her some extra support.

I liked the way it looked, and since I still had plenty of pallet wrap, I did another couple of layers over the entire cross.  Now it really
 was impossible to tell it was an actual person underneath all that plastic, and I was done with her bondage, but not the whole plan.

“You seem to be doing ok in there, and since it took so long to wrap you up, I’m going to leave you like this for a few hours while I catch a quick nap,” I said into the radio.  “Your vibrators might be set a little too slow to give you as much fun as you might’ve wanted, so I’ll put on some music to help keep you occupied.”

I knew for a fact the toys were running too slow to let her cum, and were probably already driving her crazy with frustration.  I’d let her cum… eventually, but I didn’t want to burn her out too early with orgasm overload.

I put the radio next to the stereo speakers so it’d sound loud to her, but the room would be quiet enough for me to hear her breathing through the baby monitor.  I thought she might freak out when I said I was going to leave her alone, but her breathing remained steady, and I felt confident I could go on with my surprise ending.

I called Richard to let him know I was all set, and wrapped up the rest of the stuff he’d ordered.  He arrived thirty minutes later with a pair of burly workmen that he trusted implicitly, and had already been briefed on the plan.

“Hello,” one of them called out, his head next to the radio.  “Is there anyone here?”

“I’ll try the door,” the second guy said.

“Maybe Mr. Rimes had to step out,” he said a minute later.

“You’re probably right.  I bet that’s why he left the door open for us, with all the stuff wrapped and ready to go.”

“I agree.  Let’s get this crap loaded up… we’re being paid for the delivery, not by the hour, and we’ve got a long way to go still.”

I could hear Alice’s breathing quicken, and knew she’d both heard and understood the implications of their conversation.  They had no idea she was bound to the cross, so she was about to take an unexpected trip!

Even with my ceiling hoist and the boom crane on their truck, loading the cross was extremely difficult.  We eventually managed to get it in place and strapped down with cargo nets and heavy straps that would help keep her safe in case the truck got into an accident, and loaded up the remaining items he’d ordered.

I crawled into the passenger seat with the baby monitor in hand, and gave the driver a nod.  For the next two hours we zigzagged through the neighborhood, making it feel like Alice was being transported an incredibly long distance.

When we got back to my garage and unloaded it again, I left her to continue wondering what was happening while we sat and drank some coffee.  With the radio off and so many layers around her head, there was no way she could’ve heard us talk, even if we shouted.

After judging the time was right, I grabbed a hook knife and some safety scissors, and began cutting her free.  First came the all-encompassing pallet wrap, and then her head as ‘Richard’ supposedly figured out there was a real girl inside it all.

“Well what do we have here?” he yelled to make himself heard through the discipline helmet.

“That Lucas… he’s such an amazing guy.  I’m guessing he saw the way I was looking at you at the club, and decided to loan you out to me.  I’m a little surprised he was willing to part with you for an entire month, but his loss is my gain.”

With the setup in place, I cut away the layers around her crotch and removed the vibrator from her snatch.

“Wow… he even thought to make sure you were primed and ready for me.  I’ll have to send Willow over to thank him for me, and to take your place while you enjoy your stay here.  Who knows… if he enjoys Willow as much as I think I’m sure I’ll enjoy you, maybe we can strike a deal to make the swap permanent.”

Now I knew she was freaking out, both at being at the mercy of a stranger, and at hearing Willow would be taking care of all
 my needs.  Only one thing remained now.

“Grab a chair and some beer, boys, and I’ll show you how we welcome a new slave around here.”

With that final comment to set the stage, he left with his men to get something to eat and to give me a bit of privacy.  I dropped my pants for the third time, but spent a few minutes teasing her clit this time, instead of diving straight in.

I’d misjudged things by a hair, and found her to be in mid-climax by the time I finally thrust my cock inside her and began pounding her like there was no tomorrow.  Freaked out or not, her body betrayed how she really felt about being used with no hope of stopping the action.

I pulled out when I felt another orgasm wrack her body, and used the vibrator on her clit to keep it going.  I wanted to make this last, and needed to calm my lust a little, but not hers.

I fucked and buzzed her through three more orgasms before I couldn’t hold back any longer, and finished the job with a veritable explosion of ecstasy that left me completely wiped out.  Almost as an afterthought, I put the vibrator back up her twat and turned both toys to full speed while I resumed releasing her.

It took thirty minutes and God only knows how many orgasms before I was down to the original four straps, and I started removing her hood.  I actually had to cut the knot off before I could unlace it and get to the layers below.

I made sure to stay out of sight until only the latex hood remained, and then poked my head above hers and gave her a little lick across her gagged lips.

“Surprise,” I shouted.

She was too exhausted to do more than sigh in relief, although I think she tried to laugh at how I’d suckered her in.  I also saw her tense up and close her eyes as the toys brought her to yet another massive orgasm, and turned them off once the waves finished running their course.

I knew her legs were too weak to support her, so I removed the last four straps while she was still horizontal, and carried her inside to the sofa.  The layers around each limb were the hardest of all to remove, since they were so tight against her skin, but one by one I cut her free.

I’d saved the hood and gag for last, since I knew we’d start playing tonsil hockey the moment her mouth was free, and releasing her needed to be business before pleasure.  I filled the tub while she went to the bathroom and drank some water, crawling in with her to help massage away the stiffness her stringent bondage had caused.

We were looking like a pair of prunes by the time we finished soaking and climbed out, but it was well worth it.  I dried her off and put her straight to bed, where we both fell asleep within moments.  It’d been a long night, but was one we’d never forget.

***

I thought she’d be at least a little mad at being tricked, but she woke me up the next day with a blowjob and a smile that assured me there were no hard feelings whatsoever.

She was actually both pleased and amazed I’d been able to work out a way to fulfill several of her fantasies at once, and was very much impressed with my cleverness.  I gave her a few ‘days off’ to recover and relax a little, and we spent the time doing the normal things we enjoyed before starting our BDSM lifestyle.

By the time the weekend rolled around again, she was more than ready to resume life as a sub, so I dressed her appropriately and took her back to the fetish club, where I’d arranged a big surprise for her.

We got to come in via the staff entrance and skip the line this time, although we had to wait in the back room until three other couples joined us.  Alice seemed nervous at the idea of not only being part of a group scene, but a public one at that.

Once the last pair joined us, we bound and gagged our subs in an identical manner, and led them all on stage in a row.  The subs were ordered to kneel along the front of the stage, where we bound their ankles to their thighs with long belts to keep them from breaking ranks.

They presented quite the amazing picture with their elbows and wrists tied behind their backs, with only the bright red ball gags to provide contrast against the universally black apparel.  All of us tops took several pictures while waiting for the MC.

When he arrived, Alice wasn’t the only sub who was surprised when we removed all restraints from them, and allowed them to stand normally, unbound and ungagged.  By the luck of the draw, Alice was first in line, and would be first up.

“Alice Montero,” he began.  “You were brought here today to take part in a very important ceremony.  In front of me, your Master, and these witnesses, I need you to answer if you are here on your own free will.”

“I am,” she replied.

“Do you love him, trust him, and obey him at all times?”

“I do.”

“Master Lucas wants to give you a present.  Take all the time you need before accepting it, since this is not a decision you should make lightly.”

A bound and gagged Monica emerged from behind the curtain carrying a fancy wooden box, and knelt in front of Alice with it.  With trembling hands, I opened the lid and pulled out the engraved silver collar, holding it up for all to see before handing it to her.

“If you accept his offer and place the collar around your neck, you will be irrevocably bound to each other as Master and slave.  It is the ultimate symbol of love and trust, so think long and hard before accepting his offer and sealing your fate.”

She considered for almost a full second before snapping it closed around her neck with the biggest smile I’d ever seen.

“Of course I accept, you silly goose.”

The MC almost choked at her response, but recovered quickly and asked if she had any final questions for me.

“I do have one question, actually,” she said, turning to me.  “What took you so long, Master?”

I answered with a kiss that lasted long enough we missed the rest of the ceremony, but neither of us cared.  We were together completely and forever now, and that was all that mattered.

###



The Final Submission


The Collared Submissive

Alice:

It wasn’t always easy being a slave, but it sure was a lot of fun when you had a Master who loved you just as much as you loved him.  Since accepting his collar three months ago, it felt like I’d been on a continuous honeymoon, even though we’d never actually tied the knot.

Instead, he’d tied about a thousand knots… all on me!

He was quite good at it, although that wasn’t always the case.  When I first approached him about my almost desperate need to be a real submissive, he thought bondage meant a pair of fuzzy handcuffs, and maybe a scarf blindfold if he wanted to get really
 kinky.

That seemed like a lifetime ago now, and his rigging work had become incredibly secure, wildly creative, and nearly flawless in execution.  He’d earned the title of Master the hard way, but learning together was part of the fun, and created memories I’d cherish for a lifetime.

No more fuzzy handcuffs in our house! (Ok, that’s not entirely true.  We still have a set, but they’re more of a memento now that we have a properly stocked playroom.)

It took a long time to put our little dungeon together, since Lucas was a bit old fashioned, and wouldn’t allow me to spend much of my own money on expensive specialty items.  He was almost always broke back then, and only got ahead of the game when he started making bondage furniture in the garage.

His wonderful creations not only filled our basement with the things he couldn’t afford to buy, but became in high demand by true aficionados in the BDSM scene.  Quality never goes out of style, especially in these days of plastic and shit.

He never shipped an item unless it was perfectly built, proudly marked as made in the USA, and tested for quality with me as the guinea pig.  Can you say ‘Best Job Ever’?  I knew you could.

He could work just as easily in wood as he did in steel, was able to make almost anything as long as he had a picture and description to work from, and could even improve on the original if given enough time.  I couldn’t even begin to count how many days I spent bound to one of his creations in the garage, while he refined his art and made sure everything was strong enough to withstand a sub in the throes of both pleasure and pain.

Did I mention I had the best job ever?  Sorry, but it was worth repeating.

When I wasn’t ‘working’, I usually spent my days either keeping house, or assisting him in the garage.  No matter what my tasks for the day were, I always got to enjoy a bit of bondage along with it, sometimes to my detriment.

He enjoyed binding me in ways that made my assigned chores something close to impossible, just to help set the mood for later.  His idea of a punishment session was usually the highlight of my day, and always ended in highly vigorous sex.

I’m sorry if it seems like I’m rambling on about my Master, but I’ve had nothing to do but think of him for the last several hours.  A client had ordered a custom bondage frame that could hold his sub suspended in a sleep sack, and guess who the guinea pig got to be?

Yes… it’s me; the girl with the best job ever.

I loved being put into the large leather sack for the night, especially when he included a buzzing toy or two to keep me company.  Being suspended in one was even better, although I’d been trapped inside it for so long this time, both the anal and vaginal vibrators had long since died.

Now I’m stuck here until he decides to release me, completely surrounded by leather, and nearly crushed by all the extra straps he’d used to hold me immobile.  I knew this would be a long scene when he took the time to put an adult diaper on me, but not this long.

Of course, my time sense always gets skewed whenever I’m in bondage like this, so I’m positive it was less than a day I’d been like this, yet it sure felt closer to a week.  To make matters worse, I knew the battery problem was my own damn fault.  I’d forgotten to recharge them after their last use, and was now stuck suffering and cursing my stupidity.

I had a button in my hand I could hit in case of emergency, but didn’t even consider using it for something like this.  Master would not be pleased to find I ended the test early, just because I was feeling horny.

It was the kind of offence that would get me locked in my chastity belt for a month or two, so there was no way I was going to hit the button and face his wrath.  Not that Lucas was cruel or anything, but the chastity belt was the only real way he could punish me, and he knew it.

I wasn’t a pain slut… or algolagnist, if I wanted to be politically correct, but being corporally punished by my Master was never a true ordeal for me.  It was true that being whipped or flogged always hurt at first, but once the endorphins kicked in and I slid into subspace, I was both willing and eager to submit to whatever he determined I deserved.

In actuality, impact play was more often a reward than a punishment, and he never hit hard enough to leave lasting marks.  (He actually hated using physical punishment on me, mainly due to his ‘proper’ old-school upbringing.)

As if all my recent thoughts had summoned him, I felt the belts surrounding me being removed, and hoped he had time to join me in either a nice, leisurely bath, or a frantic and energetic romp in bed.

“You need to hurry,” he began, giving me a quick peck on the lips before shooing me away with a slap to the rump.  “Richard will be here in about thirty minutes, and I need you in your serving uniform.”

“Yes Master,” I replied, scurrying off to the bathroom.

Master Richard was his biggest customer to date, and from rumors I’d heard at the club, was building a huge new mansion.  That meant a whole new dungeon that needed to be stocked, and could potentially mean he wanted to place a high five figure order!

I didn’t even take the time to take care the toys after I removed them, and I simply put them in the shower so I could give them a quick cleaning while I washed up.  After I took care of more urgent business, I hopped inside and scrubbed down as fast as I could, knowing dressing in my service uniform would take all the time I could get.

We didn’t often have visitors from likeminded people, other than those who came to the garage to pick up an order.  As such, I took as much care as my haste allowed, in order to present as good of a front as humanly possible.

Lucas helped by laying out my outfit, and also assisting in the yards and yards of long laces I could never get tight enough on my own.  I was almost out of breath with my haste, yet not quite fast enough to suit him.

“Bend over the chair,” he ordered, lubing up the steel butt plug.

In service mode, he used the electric butt plug to summon me if I was out of earshot, and trust me… I never made him wait long enough to get impatient and hit the remote again.  Guests were given a remote of their own, although theirs controlled the vibrator he’d lodge in my cunt, which was the next order of business.

A pair of heavy rubber panties held the toys firmly in place, and felt quite awkward when he had me sit so he could lace on my ballet boots with the eight inch heels.  I helped as much as I could, but there wasn’t a lot I could do while he was reefing on the laces.

Letting him finish the boots on his own, I put on my leather elbow cuffs, posture collar, and ring gag to help save some time.  He still had to tighten and lock them properly for me, but it did speed things up a lot.

The corset came next, and was a real bitch to get into in a hurry.  We’d just recently gotten a new one that could take my waist down to eighteen inches, and he normally gave me a breather in between each round of tightening.

Not today.

He used a lacing tool to help him get the ends to meet in record time, and I was actually feeling a little dizzy from the sudden inability to breathe properly.  Recognizing my difficulties, he allowed me to sit again while he blow dried my hair and put it into a tight ponytail, although he was off the instant it was done.

I’d recovered enough by then that my hand was steady enough to apply a little makeup.  (Have you ever put on lipstick while your mouth is held open by a ring gag?  It takes a lot of practice.)

I rushed as fast as I could to get to the kitchen… a slow process while wearing eight inch heels, where Master was waiting with the last of my accessories.  My ankles were shackled, a tight latex hobble skirt covered my privates, and my elbow cuffs were connected with a short chain.

This left my hands free enough to perform simple tasks, but nothing more.  He had just enough time to pop the corks on the bottle of red wine Master Richard preferred, and the white he liked, before the doorbell announced the arrival of our guest.

“Bring our drinks to the den, and the bottles as well,” he ordered before rushing off.  “This could be a long night for us all.”

I sighed audibly, but secretly hoped he was right.  Serving was fun.


The Big Order

Lucas:

“Thanks for meeting me on such short notice,” Richard said, shaking my hand as he strode through the door.

“Anytime, my friend,” I replied, guiding him towards the den.

“Let’s get straight down to brass tacks,” he said once we were seated.  “You’ve probably heard the rumor that Joseph bought my house, and I’m building a new shack.”

“Define shack?” I asked, hitting Alice’s remote to hurry her along.

“It’s just a simple twenty four thousand square foot place to hang my whip, but that’s why I’m here.”

“You need a hook to hang your whip from, right?”

“Exactly,” he agreed, nodding and taking his glass from Alice’s tray.

“What can I do to help you?” I asked, taking up my own glass.

“This will be my fourth house and fourth dungeon, so I want to do everything right this time.  No piecemeal bullshit, and no mismatched accessories… I want a consistent theme from rooftop to foundation, and am willing to pay top dollar to get it done right.”

“Can I optimistically hope you’re here with a big bag of cash and about to hire me for the job?” I said with a grin.

“I ain’t here because of Alice’s overly cute ass,” he snorted.  “Although it doesn’t hurt to have her serving us like you do.  You’ve become quite the clever businessman lately.”

“Thanks,” I replied, just as Alice gave a small curtsey of her own.  “So how big of a space are we talking about?”

“I already told you… twenty four thousand square feet.”

“How big is just the dungeon area?”

“The main dungeon is only four thousand square feet, but the entire house needs to match.  I’m talking medieval battle axes, swords, suits of armor, banners, and all that crap you’d expect to see on an episode of Game of Thrones.

“I want a torture chamber with a rack, iron maiden, and all the twisted devices invented by the clever leaders of the Spanish Inquisition.  I want multiples of all your standard stuff like the St. Andrew’s cross, stocks, pillories, spanking bar, and whipping posts.”

“That’s a tall order,” I said, taking a sip of wine to hide my look of amazement.

“Actually, that’s only a millimeter of an order,” he laughed.  “The tall part of the order is I want everything to be as authentic as possible.  No welding, modern fasteners, or machining is allowed.  Everything needs to be done by hand, and look like its centuries old.”

“Ok,” I agreed.  “That’s not only a tall order, it’s an orbital one.  What kind of time frame are we looking at?”

“You’ve got a full year to get the job done, and will have all the help you need to make sure it’s done right.  I’ve got the best blacksmith I could find, a top-notch historian, and a genius of an electrician to allow for some hidden modern improvements.”

The rattling of the bottles on Alice’s tray told me he’d been punctuating each point with a stab at her remote, and she’d just shuddered through an orgasm.  He gave me a wink of acknowledgement, but otherwise ignored her.

“Is there anything else I need to know?” I asked, completely floored by the scope of what he was demanding.

“Well, since everything needs to be suitable for my slave, it all needs to fit her precisely.”

“That makes sense,” I nodded.  “I still have her measurements on file from your last order.”

“Measurements on paper sometimes go askew, so I have something better in mind.  Come out to my car and give me a hand.”

I did as he asked, thinking he might’ve made life-sized casts of his sub, but when we got there and he popped the trunk, what I saw was no manikin.  Held in the tightest ball tie I’d ever seen, and suspended off the floor by an intricate rope weave, was his solution to eliminating paper errors.

It was his real live slave, Willow.

***

I’d come close to calling the deal off at that point, but then he pulled out the bag containing a quarter of a million dollars in cash.  It was ‘only’ a fifty percent down payment for his order, and would have no paper trail attached to it for the IRS boys to ding me on, making it an offer I truly couldn’t refuse.  The Godfather had nothing on Richard when he was this determined.

He promised me she’d be no trouble, was low maintenance, and was perfectly trained to serve me in any role I deemed fit.  He made her sound like a pet puppy he was trying to give away, and did everything short of assuring me she was housebroken.

He even included a two by three by four foot cage for her to sleep in!

I was comfortable being Alice’s Master by now, but this was way beyond me.  Technically speaking, this was still her house, and I wasn’t sure how she’d react to having a buxom new girl in residency.  Especially a girl trained to instantly spread her legs or give me a blowjob on even the slightest whim.

Even now, she was kneeling at my feet and looked eager to do my bidding, with only the lack of permission stopping her from wrapping her lips around my Jonson.  God… what did I just agree to?

More to the point: how would Alice react to the news of our surprise houseguest?  I was her Master and she’d sworn to obey me no matter what, but jealousy was both easy to come by, and hard to control.

I had the feeling I’d just been tossed into the proverbial Shit Creek I’d always heard about, and didn’t even have the boat to stay afloat in, let alone the paddle to maneuver with.

Whoever said life as a Master was easy needed to give their head a shake.


The Second Submissive

Alice:

When Lucas returned to the den, he came back with a beautiful girl following behind him on a leash.  She had big blue eyes, an absolutely amazing and firm chest, thin waist, and long, luscious legs that seemed to go on forever.  I had no clue what was going on or who the naked girl was, but I instantly hated her.

He directed her towards Master Richard’s chair, where she spun and stood ramrod straight in what I assumed was her ‘at attention’ slave pose.  She put her arms behind her back, with her hands on the opposite elbow to make a box, widened her stance slightly so her feet were shoulder width apart, sucked her tummy in, pushed her chest out, and looked straight ahead with a slight upwards tilt to her chin.

Her almost military precision made me self-conscious of my own posture, which was a little sloppy after waiting for my Master’s return for so long.  She must’ve had great peripheral vision, since I saw the briefest flicker of a smile twitch across her lips when I pulled myself back into proper form, and my hatred deepened another notch.

Master Richard strode in with an armful of blueprints before anyone could explain what was going on.  He dumped them on the table, calling ‘at ease’ over his shoulder, presumably at the skank, since she relaxed her rigid posture slightly and clasped her hands together in front of her.

I had to stand between the two of them to hold their drinks on my tray, since there wasn’t any room left on the table once the blueprints were spread out.  Over the next few hours I figured out what was going on, and wasn’t sure about how I should feel about it.

To say Master Richard was placing a massive order was like saying the heart of the sun is a little warm and toasty, and that was a good thing.  An order this big would give Lucas all the money he needed to pay for the wedding we’d long been planning, but it came at a price.

He wanted the stupid slut to stay with us until the job was done, and was quite firm about that particular requirement.  Apparently he not only wanted to make sure everything fit her like a glove, but he’d be visiting his family while his new house was being built, and didn’t think his Gran would approve of a naked cow grazing in her kitchen.

Maybe I was being too hard on her.  I knew my irrational hatred of her grew from the seeds of jealousy, yet she wasn’t actually doing anything other than what her Master had commanded.

For the sake of my
 Master, I decided I should at least try
 to be nice to her… at least until she gave me a genuine
 reason to loathe her.  Our Masters finished their business shortly after I came to terms with it all, and said their goodbyes.

Lucas came back and removed my bonds so I could get out of the boots that’d become something close to torturous after having to stand in them for so long.  He also unlocked my gag, and said Willow and I should get to know each other while we moved her stuff into the spare bedroom.

He left the hauling of her luggage to us, since he had to contact a few of his suppliers before it got too late, but gave us leave to act in ‘public’ mode.  It meant we could do anything we wanted as long as the job got done, and I think he did it so we could start bonding or something.

It didn’t seem very likely, but I vowed to at least try.

As soon as Lucas left the room, she stretched languidly for a moment, and then bent to help me with my boots.

“Hiya hon,” she said, pulling on the laces with a practiced hand.  “I guess we’re gonna be roomies for a while.”

“Howdy,” I croaked, after prizing the ring out from behind my teeth.

My mouth and throat had gotten quite dry from wearing the ring gag for so long, and I had to finish the rest of Lucas’s wine before saying any more.

“How long have you been with Master Richard?” I asked, once my whistle was once again wet.

“Seven years now,” she replied, pulling the first boot off and starting on the second.  “He gave me my first collar on my eighteenth birthday, and we’ve been together ever since.”

“First collar?”

“Yeah, it’s sort of a thing with him.  Every year on our anniversary he gives me a fancy new collar, and hangs the old one up in the bedroom.  I think it’s sweet.”

I poured another glass of wine and worked the kinks out of my right foot, while she described all the collars she’d gotten over the years.  She poured a glass for herself once my left foot was free, and helped massage the strain away.  Ok… maybe she had her uses after all.

“What about you?” she asked.

“I’ve been with Lucas for three years total now, but didn’t become his sub until last year.  I only got my collar a few months ago, since Lucas knew almost nothing about BDSM beforehand, and he had to learn everything ‘on the job’, so to speak.”

“Ah, that explains it.”

“Explains what?”

“Why the two of you seem so sloppy together.”

“Sloppy?” I asked, feeling quite offended at her choice of words.

“Yeah… he gives you his orders more like they’re suggestions or requests, and you follow them in the same light.  It’s not my place to intrude, but if you don’t mind a suggestion, I’d say you should really take the time to perfect your servile attitude.”

It was hard not to take offence at the way she’d basically called us a pair of newbies, but I gritted my teeth and kept a smile on my face anyway.

“I’ll keep it in mind,” I replied.

“No offence meant,” she quickly said.

She finished with my foot and stretched out on the floor in front of me, where a glint of silver between her legs caught my eye.  She actually had a pierced clit!  She must’ve caught me staring, since she explained before I could get my nerve up to ask about it.

“It’s a triangle piercing,” she said, spreading her legs wide with no apparent shame.  “It goes behind the clit instead of straight through it, and hurt like a motherfucker to get.  It was worth it, though, since it keeps me deliciously horny all the time, and my orgasms these days are simply unbelievable.  I highly recommend it.”

“Interesting,” I replied, not knowing what else to say.

“I have a pierced septum as well, although Master only puts the nose ring in on special occasions.  He’s also talked about adding a ring through my clit hood so I can get stimulation from both ends of the nub, but he hasn’t made up his mind on that one yet.

“What I’ve heard from other girls makes me think having both might make my orgasms almost uncontrollable, even from simple things like moving around.  Master doesn’t allow me to cum without permission, so that’s why I’m glad he hasn’t done it yet.”

“Lucas doesn’t like it when I cum without permission either,” I replied, wondering how I could change the subject without being too obvious about it.

“There’s another example of what I was talking about earlier.  You said he ‘doesn’t like it’ instead of ‘doesn’t allow’.  If you’re in for the long haul with him, little distinctions make all the difference, and should be worked on as early as possible.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I replied, standing to see if my legs were back to normal yet.

They seemed ok, and now that I could stand without wincing, we went to the garage to fetch her luggage.  When I saw the mountain of boxes, crates, trunks, and bags waiting for us to move, I was glad I took the time to stretch my calves back to normal.  This was going to take a lot of trips.

We didn’t get to talk much while hauling the heavy loads inside, but Lucas wanted me to help her unpack as well.  Our awkward conversation resumed as soon as we opened the first box, but chatting was only a small part of the awkwardness I felt.

She knew exactly what box she wanted to open first; the one containing her sex toys. 

“You’ll have to excuse me for a moment, but I really wasn’t lying about how horny the triangle piercing makes me, and since my new Master gave me leave to enjoy myself, I just have to do something to take the edge off.  Feel free to join me if you see a toy you want to try.”

She wasn’t serious, was she?  She selected a long, fat, pink vibrator out of the box, and made it disappear between her legs with surprising speed.  Before dropping to the floor and turning it on, she pulled a rubber dildo out of the box and stuck it in her mouth.

All I could do was stare in slack-jawed amazement as she drove herself to three orgasms in under a minute, using the dildo in her mouth to help stifle her rather vocal climaxes.  She turned it off after the third one, and rested only a moment before heading to the bathroom to wash up and use the toilet.

She hadn’t bothered to close the door, so I turned away and opened another box.  It contained a variety of gags, and was relieved to see she had all her own stuff; I wanted one of my
 gags in her mouth about as much as I wanted one of her
 toys up my twat!

“Ahh… I needed that,” she said as she walked back into the room and resumed unpacking like nothing had happened.

Her casual attitude was beginning to piss me off, so I decided to call her out on it.

“You know, you’re a guest here, and really should think about respecting other’s borders with things that should be done in private.  You didn’t even close the door when you went to pee!”

“Doors are for owners, not those who are owned,” she replied without the slightest hint of embarrassment or remorse.  “Privacy doesn’t exist for a real
 submissive.”

I almost snapped back about what I thought of that, but bit it off at the last second.  Even though she’d just slammed me for being a newbie again, she actually had a point.

If she was going to live here for a year, she’d definitely see me naked before long, and quite probably witness me in the throes of ecstasy as well.  It was inevitable, unless Lucas decided to keep her locked up in her room twenty-four/seven.

I’d blushed all the way down to my toenails when she started to masturbate, but I had a sneaking suspicion it was just something I’d have to get used to.  Lucas might even want to include her in our regular fun and games!

I wasn’t sure how I felt about that, but I’d cross that bridge when I came to it.  For now, I simply got back to work and tried to push it out of my mind.

As we worked our way through it all I noticed a bit of a trend with what her Master had packed for her.  There were lots of gags, toys, cuffs, and more complicated restraints like the armbinder and straitjacket, but I had yet to see a single piece of clothing.

When I asked her about it, she simply replied she wasn’t allowed to wear clothes, so hadn’t packed any.  It meant she wouldn’t be leaving the house even a single time over the next year; not until her Master came back to reclaim her.

I was liking this deal less and less the more I found out about it, but what could I do?  It wasn’t the place of a real
 submissive to question her Master’s decisions or impose any rules of her own, and all of Willow’s newbie digs had taken their toll on me.

No matter what it took, I was going to prove I was just as good of a sub as she was.


The Switch

Alice:

Our morning exercise regimen felt slightly crowded now, even though our gym area was fairly large, and the only time Willow was even close to me was during the floor exercises.  She thought our bondage yoga program was the best thing since sliced bread or bottled beer, and could’ve enjoyed doing it all day.

She took over all cooking, since she was actually a classically trained chef.  Cleaning and other chores were split between us, depending on if Lucas needed her help on a design, or my assistance with his work.

Through trial and error, we developed a bit of a routine over the next few days that seemed to work passably well, although things still felt incredibly awkward.

After a ‘helpful’ suggestion from her, I was no longer allowed to wear any clothes either, unless it was something needed for my bondage that day.  It was supposed to help us feel more comfortable with each other, but had the exact opposite effect on me.

I think she did it because she knew she had a better body than I did, and wanted Master to appreciate the difference.  If I didn’t know better, I’d swear she was trying to seduce him by making me look inferior any way she could.

I dealt with it fairly well at first, but then she slipped in another helpful suggestion by way of a conversation Lucas overheard and was intrigued by.  She offered to show me how to become ‘trained up’ properly, and he thought it was a great way to keep us out of his hair when he needed to concentrate on his work.

It turns out that while Willow was completely submissive to her Master, she sometimes took the role of assistant Domme when they had another slave in the picture.  She was a switch, and enjoyed being on top once in a while.

Lucas might’ve thought we were getting along famously, but Willow knew how little I cared for her, and was just handed a golden opportunity to torment me in any way she saw fit.  All I could do was smile and say ‘Thank you Master, for giving me this opportunity to better myself.’

The first thing she did was lead me down to the dungeon, and the second was to pick up the cruel rattan cane.  From the evil look on her face, I thought my ass was going to be black and blue within an hour, and I mentally prepared myself for the pain I’d have to endure until Lucas caught her abusing me.

Pain would go away, and so would Willow when she overstepped her limits.

“Ok, slave,” she began, tapping the cane in her hand.  “Let’s see what you know.  Kneel, with your hands clasped behind you like they were in a strappado.”

I did as she asked, thinking I needed to go along with whatever she told me to do, just to make sure I didn’t actually earn
 the beating I knew she was going to deliver.  She circled around me twice, using the tip of the crop as a pointer to correct my position.

“Keep your head straight, but eyes down.  Unless otherwise instructed, you never look above my cunt.  Good.  Now put your shoulders back, pull your elbows together as much as you can, and thrust your chest out.  Your tits aren’t so ugly that you should try to hide them by slouching over.”

I did as she asked and didn’t rise to the bait, thinking she was just looking for an excuse to use the cane.  I could see my reflection in the full length wall mirror across the room, and actually thought my tits looked quite nice like this.

After having me hold the position for about a minute, she tapped my right thigh with the cane.

“That means ‘present yourself’, slut.  Without breaking posture, spread your knees as wide as you can.  That’s good… it looks like you’re well practiced at spreading your legs.  I’m guessing you learned at the hands of the football team when you were in school.”

I repeated a mantra inside my head:  I will not kick her in the cunt… I will not kick her in the cunt… I will not kick her in the cunt.

“Lean back as far as you can, and arch your back until your hands can take up your weight.  Look straight up at the ceiling, and lock your eyes on something to keep them from moving.  This is called the front punishment pose, since it leaves you so nicely exposed and vulnerable.  It’s one of my favorites.”

She was practically purring now.  I knew she was done with the preliminary insults, and was about to put the cane to good use.  Since she hadn’t bothered to gag me, maybe Lucas would hear me when I started screaming and rush to save me before things got too bad.

I heard the whistle of the cane cutting through the air at a rapid pace, but the blow missed and landed on the floor between my legs.  She was still fucking with me.

“Hey, you didn’t flinch or even try to look!  Maybe you’re trainable after all,” she said, sounding surprised.

She tapped my ass twice with the cane, which meant I was to kneel in presentation again.  (Three taps from that position would’ve meant for me to stand, she informed me.)

“Lean forward until your forehead touches my toes,” she continued.  “This is your abasement presentation, and is a good way to show your Master how little you are worth compared to him.  If your arms are not tied behind your back, you stretch them out forward and press them tight against the ground.”

Since my arms weren’t actually tied, I went into the full abasement position, even though it felt humiliating.  On a brighter note, at least her feet didn’t stink.  After a couple of minutes I felt three taps on my ass, and stood without having to be told.

“When I tell you to stand at attention, you will need to stand perfectly straight with your shoulders back, tits out, hands clasped behind, and your eyes still not looking above my cunt.  No… just like with your entire senior class, you always keep your legs spread.”

I moved my feet until they were shoulder width apart and stood as still as I could, moving only when directed.  She had me pose in several dozen positions, each accompanied with the light taps and strokes from the cane that would eventually let her command me without words.

Once she’d shown me all of what she considered to be the basics, we started over from the beginning, but with a more direct punishment and reward system.  The vibrator and shocking butt plug from my service uniform, to be precise.

When she told me to fetch the needed toys, I thought I might die of embarrassment when I had to push them into place with her watching me like a hawk.  The reality was far worse.

“Spread your legs wider, bend over, and grab your ankles,” she ordered.

The only thing worse than letting her watch me insert the toys, was being forced to stand there and take it while she did it for me.  I came close to refusing at that point, but gritted my teeth and grabbed ankle like a good little slave.

I’m not sure if she took her time with the butt plug out of mercy, or out of a desire to humiliate me as much as possible, but either way, it took her over five minutes before she let my sphincter clasp around the narrow part before the base.  She took just as long with the vibrator, slowly fucking me with it until my body’s natural responses had me wet and dripping.

She used a tight crotch rope to hold the toys in place, which made some of the positions harder to achieve, and was most likely part of her plan.  Even the slightest error meant a ten second blast from the butt plug, and was compounded if I needed multiple corrections in the same position.

The reward for holding my pose correctly was a blast from the vibrator, with an increase in its strength and duration corresponding to how close to perfect I was.  In its own way, the reward was almost as bad as the punishment, since it was incredibly distracting, causing me to make a lot more mistakes.

It also had me on the verge of orgasm when I got to a string of easy poses, which was something that made me really
 nervous.  Under no circumstances did I want to cum while under control of the sow, but unfortunately, my body wasn’t listening to my brain.  The unwanted explosion grew steadily closer with every passing minute, and worst of all, she knew it.

I was bent back in the punishment pose when my ability to contain it evaporated, and wave after wave of pure pleasure coursed through my veins.  The room faded, Willow’s presence disappeared, and the orgasm became my whole world for God only knows how long.

While my mind was otherwise occupied, Willow had worked almost faster than humanly possible, and had somehow managed to fasten my ankle and wrist cuffs to the recessed floor rings we used for our bondage yoga sessions.

The second I opened my mouth to ask what was going on, she popped my ring gag in place, and buckled it super tight behind my head.  She’d obviously planned this out well, since it’d taken mere moments to render me completely helpless.

She took another minute to tighten up the ropes holding me down, forcing me to bend backwards even more, and then stood directly above my head.

“I don’t recall giving you permission to cum, you stupid slut,” she began.  “You’re just lucky I’m in a good mood, or I’d whip your pussy until it bled!”

She widened her stance slightly, which brought her pussy to within a few millimeters of my face.  Oh shit; I could see where this was going.

“If I cum without permission, my Master will sometimes give me the choice between ten hard blows to my cunt, or twenty blows to each of my tits.  Since I’m in such a forgiving state of mind, I’m going to give you a third option: all you need to do is make me cum twice, and you’ll clean the slate.  What’s it gonna be?”

It was not
 an easy decision.  The last thing I wanted to do was lick her pussy, but she held the absolute worst possibly punishment implement in her hands, and I wasn’t sure I’d be able to take that many strikes if she wielded it at full force.

I guess I was a coward, since I stuck my tongue out and tentatively took a swipe along her labia.  A second later, I jumped as the butt plug began shocking me.

“If you’re gonna do it, then you either do it right, or face the consequences.  I think it’s time to give you some real
 motivation.”

She stepped away for a moment, coming back with a piece of chain, two padlocks, and a roll of tape.  The middle of the chain went through a ceiling ring, leaving the ends just barely within reach of her hands when she was straddling me.

She pulled three pieces of tape off the roll, made a ball out of the first one, and stuck it to the shock button.  The second piece of tape was stuck to the back of the remote and wrapped around one side of it, leaving an end dangling.

The padlock keys were stuck to the remote with the third piece of tape, and then she locked her own wrist cuffs to the dangling chain, with one of my remotes in each of her hands.

“You have five minutes to make me cum,” she bluntly said.  “If you fail, then I tape down the shock button and throw the remote across the room, trapping us like this until Master Lucas finds us.  I’m not sure how late he’s planning on working tonight, but I’m willing to bet he won’t come looking for us for quite some time.”

This shit just got real.  I started licking before she’d even finished talking, putting real effort into it this time.  There was no way I could handle non-stop shocks from the butt plug for potentially several hours, so failure was not
 an option.

“That’s much better, pet,” she purred.  “Isn’t it amazing how fast people can learn when they’re properly motivated?”

If it wasn’t for the ring gag and the need to keep my tongue moving at warp speed, I might’ve actually told her to go fuck herself at that point.  The satisfaction wouldn’t have been worth the punishment, though, so I guess I was lucky I couldn’t.

Luck wasn’t entirely with me, though.  Either my cunnilingus skills sucked, or she had tremendous self-control, and the time she’d allotted for her first orgasm was fast approaching.

In desperation, I concentrated exclusively on her clit, hoping what she’d said about her triangle piercing was accurate.  Her mewing and moaning instantly doubled, and while I knew I was now on the right track, I had no idea how much time had passed.

The smell and taste of her musk became almost overpowering as she grew closer to climax, but surprisingly, I actually found it somewhat pleasant.  I’m not sure why, but it started turning me on.

It was easy to tell when she started to cum, since she didn’t do it quietly.  Even with her legs clamped crushingly tight over my ears, I could clearly hear her screams echoing through the room while she twitched and thrashed.

She came for a long time, but eventually finished with a final small shudder, and stepped out of range of my questing tongue.

“That was lovely, pet,” she sighed.  “In fact, that was so delightful, I think I’ll reward you for a job well done.”

I felt the vibrator spring to life, and then ramp up to full speed.  Despite my trepidation, I began moaning in anticipation of another wonderful orgasm.

“Here’s the deal, pet,” she said, lowering herself back down over my mouth.  “My needs will always come before your own, so you are not allowed to cum before I do.  If you fail, then we start all over with you
 owing me two more orgasms, and me
 shocking the shit out of you… literally.”

Fuck.  I had no doubt she was serious, but with my vibrator running at jackhammer strength, it would take everything I had in me to make her cum before I did.

To make matters even worse, she was cheating!  Every time I found the perfect spot, she’d rise up on her toes and pull out of range, delaying her own climax, while mine was thundering towards me like a runaway freight train.

I was doomed.  I knew there was no way I could win like this, but then like a gift from heaven, I felt her piercing against my teeth, and managed to trap it.  Now she couldn’t pull away from me, and the tip of my tongue was scraping directly across the sensitive nub in the best possible way.

It was so close I’m not actually sure which one of us came first, but since my butt plug stayed quiescent, I guess she decided I did well enough.  I allowed myself a moment to enjoy the aftershocks twitching through me while she did the same, but then felt something strike each of my shoulders.

“Fuck!” she swore.  “I just dropped the remotes, and that means the key as well!”

It took a moment for my brain to comprehend what she’d just said.  She’d lost the ability to shock me, which was good, but the vibrator was still buzzing away at maximum power inside of me, and couldn’t be turned off.

With the key on the floor as well, it meant we were stuck like this until Lucas decided to call it a night, and came looking for us.  That could be hours from now, and the batteries in the vibe were fully charged!

I was already on the rise to another orgasm, and just the thought of having no respite from the relentless mechanical assailant sent me over the edge again.  And again… and over again… and yet again.

Let’s just say it was a long night and leave it at that.


Advanced Training

Lucas:

I wasn’t exactly pleased at how Willow’s training program ended up, and made her sleep scrunched up in her cage for the rest of the month.  Since the goal was to punish her as much as possible, I did it in the simplest way possible, and the only way to make sure she didn’t enjoy it:

I locked her up in the steel chastity belt, and pretended to throw the key away.

For someone used to frequent, powerful, multiple orgasms on a regular basis, it was something close to hell for her, and even Alice was satisfied with the way Willow was being punished.

Since it was just a stupid accident, I eventually forgave her, and we got back to at least a semblance of order around the house.  I kept an eye on them as much as possible now, but I was falling way behind on my work, and couldn’t get anywhere near as much done when they were in the same room distracting me.

Falling behind was mainly due to the restrictions of how I could fasten everything together.  I couldn’t go to the hardware store and buy a box of screws or a bag of nails, and had to rely on only what the blacksmith could forge, or other old fashioned joining techniques.

Dowels, pins, pegs, dovetails, glue, and hand forged spikes and brackets were all I had to work with, and it wasn’t easy.  I had to admit the completed products looked amazing, but construction was a real pain in the ass.

I had the girls do simple stuff like sanding and basic leatherwork, but didn’t trust them enough to do much more.  I eventually had to get them out of my hair, and gave Willow leave to resume training Alice, although with a lot of restrictions in place.

No runaway toys like last time, and nothing too severe.  She was allowed to tie Alice up, but if I ever found them stuck like last time, I swore I’d throw her naked into the street, deal or no deal.

I also left a video chat link open, and ordered Willow to make sure they were in full view of the camera at all times.  I kept a close eye on them at first, but I think I really put the fear of God into her, since Willow behaved herself completely.  I gradually slacked off on my monitoring, and finally began to make some real progress on Richard’s order.

Some things, like the stocks, were fairly easy to build.  The restraint chair was an order of magnitude harder, and I had to wind up buying and disassembling an old chair I bought at an antique store, in order to find out how to properly put one together.

Since everything was supposed to have a rough-hewn look, yet be completely free of sharp edges and splinters, I used the girls to test the quality of each finished item.  It looked like they were still getting along great, so I allowed them a bit of unsupervised playtime while either performing the tests, or advancing Alice’s training.

Despite giving them some time together, I limited their fun by instituting a zero tolerance, no orgasm policy.  After all, every bit of fun they had alone, was a bit of fun I never got to enjoy myself, and I can be a greedy bastard when it comes to both Alice and sex.

I really should try to find the time to spy on the girls and find out what they got up to while I was working, since Alice was always ready for sex when we went to bed.  Ready… heck, some nights she seemed almost desperate for it.

Of course, if they were getting a bit naughty with each other, then it would be a distraction of epic proportions, and I couldn’t have that right now.  Maybe I could make some time next week if I got caught up a bit.

Alice:

Willow was killing me.  Her idea of an advanced training program was effective, and I did learn a lot of things that pleased Lucas, but making it through a day with her was sheer hell.

Despite all evidence to the contrary, she blamed me for the punishment she’d so richly deserved, and was determined to make me pay for it.  I couldn’t complain either, since Lucas had told me to obey her whenever he was busy… which was usually around twelve hours a day lately.

Willow blamed my lack of self-discipline for getting us stuck and in trouble, so a large part of my training included orgasm control.  It meant I had to learn my lessons while pushing through a fog of extreme lust, and I had to wash my legs and crotch at least a dozen times per day.

The only positive side-effect of being wound to such a frenzy, was the sex with Lucas each night was better than ever.

She never openly admitted she was exacting retribution on me, but it was as plain as the nose on her ugly face what she was up to.  To make matters even worse, she enjoyed tormenting me so much, she often had wet streaks down the insides of her thighs that rivaled mine.

It was humiliating beyond belief to know I was the focus of her fantasies when she went to bed and masturbated.  I really hope Lucas appreciated what I was putting up with for him, because I was reaching my limits.  Helping her try out the discipline chair yesterday had come close to breaking me, since it had turned into six straight hours of pure torture.

After trying the fit and feel for herself, I released her so we could take care of a few rough edges and sharp corners.  Binding me in the chair for the second round so she could fine tune things hadn’t been unusual, but what she did after that most definitely was.

To start with, the twin intruders mounted to the seat were the ones she preferred, meaning the butt plug was several sizes bigger than I was used to, and the fat dildo was covered with bumps and ridges.  Just impaling myself on them meant it was impossible to get up off the chair on my own, even before she strapped me down.

Of course she still did
 weld me to the chair, using each and every one of the two dozen belts built into the thing, the matching posture collar, foot stocks, and the panel gag with the pear shaped plug.  It was far more restrictive than the chair he’d originally built for our playroom, although I was willing to bet it’d be getting an upgrade whenever he had some free time to work on our own stuff again.

“Struggle,” she’d said, wanting to see if there were any weak points.

There weren’t, and I could barely move a millimeter anywhere other than my fingers and toes.  Saying she didn’t believe I was even trying to struggle, she spent the rest of the day tickling, teasing, fondling, groping, and occasionally using a strap on to prod me.

I think the worst was when she encountered a rough area that needed sanding.  After taking care of the offending spot, she pulled out the feather duster, and made sure there wasn’t a speck of dust anywhere on my body.

For some reason, she seemed to have an especially hard time cleaning around my nipples and clit, and those feathers became the bane of my existence.  Even when she sanded around my feet, she found the need to spend at least five minutes brushing over each of my most sensitive spots.

I think keeping myself from cumming through it all was the hardest thing I’d ever done in my life, but I somehow managed to make it through the day without going completely
 insane.  Only one thing kept me from losing my mind; revenge.

Today’s equipment test was going to be with the pillory, which had just been rebuilt to strengthen the base.  It had looked a little wobbly during our initial trial run, so now it needed to be retested under extreme conditions.

Willow wasn’t the only one who could use subtle hints to get Lucas to come up with ‘his’ brilliant ideas.  Like a lamb being led to slaughter, she willingly bent over the frame and put her hands and neck into the waiting cutouts, the top bar sealing her fate a moment later.

I used the inflatable butterfly gag on her today, since it was the most effective in stopping any noises she might try to make.  Oh yes, there was going to be noise galore… I guarantee it!

Before I began, I put a blindfold over her eyes and chained her feet wide apart to the outside rings, leaving her perfectly exposed and vulnerable.  I found myself humming under my breath as I gathered up the extra things I’d need, as well a few more that looked like they might be fun to experiment with.

Once I was all set, I kneeled by her head and set things in motion.

“I hope you’re comfortable,” I began.  “My Master wants to make sure the pillory is perfect this time, so you’re going to be stuck here pretty much all day.  He wants you to really give the thing a test, so just like you helped me to struggle yesterday, I’m going to return the favor today.”

I reached out and absently began to fondle her breasts.

“After careful consideration, I determined the best way to do it is to combine my orgasm control training with your trial, but in a slightly different way than what we’ve done so far.  I’ve always found the best way to teach someone is by example, so I’d like for you to show me what someone with real
 self-discipline can withstand.”

Even through the blindfold, I could practically see her eyes fly wide open at that.  While she definitely had a lot more practice at orgasm control than I did, her triangle piercing made it incredibly difficult to maintain if someone was playing around down there.

I gave the pump on her gag a couple more squeezes, and pulled a chair up behind her.  After all, this was
 going to be a long day, so I might as well make myself comfortable.

I started off with the eroscillator vibe, wanting to get her ‘up to speed’ in a hurry.  With the small tip centered directly on her clit, it took almost no time at all before I judged she was getting close to the tipping point, and pulled it away.

While she calmed down from the sudden and intense assault, I used the cupped side of the tip on her nipples, getting them nice and hard, and ensuring she couldn’t calm down too
 much.  She was shaking and writhing quite nicely within five minutes, and covered in a sheen of sweat as well.

It was a good start, but only a start as far as I was concerned.  Five minutes down, and only seven hundred and fifteen left to go.

Holding her on the razor fine line just before orgasm wasn’t easy, but luckily, her self-control really was excellent.  Lucas wasn’t her real Master, but he was in charge of her during her stay, so his zero-orgasm policy had all the strength of a law of nature.

No matter how badly she wanted to cum, she refused to disobey him by giving in to her lust.

When I got bored of using the eroscillator, I switched to a dildo and fucked her almost painfully slow with it.  When my arm got tired of that, I switched to an insertable egg and vibrating butt plug combo that really had her jumping.

I had the hardest time using the powerful magic wand massager, since it was capable of sending me
 through the roof almost instantly, let alone Willow.  I used a TA Zapper on her nipples and clit to bring her down in a hurry whenever I thought I might’ve gone a shade too far, but it wasn’t as effective as I thought it would’ve been.

She was either too worked up to care, a bit of a pain slut, or possibly a combination of both.  Whichever it was, I had a lot of fun making her jump with it.

After running through all the normal toys I’d wanted to use, I decided to try one of the experiments I thought might be fun; suction cups on her nipples.

While I’d seen them on the internet several times, this was the first time I’d ever seen one firsthand, and I thought it was absolutely amazing.  As I squeezed the pump trigger, her already engorged nipples became even bigger as they were sucked into the vacuum, along with most of her areola.

Checking the clock, I decided to leave them in place for fifteen minutes, and then immediately replace the tube with a set of nipple clamps.  I’d heard nipples were supposed to be ultra-sensitive once freed from the suction, and this seemed like a good way to find out without having to go through it myself.

When it got close to our mid-afternoon break, I left her with the anal vibrator running to keep her hot without much risk of letting her cum, and brought Lucas his lunch in the garage.

“Where’s Willow,” he asked before stuffing half a sandwich in his face.

“She seems to be enjoying the pillory too much to care about lunch,” I replied.

“You two haven’t been naughty again, have you?”

“No, Sir.  Neither one of us has had an orgasm, and I haven’t even touched her after she was locked down.”

It really wasn’t a lie, since I’d put on a pair of latex gloves before tormenting her.

“She really likes the pillory?”

“She seems so turned on right now, I bet I could make her cum within five seconds,” I honestly replied.

“Wow.  I guess if she likes it so much, then there’s no harm in letting her stay there a while longer.  In the olden days, criminals would often spend several days in those things.”

“I’ll let her know you said she can stay there the rest of the day,” I said, taking a bit of liberty with his use of ‘a while’, but he didn’t call me on it.

It meant I’d be able to continue with my revenge on her for at least six or seven more hours, and it was tough to keep my smile in check while we finished eating.  My crowning triumph came when I hinted at how humiliation and a bit of pain were part of what punishment in a pillory was supposed to be like, and he suggested I give her a spanking if I felt up to it.

Christmas came early this year, and only three words could describe how I felt.

Best.

Day.

Ever.

I even had a new pair of feather dusters with her name written on them.


Pushed Aside

Alice:

I knew there’d eventually be a price to pay for how I treated Willow, but it was worth it.  Surprisingly, she didn’t try to get back at me the next day like I thought she would, shrugging her day of torment off as just another day in the life of a submissive.

Of course, she didn’t have as many chances as she had in the past, since Lucas kept her close by these days.  For some of the things he was building, it was a lot faster to use her like a live tape measure rather than relying on his notes.

It also meant his hands were on her, far more than me these days, and I didn’t care for that in the least.  He didn’t go so far as to fuck her in front of me, but the difference was minimal with the intimate contact needed to put her into some of his strange creations.

As for me, I was simply pushed aside and chained in a corner with a veritable mountain of leather straps that needed to be measured, cut, punched, softened, oiled, and have a buckle installed.  Willow got to spend her days in delicious bondage under the teasing hands of my
 Master, while I was out of sight working my fingers to the bone.

Maybe this was how she planned to get her revenge on me; she wanted to steal Lucas away from me!

Based on how much time they were spending together lately, she might even have been winning, but there was no way I was going to give up my man without a fight.  I just needed to come up with a way to fight back that didn’t make me look like I was a whiny little bitch.

Technically speaking, Lucas wasn’t doing anything wrong.  A lot of the Dominants I’d met at the club looked at sex as nothing more than an enjoyable bodily function, and would have no problem screwing someone else’s slave right next of their own.

Some Masters swapped slaves for days or even months at a time without thinking twice, and free for all orgies were fairly common.  I could guarantee with a hundred percent certainty Master Richard wasn’t abstaining from sex while Willow was our guest.

I was the one who wanted to become a submissive, so if fucking the whore made my Master happy, then who was I to complain?  Theory was fine and dandy when reading about it in a book, but it sucked rocks in real life.  Lucas was mine, dammit, and I didn’t want to share him with anyone!

Trying to find the right way to attract his attention again wasn’t easy, but I finally got my chance while he was building a massive, multi-purpose suspension frame.  I didn’t actually know what it was at first, but I made a big show of practically drooling over the thing each day before being pushed aside to slave away at my leather work.

It was twelve feet long, eight feet high, and designed to look like a gallows.  Each ‘noose’ could be used as a suspension point, and with a multitude of rings and hooks all over the heavy wood beams, the thing could be used in an almost infinite number of kinky and fun ways.

Each noose could be raised or lowered independently, additional ropes or straps could be mounted on the framework itself, or it could be used in conjunction with other things like the sleep sack or straitjacket.  I wasn’t sure how many ways it could be used, but I wanted to test each and every one of them with Lucas, and get back in his favor.

My ploy worked.  When the day came to test it out, he asked if I’d like to be the one giving it a try, so of course I jumped at the chance. 

The first suspension position was fairly basic, although a lot more strenuous than I’d imagined.  Lying on the floor, I was bound with my hands and feet in suspension cuffs, and stretched out like I was doing a big dive.

The two nooses above me went to coils of rope around my chest and thighs, while the suspension cuffs went to ones a few feet outside.  The two of them had to work the cranks in unison to get me off the ground straight, but it seemed to work like he’d hoped.

Once he was satisfied I was ‘flying straight’, he tried variants on the position, to see how hard it was to manipulate someone once they were suspended.  He was able to put me at close to vertical with either my feet or head down, and even raise both ends at the same time, putting my back into an arch more severe than the tightest hogtie could ever achieve.

After contorting me with dozens of variants like that for over two hours, he turned to Willow to ask her opinion.

“I think the gallows are working out great so far, but what do you think?  How is Richard most likely to use this with you?”

“The obvious answer is for sex, Master,” she replied.  “I believe this is going to be a centerpiece item, and I will likely be used quite hard in it during certain… umm… social events.”

“Why don’t you just come out and say ‘orgies and gangbangs’?”

“I was trying to be politically correct, Master.”

“I suppose I can get the frame a rockin’, although not as much as during a gangbang.”

“If it pleases you, I have a few strap-on dildos I could use to help add to the ‘rocking’, as you called it.”

“Hmm… I really want to make sure this thing is sturdy enough to handle anything Richard is likely to try with it, but I’m not sure if Alice would appreciate being double teamed by us.”

“Nonsense,” she said.  “You’ve seen how well we get along with each other, and what proper
 submissive would ever deny her Master?”

“Well… ok, what do you think of the idea Alice?” he asked, taking my gag out so I could answer properly.

After Willow’s not so subtle dig about me not being a ‘proper’ sub, how could I refuse?  Even though I’d rather eat my favorite dildo for breakfast, than have Willow join us in sex, I answered in the only way possible.

“Anything you need me to do, Master, I’m at your disposal.”

He looked surprised at my ready acceptance, but nodded and began repositioning me, while Willow went to get the toys and accessories they’d need.  Once my head and crotch were at the right height, and my ankles hanging from a spreader bar, he grabbed up an armful of the longest leather straps I’d made, and began securing me for real.

Since his goal was to really make the frame shake, he bound me to not only the beams above, but to the sides and base as well.  With straps and ropes pulling me in all directions, I was almost completely immobile before he was even halfway finished.

As nervous as his ultra-tight bondage was making me, Willow’s selections were even worse.  The strap-on harness she wore allowed for different dildos to be attached, some of which looked downright scary.

One looked long enough to fuck me in the stomach if used in my mouth, and another looked like six golf balls stuck together.  The smallest one in her collection was a ‘mere’ six-inch long realistic looking cock, and I began to have second thoughts about going through with this.

I was almost glad when she put the ring gag in my mouth, since it helped stop me from chickening out.

A posture collar came next, but not the one I was used to.  Taller than the one in our collection, it forced my chin up incredibly high, and removed almost all head movement.  It also had some sort of adjustment bar on the front, which she used until my mouth was perfectly in line with my throat, and breathing became a major challenge.

It was the most severe bondage I’d been in since the day I’d been mummified to the St. Andrew’s cross last year, and this might even surpass it by the time they were done!  He eventually ran out of places he could tie me down to, but then went back to each one and made absolutely sure there was zero slack in any of them.

“Start struggling,” he ordered, giving me a slap on the ass.  “I need to step back and see if this thing moves at all.”

As soon as he moved into position, I began flexing, twisting, shaking, and struggling as hard as I could.  I think I moved the frame about a millimeter once or twice, but that was about it.

“Is that the best you can do?” he jibed.  “Maybe I should go pick up a cattle prod like Richard suggested, to see if that motivates you enough to actually try.”

I redoubled my efforts and tried again, but didn’t do much better.  He was shaking his head in disgust, as he returned with a wide leather strap in hand to provide me with a little more motivation.

Even as hard as I jumped when he landed a surprise blow to my ass, the frame barely budged.  It seemed like he’d built it even sturdier than he thought, so it was time to move on to the real test.

He went behind me and began stroking my pussy to warm me up, although it wasn’t really necessary.  Stringent bondage always got me flooding, and today was no exception.

While he got himself ready, Willow stepped in front of me with the ‘stomach fucker’ dildo attached, using it to slap my cheeks while waiting for the command to begin.  It was really degrading, but for some strange reason, it seemed to get me worked up even more, and I wished Lucas would hurry up and stick it in me already.

Almost like he read my mind, I felt the bulbous tip of his cock press against me and slowly slip inside.  We moaned in unison at the incredible pleasure we both felt, and kept moaning as he began to fuck me with slow, but hard thrusts.

Willow slipped the end of her dildo into my mouth and edged a bit closer, so each of Lucas’s powerful thrusts jammed it close to the back of my throat.  She grabbed the pair of straps holding my upper arms, and used them like handles to really
 get me moving in time with each new push from behind.

The frame was definitely shaking now, and so was I.

My orgasm took everyone by surprise, myself included, since it had risen faster than any I’d ever had before.  It tore through me like a tornado, and made the room spin almost as bad as if I was in a real one.

I vaguely realized Master hadn’t given me permission to cum, but I’d been helpless to stop it, and he didn’t seem to mind.  He simply chuckled and began pounding me harder.

My head was swimming from the overload of pleasure, (and probably a slight oxygen deficit) and I began to slip into subspace.  I no longer felt the restraints around my body, and when I closed my eyes, could easily imagine I was floating in space with only the twin phalluses keeping me from crashing to Earth.

My mind had made the scenario feel so real, when Master came a few minutes later and pulled out, I thought I was falling, and my heart skipped a beat in panic.

“I thought I felt too much movement in the frame,” he said, after he cleaned up and recovered.  “Step around and use the straps for leverage again, so I can watch how badly it moves when someone’s really going at it.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied.

She replaced the dildo with the realistic looking cock and stepped behind me, plunging in without any preliminaries.  After a few practice thrusts to gauge the proper angle of attack, she grabbed the straps and thrust hard enough to make me scream.

Rocking my body with the straps really let her slam into me.  There was really no other way to describe it, since her only goal was to make the frame shake as much as possible, and I was her only point of leverage.

Her hips slapping against my ass felt just like a spanking, and even she was grunting with the force of the blows.  I came twice more before she started running out of steam, and had a countless amount of mini-orgasms around each of the big ones.

“Take five,” he finally said.  “I think I know a way we can put more stress on the frame.”

While Willow collapsed to the floor, he began arranging a second harness beneath me.  I wasn’t exactly sure what he was trying to accomplish at first, but then he helped Willow crawl into it, and it all became clear.

Once she was directly below me, he pulled her up one strap at a time until we were practically touching, and her dildo was brushing against my labia.  Without ceremony, he helped slide it inside, and then tightened up the lower straps a bit so it wouldn’t fall out by accident.  He also hung some heavy bags in the open areas on the top of the frame, just to add to the load.

“Now we’ll have several times the weight hanging from the frame, as well as two different vectors of motion.  If it survives this test, then it should be good to ship.”

I flinched when I felt him pour a healthy amount of lubricant into my ass crack and began working it inside with one of his fingers.  He added more lube when he switched to two fingers, and even more when started using three.

A final glob hit when he pulled his hand away and replaced his fingers with the head of his cock, and I braced myself as much as I could for my first super-stuffed, double penetration fuck.

“Ram her each time I withdraw,” he ordered.

“Yes Master, with pleasure.”

I think Willow had her feet on the floor, since she was able to thrust up into me with a surprising amount of force.  His strokes were just as powerful, since he was using the straps for leverage just like she’d done earlier, and now I was really being bounced around.

Once they found their rhythm, it was almost scary how much strain they were putting on the frame, the straps, and my body.  Every now and then they lost sync and both plunged into me at the same time, making me feel like I was full enough to burst.

It put the phrase ‘stretched to the breaking point’ in a whole new light.

It also felt incredibly erotic, and the third time it happened I went over the top in another uncontrollable orgasm.  On and on it went, while the two of them went in and out like they were pistons and I was the engine.

Another climax rushed over me before the last one had fully faded, and then a third as Master began cumming himself.  I lost the ability to think at that point, and might’ve even greyed out for a minute or two, since the next thing I knew, Willow was gone from beneath me, and Master was sitting in a chair.

“I think I’d have to call that a successful test,” he said to her.  “Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes Master, although…”

“Although what?”

“I’m sorry Master, I shouldn’t have mentioned anything, but I was hoping I’d be allowed to cum like your slave did.”

“Hmm… I suppose that really wasn’t very fair of me, was it?  I think Alice had at least six orgasms during that test, so I suppose I should’ve allowed you to have at least as much fun.  I’ll tell you what… I want to review the video footage from our test to make sure I didn’t miss any critical stress points.  While I do that, you can ‘even up the score’, so to speak.”

“Thank you Master, you’re both kind and generous.”

“Have fun, but don’t wear her out completely.  I have a sneaking suspicion I’ll be ready for one more go at her myself after watching the video of the three of us getting it on.”

Willow seemed to take great delight in standing in front of me while she changed out the cock dildo for the one with all the balls joined together.  She had no intention of playing nice, either, and went straight for my ass to make sure I wouldn’t get to cum anymore.

With the way it stretched my sphincter and then let it release, it felt the same way a butt plug did, but times six.  Once it was fully seated, I felt a slight vibration begin, and knew her strap-on wasn’t a simple double sided dildo.

She really was determined to catch up on the orgasms she’d missed, and the scary part of it all, was the vibrations might be enough extra stimulation to make me cum eventually.  That meant she’d have to keep going even longer before the score was even, and my ass would never be the same by the time she was done.

I gladly put up with it, though, since Lucas had found me enticing enough to use me not just once more, but twice… and he never even touched Willow.  It looked like I had a chance of saving our relationship after all.


Turning the Tables

Lucas:

Something didn’t seem right with Alice.  From day one, I was sure she and Willow had struck an immediate bond that’d quickly blossomed into a tight friendship, but now I wasn’t quite so sure.  The signs were there to see if I’d been paying closer attention, but between the long days and short nights, I hadn’t seen anything amiss until now.

I began to see some of the accidents that’d happened hadn’t been accidents at all, and the helpful suggestions they’d made hadn’t been all that helpful.  Mainly, though, they were both acting overly polite with each other, in a way I’d only seen once before in lifelong enemies who were trying to put on a good face in public.

In other words, I’d pretty much shit and stepped in it, and now I needed to figure out how to scrape it off.  I didn’t want to alienate either Willow or Richard, but it was mainly Alice I had to make things right with, for the obvious reasons.

After spending the next couple of weeks trying to run interference and smooth things over… without any success… I decided I needed to try a more direct approach before it was too late.  I waited until it was time to go to bed, and after stretching her out and cuffing her in place, I straddled her so we could look eye to eye during what might be the most important conversation we’d had since she’d begged me to become her Master.

“You seem unhappy, dear,” I began, using the term of endearment to make sure she knew she could speak freely, despite being in bondage.  “Please tell me what’s going on.”

“It’s you and Willow,” she blurted out after a few moments.

“Me and Willow?  What did we do?”

“I know what you’ve been up to with her.  You’ve been getting overly friendly and intimate with her these last few months, and spending a lot
 less time with me than you used to.  It doesn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out you’d already stuck it to her on those nights when you don’t pay any attention to me.”

“Never!  Not once, in any way, shape, form, or position.  I swear it!  If it seemed like I hadn’t been spending as much time getting intimate with you lately, it’s simply because twelve hour work days take their toll after a while.  I’ve been going to bed exhausted from work, not sated from sex.”

I could see a hint of doubt flicker across her eyes, so I pressed the point.

“The only reason she’s even here is because of Richard, and the only reason I took his order was because of you.  In fact, you better start practice saying ‘I do’ now, because the instant the job is complete, we’re going out to buy a ring!”

“If you’re not having sex, then what are the two of you doing when you’re alone for so long?”

“I’ve mostly been getting advice,” I admitted.  “I’m getting good at rigging, or coming up with fun scenarios, but a lot of the subtle stuff was still going right over my head.  She’s been helping to fill in the gaps in my knowledge.”

“Not even a BJ or two?” she pressed.

“Not even a single blowjob,” I assured her.  “I’m pretty sure she would’ve instantly dropped to her knees or spread her legs if I asked, but asking never even crossed my mind.  It’s you I love, not her.”

I leaned down to put an exclamation point on my statement by way off a kiss, and I think she finally started to believe me.  I was just as exhausted tonight as I’d been most nights, but there was no way I was going to use that as an excuse after what I’d just said.

It meant a late night before our normal early morning, but it was well worth it.  I’d pretty much convinced her there was nothing going on between Willow and I, but wanted to do something more to make her happy.

By the time I’d stepped out of the shower, I’d come up with the simplest, yet best way possible to cheer her up.  I’d demote Willow down to the bottom of the food chain, turning the tables and giving Alice a chance to be on top.

Since she was always teasing and chiding Alice on how a ‘proper’ submissive should act, it was high time to see if she could put her money where her mouth was when the roles were reversed.

***

I wasn’t sure who was more surprised when I declared the new order after breakfast, but Willow never even batted an eye.  She simply knelt next to Alice’s chair in an obeisance pose, and awaited orders.

As for Alice, I could see the full gamut of emotions and thoughts run through her face as she processed my decree.  Surprise was followed by suspicion, and understanding was followed by an evil look at Willow’s supine form that boded ill for her.

I’d have to keep a close eye on the two of them to make sure things didn’t get out of hand, even though the need would trash my work day.  What the hell… I was long overdue for a slack day anyway, and this promised to be quite interesting.

On a regular morning, this was the time I’d start work, with the girls checking in for further orders once the breakfast mess was cleaned up.  Today I kicked my feet up on an empty chair and held out my coffee mug for a refill.

“The Master wants more coffee,” Alice said.  “Fetch it now, slave.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Willow replied.

While Willow got me my refill, Alice was studying her intently.  I could practically see the gears turning in her head, and could hardly wait to find out what she was planning.  Lacking further orders, Willow simply stood at attention once her task was complete.

“I’m not sure I like your pose, slave.  From now on, unless you need to use your hands for a task, I want two of the fingers on your right hand stuck up your cunt, and one from your left up your ass.  Isn’t that how the saying goes, Master?  Two in the pink, and one in the stink?”

I chuckled and nodded my head.  Willow looked surprised, but sucked on the finger of her left hand for a bit of lube, and quickly stuck it up her butt.  She didn’t seem to need any such help with her right hand fingers.

“I think I’d like more coffee as well,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

It looked both awkward and uncomfortable walking that way, but not overly difficult.  She used only her right hand to pour the refill and carry it back to the table, putting it ‘back home’ as soon as Alice took the cup from her.

“The handle of my cup is quite dirty now, you horny little slut.  I think that’s worth two demerits.”

“Yes, Mistress.  Sorry, Mistress.”

“I have a feeling you’re out of practice in being a ‘proper submissive’ as you’re so fond of calling it, so let’s take care of those demerits now.  Go fetch a set of nipple clamps and bring them back to me.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

It looked like Alice was going to play the demerit game with her, and had found a clever way to ensure the points would pile up fast.  Willow was no dummy, though, and returned carrying the chain of the nipple clamps with her teeth.

“I didn’t hear your return, and surprising me is worth another demerit” Alice said, stroking Willow’s already hard nipples and applying the clamps.  “I think we’ll need to add a bell so I can hear you coming.  Go find one.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Alice put her into bondage one item at a time, using leather cuffs and a short spreader bar for her knees, more cuffs and a longer bar for her ankles, a ring gag, and the adjustable posture collar.  She also put cuffs on her wrists and above her elbows, but left those unused for now.

If I thought Willow’s waddle looked awkward before, it was nothing compared to how she was forced to move now.

Cleaning took forever, mainly because Willow was unable to actually touch anything without leaving a mark.  Alice also had her do countless fetch and carry type tasks, and the demerits piled up at an astonishing rate.

I gave her permission to punctuate each command with a slap to the ass from my riding crop, and it wasn’t long before Willow’s butt was glowing nicely red.  She barely seemed to notice, though, since she was fairly well worked up from walking with her fingers against her G-spot, and her hand over her clit.

When there was nothing left to clean, we went out to the garage so I could get at least a little
 real work done.  I had only one major thing left to build, but it was the hardest one of all; the rack.

A necessary staple of any good torture chamber, building one that could be used safely was quite tricky.  A real torture rack could easily dislocate limbs when used improperly, and I didn’t want that to happen with mine.

Could you imagine trying to explain how it happened in the hospital emergency room?

I was working on a sort of clutch system that’d allow the wheel to slip if too much pressure was applied to the chains, but adjusting it wasn’t easy.  By the time Alice had sent Willow off to fix lunch, I was feeling quite discouraged.

“You’re working too hard, Master,” Alice said, massaging my neck and shoulders.  “You should take a break to work off some of your frustrations.”

“And how would you suggest I get rid of my frustrations?”

She walked in front of me and dropped to her knees, a big smile on her face.

“I’m sure you can think of something,” she replied, gently stroking my cock through my jeans.

It was the best idea I’d heard all day.  At my nod, she popped the waist button and slowly, teasingly unzipped my fly and freed the beast.

“Put the tray down and come here,” she said before lowering her head for a quick lick along my shaft.  I guess I’d been distracted and hadn’t heard Willow return.

“Give the Master a massage.”

Talented fingers started working the kinks out of my neck, causing me to practically melt in my chair… or maybe it was Alice going down on me that was turning my muscles to jelly.  Either way, the combined attention from the girls felt amazing.

Alice was going incredibly slow – licking, sucking, and almost teasing with the way she was using only the lightest of touches on my prick, while gently massaging my balls and driving me wild.

After a few minutes of that, she looked up and said “There are six different holes you can take your pleasure in, Master.  Which one would you prefer?”

Her question caught me off-guard.  Was she really offering to let me fuck Willow, or was it one of those girl things where answering wrong would put me in the doghouse for the next hundred years?

I suppose it didn’t matter, since my preferred choice was most likely the answer she was looking for anyway.

“Climb aboard,” I said, patting my lap.

The glow on her face was confirmation I’d chosen wisely, and she wasted no time in straddling me.  She was already nicely wet, so I slid inside her easily, although she took her time in lowering herself down over top of me.

Once she was fully impaled, she leaned forward and gave me a long, deep kiss, followed by a loving smile as she leaned back and raised herself just as slowly.  That was the rhythm and pattern she chose, and while a part of me wanted her to simply start bouncing up and down as fast as she could, I let her keep to the pace since it felt so incredible.

I reached up and began fondling her tits, dragging my thumbs over her nipples after each ‘rub and squeeze’, causing her to moan almost as loud as I was.  Of course, I had an extra reason to moan, since I was still getting a wonderful massage from Willow.  I wish I would’ve thought of having them work together like this a long time ago.

While I’d occasionally fantasized about having them both service me in a three-way, I’d never given it any serious thought, since I was a one woman kind of guy.  If I actually wanted to be honest with myself, just a year ago I would’ve been too shy to even allow someone else in the room while we had sex.

It’s amazing how much one’s attitude can change when the forbidden becomes available, yet stays out of reach due to a deliberate and conscious decision.  I had no doubt Willow would’ve not only agreed, but been eager to join Alice and me in bed on a regular basis, yet I never made the offer.

About a hundred and fifty million men in the United States would’ve jumped at the chance on day one, so why didn’t I?

“May I please cum when you do, Master?” Alice begged, her voice wavering slightly from her pent up lust.

“You may.”

She changed her action slightly with that, clenching all her muscles as tightly as possible when she rose up, and letting them relax as she slid back down.  It was the reverse of what she normally did when she was trying to milk my prick, but felt just as good.  It wouldn’t be long now.

She read my body’s reactions perfectly, and screamed out in orgasm at the very instant I began shooting my load deep inside her.  I had one of the most mind-blowing orgasms of my life, and came so hard it was almost painful in its intensity.

She collapsed on top of me at the same time I finished and my body turned to jelly, with our chests rising and falling together as we panted in unison.  Even though we were both completely spent and I’d lost most of my hard-on, my prick was still partly inside her, and I wondered if she was hoping to get me going for a second round.

The feel of her heaving chest and quivering loins on top of me, along with the wonderful massage I was still getting, made me think she might actually succeed.  As tempting as the idea was, I thought it might be best to save it for dessert so I had some time to recharge.

“Up you go, temptress,” I said, giving her a playful slap to the ass and helping her to stand.  “Hurry and get yourself cleaned up so we can eat before lunch gets any colder.”

She cleaned me up with her mouth first, and I thought for a moment she was trying for the second round despite my command.  She finished before I’d even gotten to half-mast, and excused herself to go to the bathroom, taking Willow with her.

They both served lunch when they returned a few minutes later, and while it wasn’t really different from a hundred other lunches we’d eaten together, something seemed to have changed with them.  It was almost like they’d become BFF’s in the few minutes they’d spent away from me, and the forced politeness I was used to seeing between them seemed to actually be genuine for once.

I don’t think I’ll ever understand women.  How much can things change in five minutes?

I let the question lie for now, since an idea on how to fix the rack came to me, and I wanted to get back to work before I lost the thought.  It didn’t take long to install a set of sliding discs into the spot where the wheel connected to the shaft, and it worked perfectly the first time, giving me precisely the amount of friction I needed.

Of course, I still had to give it a real test to make sure it worked with a live person being stretched out on it.

“Ok, Willow,” I began.  “Hop on up so we can try this thing for real.  Remove her gag Alice; when I start stretching her out, I want to instantly know if there’s a problem.”

I positioned Willow precisely in the middle of the table and tied her limbs just barely snug, leaving it to the rack to do the work of tightening the restraints.  The only thing I had to worry about was making sure the tension was equal for each limb, so the pressure would be evenly applied.

The ratchet gear sounded unnaturally loud as it clacked away when I began winding up the drum.  I think we were all holding our breath.

I watched as her arms slowly became as straight as an arrow, and then lifted off the table as the pressure increased.  Click by click, I could actually see her body stretching out.

“How does it feel?” I asked.

“It feels both exciting and scary, Master.  Also, I still have a little bit of wiggle room, so I think I can take a little more.”

I gave the wheel another turn, but didn’t get the click of the ratchet I was expecting.  The clutch discs were slipping already, so I gave them a slight tweak and tried again.  I got two more notches out of the ratchet gear before the clutch began slipping again, but that seemed about right; Willow was as close to her limit as I was willing to take her.

“How does it feel now?”

“Tighter than the tightest spread eagle I’ve ever imagined, Master.  I doubt I’d be able to handle staying like this all day, but I think it’s perfect for some short term fun.”

“Struggle a bit so I can see if anything looks loose.”

I could see her muscles tensing, and a shaking around her hips, but that was about it.

“Is that all you can do?” I asked.

“Sorry, Master.  Perhaps I could struggle better if given some incentive, like a whipping or being forced to cum repeatedly.  Or perhaps both, if Master is feeling generous.”

I had to smile at her blatant attempt to turn a simple test into a fun little romp, yet she had a point.  Richard wouldn’t simply stretch her out and then leave her; he’d probably whip her and
 fuck her before letting her loose.

“Go pick out a variety of useful toys and bring them back to me,” I said to Alice.

“Yes, Master.”

She must’ve run both ways, since she returned faster than I thought possible with a laundry basket overflowing with implements of both pleasure and pain.  I selected the long single tail whip, and had Alice arrange the rest of the stuff on a nearby table.

I took several practice swings before feeling confident enough to change my aim and draw a line of fire across her stomach.  She barely flinched, so I guess it wasn’t quite the harsh blow I’d envisioned, but that was fine… I’d rather start slow and work my way up.

I worked my way down to about mid-thigh before going back upwards again, going all the way up to her tits and whipping them for several minutes so I could gauge my strikes better.  I worked my way up and down her body several times, but once her tits showed more red lines than pale flesh, I decided I should probably change things up a little.

“How are you holding up?” I asked.

“Fine, Master,” she replied after a moment.

“If it’s too much for you to handle, I can ease up on the impact play, back the drum off a notch or two, or let you out of it.  I order you to speak plainly.”

“The drum is fine for now, and your idea of impact play kinda tickles.”

“Then what’s the problem?”

“I’m hornier than a roomful of teenagers watching their first porno flick,” she admitted, blushing furiously.

I’d never seen her blush before, and being kept in a high state of arousal was nothing new for her, so she must really
 be wound up… and not just by the ropes going around the drum.

“What do you think, Alice?” I asked.

“You’re in charge of her today, so I think it’s your call if we should help her out with her little problem.”

“Despite all the demerits she’s racked up, I’m actually quite pleased with her today.  Halfway through the day I began to think she might’ve been right about everything, and I was watching her quite closely when we were relieving your frustration earlier.

“I could tell she was a little envious over how much fun we were having, but that was it.  There was no real jealousy or anger, and she even appeared happy for us near the end.  That’s when I truly believed you two had never had sex, and I felt a little ashamed for doubting you.”

“We haven’t, and never will,” I confirmed.

“Actually, I wish you would, Master.”

“Huh?”

“I should have known you’d never do anything like that behind my back, and I want to prove to you I’ve not only changed, but trust you to do anything one of the other Master’s would do if they were in your position.

“Willow… if things were reversed, and it was me staying with Master Richard for a year, do you think he would’ve had sex with me?”

“Definitely,” she chuckled.

“Would you have minded?”

“Of course not.”

“Why?”

“Because at the end of the day, it’s me he’ll always come back to.  We love each other, so I shouldn’t have to explain any further, should I?”

“Nope.  When I said I wanted Lucas to have sex with you just now, what did you think?”

“I thought it was about friggen time!  I could understand why he didn’t so far, but that didn’t mean I didn’t keep hoping I’d get to feel a real hunk of meat between my legs at some point.”

“I understand that now.  When you first arrived, I hated you because I thought you were both better looking and a better slave.  I felt the kid who knows she’s gonna get picked last for the dodge ball game during recess.”

“I may be a better slave than you, but that’s only because I’ve had so much more experience.  You’re learning a lot faster than I did when I was at your level, and will probably surpass me before long.  As for not looking as good as me, have you looked in a mirror lately?  You’re fucking smokin’ hot!”

“Thanks,” she replied, blushing at the compliment.  “But speaking of fucking, I think we’ve kind of wandered off topic.  I really do want you to have sex with her, Master.  Fuck her while I lie next to her and stick my tongue down your throat.”

I still wasn’t exactly sure what’d just happened, but decided to take her at her word.  I even kept a close eye on Alice as I removed my clothes, but couldn’t detect any sign this was some sort of test I was about to fail.  As far as I could see, she was telling the truth.

We exchanged kisses while climbing onto the rack, and that’s when I finally believed she was serious.  She honestly wanted to make out with me while I was sticking it to someone else, just to prove a point.

I’ll never understand women.

Wanting Alice to join us in the pleasure Willow and I’d be having, I had her grab a vibrator off the table before we got any further along.  I crawled between the bowstring taut legs, but didn’t jump straight into action, preferring to ‘warm up’ a little with Alice first.

As soon as she was in position, I snaked a hand between her legs and leaned forward for a kiss.  She returned the kiss with fervor, putting a hand behind my head to hold me even closer, while making a serious effort at reaching my tonsils with her tongue.

Even though I had one hand free to help support my weight, it wasn’t fully effective, and I wondered if I was crushing Willow beneath me.  Those fears were allayed a moment later when I felt her nibble lightly on my earlobe, her breath hot and heavy in my ear.

We’d barely started, yet my head was already reeling from uncontrollable lust.  I broke away from Alice and repositioned myself for the main event, fumbling in my haste to grab the vibrator out of her hand and put the toy to its proper use.

She lifted a leg to facilitate access, but immediately lowered it once the toy was deeply seated, holding the buzzing intruder firmly in place.  It also trapped my hand there, but that was all to the good as far as I was concerned, since it let me wiggle the toy around and brush my thumb over her clit.

As if to remove any final doubt over what I was about to do, she grabbed my cock and aimed it at the bull’s-eye for me, and even pulled it slightly to help me along.  It was a strange, awkward feeling to have her hand guiding me inside someone else, but I couldn’t deny how turned on I was at what we were doing.

She pulled her hand away once my head was past Willow’s labia, but by then I didn’t need any further encouragement.  I resumed necking with Alice as soon as I began pumping in and out of Willow, but had to break away a moment later so I could say two final things.

“Both of you may cum at will.  I love you, Alice.”

With that said, all three of us seemed to jump into overdrive.  Willow exploded almost immediately, since she’d been kept horny all day, and Alice took advantage of her open, moaning mouth to play a quick round of tonsil hockey with her.

She returned to kissing me as soon as Willow calmed down a little, although she didn’t entirely abandon her, and one of her hands strayed to Willow’s chest so she could play with her nipples.  I thought my head had been reeling before, but that was just a minor waver compared to how I felt now.

Alice reached climax next, and I froze so I could help her reach the highest peak possible with a little extra thumb action on her clit.  I rubbed, circled, and even scraped my fingernail over her sensitive nub, driving her higher and higher with each passing moment.

She came for an impressively long time, but eventually calmed down.  While she recovered I resumed fucking Willow again, but with a lot more urgency now; my balls felt like they were gonna explode if I didn’t relieve the pressure soon!

Alice came once again, and Willow twice more, before I felt the urge rise and practically exploded inside her.  I was so spent with my release I really did collapse on top of her once I was finished, but she didn’t seem to mind.  She pulsed her vaginal muscles to milk the last few drops out of me, and nuzzled my hair until I got hold of myself again.

Alice seemed to be fairly well worked up by the time I pulled myself back up on an elbow, so I lay there and watched while she came for a final time, enjoying the look of her ‘O’ face from the strange new angle.  She returned my smile once her eyes refocused and she saw me staring so intently at her.

“Isn’t this much better than jealousy or hard feelings?” she said.

I couldn’t disagree.


Final Submission

Alice:

Willow called me a fast learner, but I had to disagree.  It’d taken me almost a full year before I really understood how things should’ve been, and I felt like an idiot for all the opportunities we’d missed during her stay with us.  Now the order was finished, the last delivery complete, and her time with us was at an end.

On the day she arrived, if someone would’ve told me I’d be sorry to see her go, I would’ve politely suggested they have their head examined.  Now I actually was!  Still, it wasn’t like I’d never see her again, and the next time we met might give me the chance to prove one final thing to both Lucas and myself.

Actually, I was counting on it.

It took Master Richard several weeks to set up and arrange everything Lucas had made for him, but once he’d finished, we got a personal invite to see the grand unveiling.  Between the four of us, I’m not sure who was more excited to see his dungeon ‘broken in’ properly.

Since this was going to be a ‘just friends’ kind of party, I didn’t have to dress up in anything fancy, and after a bit of thought, Lucas decided I didn’t need to dress at all.  He transported me the same way as Willow had been; naked, gagged, plugged, and ball tied in the trunk of his car.

He gave us the grand tour once we arrived, even though only half the house was finished and livable.  It was still as impressive as hell, and I could only imagine what it’d be like once everything was finished.

The dungeon, on the other hand, was fully operational in every sense of the word.  Realistic looking sconces lined the walls in strategic places and provided a subdued light that made the place look eerily frightening by highlighting the equipment scattered throughout the place.

All the straps I’d so painstakingly made were arranged neatly by size and shape, hand forged chains of various lengths were hung from hooks sunk into the roughhewn stone walls, and even his collection of gags and toys looked authentically old.  Everything looked so real, I was half expecting to see a hooded torturer enter the room and get to work on me.

In reality, what we had was an order of magnitude better.

Master Richard wasted no time in pulling Willow over to the whipping posts, and had us help him stretch her out between them in a nice standing spread eagle.  Once she was secure, it was my turn to be restrained, and Lucas picked the half-barrel.

Built from a giant wine cask that’d been cut in half, it felt almost like the rack when I was bent backwards over the thing and had my hands and feet tied to rings at each end.  By either chance or design, Willow and I could watch each other as our Masters selected the first of the many implements they’d be using on us tonight, and began the first torture scene.

Lucas had chosen a wide leather strap, and Master Richard a long whip.  This wasn’t exactly the way I was hoping to start, but it wasn’t my call.  If they wanted to ‘warm us up’ a bit, who was I to argue?

Of course, since I was bound with my back arched over the barrel, it meant Lucas’s primary targets were my tits and pussy.  That definitely
 wasn’t the way I preferred to start the night, but the strap Lucas used didn’t leave much in the way of marks on me, unlike Willow who was completely covered in angry red lines within minutes.

Not to say the strap didn’t hurt like a bitch, especially considering where he hit me, but it wasn’t as bad as it could’ve been.  He even used his free hand to grope, fondle and tease me while working me over with the strap, and the combined attention was making my lust rise incredibly fast.

That had its drawbacks, though, since erect nipples make much better (and painful) targets.  They kept it up for around ten minutes or so, and then wanted to play with a different set of toys.

Willow got locked into the pillory, while I was bent over the spanking bench.  Round one had given them both nicely accessible frontal targets, and now it was time to make the back side match.

Master Lucas had chosen a cane this time, and Lucas a quirt.  First the whip and now the cane…  I sure was glad I wasn’t in Willow’s place tonight.  Still, she didn’t seem to be complaining, no matter how hard he struck.  She even wiggled her ass as if to taunt him to do better.

The quirt Lucas wielded was easier to take, although not a lot.  The two narrow strands of leather seemed to dig in a lot more than the strap had, and I was grunting and moaning with each blow just as loud as Willow was.

Next up for Willow was the rack, while Lucas decided to take a more passive approach with me.  I was made to straddle the hanging sawhorse with my arms tied in a very
 tight strappado, and my ankles tied to the floor to make sure the peak of the horse dug hard and deep into my pussy.

Once I was nice and tight, he went over to the bar (hidden inside a refrigerated iron maiden) and poured a glass of wine.  He sat next to me and even shared a few sips while we watched Willow get pussy whipped with a flogger until she came.

I was a little jealous of her, since my cunt was getting quite sore from the harsh wood splitting me in half, and hoped my turn was coming soon… no pun intended.

They put us through the ultimate test, making sure each and every item worked exactly as intended, until only the gallows remained.  It was long enough for them to suspend both of us at the same time, which was exactly what they did.

Face down but looking ahead at Willow, I knew exactly what Lucas was doing behind me since they were working in sync and applying identical restraints to us.  It was actually kind of freaky to see Master Richard putting a posture collar on Willow, while being able to feel it tightening around my own neck.  Imagination can be a funny thing.

Once the posture collar was in place, a thick bamboo rod was placed behind our heads and our arms fastened along its length.  With a second rod, our legs were spread nearly as wide apart as our hands were, and then they began the slow process of wrapping us for our suspension.

Unlike last time, the chest harness was woven back and forth in a figure eight pattern around our tits, so once we were hanging, they’d tighten and constrict around the base of our dangling globes.  They compensated for the lack of leg support by adding several extra coils of rope around our stomachs, which wasn’t as much help as I would’ve hoped, since it was quite constricting and made breathing difficult.

As I’d hoped, they raised us only up to a convenient waist height, and I was pretty sure I knew what was coming next.  It was time.

“Master, would you please allow me to properly thank Master Richard for inviting us over tonight?  It would only be good manners for us to thank our hosts, wouldn’t it?”

All three of them froze at my bold statement and request.  It wasn’t like me to even think of such a thing, but I wanted to show everyone I wasn’t going to be a jealous bitch anymore, and this was the best way to prove it.

“I think you need to explain what’s going on in that pretty little head of yours,” he eventually said.  “Speak freely and take as much time as you need.”

“Just as I figured out how silly I was being when Willow was with us, I realized it isn’t actually any different right now.  It doesn’t matter if you have fun with Willow or allow Master Richard to have fun with me… we’re all having fun together.  At the end of the day, we’re all still going to wind up with the one we love, and that’s the only thing that really matters.”

“So you wouldn’t care if I left you here with Richard for the rest of the week?”

“Of course I would care, but I wouldn’t complain or get mad like I did before.  I know you’d be back for me at the end of the week, and it really is just as simple as that because I trust you.”

“What about Richard?  Do you trust him?  You saw tonight he’s a little harder with Willow than I am with you.”

“I actually do trust him, but that doesn’t matter.  You
 trust him, and I trust you.”

“That’s pretty advanced thinking for a submissive,” Master Richard complimented me.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“What if I don’t want to share you?” Lucas asked.

“Then that’s fine as well.  The whole point is it’s your call, and I’m fine with anything you decide.”

“Then what I decide is this.”

With those last words he wrapped a thick cloth over my eyes, plunging me into total darkness.  I guess his decision was to not let me know what he decided, perhaps to see how I’d react to the uncertainty.

It was a valid question, since not knowing which one of them had just begun fondling my tits left me feeling uneasy.  Maybe I’d rushed this decision, but I wasn’t about to reverse course now.

One way or another I was completely at my Master’s mercy, just like it should be.

I jumped when I felt a hand trace a line along my thigh, since both of my tits were still being mauled, which meant both of them were currently paying attention to me.  In a way, it was better knowing my own Master was definitely touching me, although I would’ve liked to know which one of them was playing south of the border.

I felt a hard cock brush against my cheek, and then run over my lips.  He kept just far enough away that all I could do was touch his head with the very tip of my tongue, and once again I wished I knew who it was.

While I did my best to lick the cock in front of me, the person behind began fucking me with a pair of fingers.  Not long after he began, I felt a fat finger slide up my ass, and the two fingers in my pussy changed to three.

The thumb of the hand finger fucking me was also brushing against my clit, so after a few minutes of that, I no longer cared who it was down there, as long as he fucked me soon.  Almost as if he read my mind, all the fingers pulled away at the same time, and were replaced with a long, hard cock.

As he slid inside me, my moan of desire was cut short by the cock in front of me sliding past my lips and tickling the back of my throat.  I was getting double teamed like I had during our test back home, but this time they were thrusting into me in unison, rather than one in as the other went out.

As they found their rhythm and began to pick up speed, it felt like I was getting scrunched between them with each thrust.  I’d never experienced anything like it before, and for whatever the reason might’ve been, I found it to be highly erotic.

I didn’t have a chance to try to control myself; from somewhere deep within me, my orgasm burst free and radiated throughout my body like the supercharged particles of an exploding sun.  Even at the peak of my climax, neither of them changed their rhythm in the least, and somehow that seemed to amplify it even further.

One orgasm turned into two, and the pleasure never lessened in the least until I think I had four or five in a row.  Not even with the most powerful toys had I ever cum this hard and this long before, and since their pace still hadn’t changed, it seemed like the boys were far from done with me.

I started to get a little scared of my inability to stop cumming, and lost track of how many times it really was.  I think it’s safe to say my brain wasn’t working at peak efficiency anymore.

I could feel my eyes starting roll up in my head before I finally felt an increase in their urgency.  With a move that almost made me think they’d done this before, they both rammed into me hard, and held themselves there while I got a massive load of seed in both ends at once.

All I could do was hang limply in a semi-comatose state while they walked away, probably to give Willow some attention.  I felt a little bad she wouldn’t get to feel the boys inside her right now, but only a little… I may be submissive, but that doesn’t mean I can’t be greedy and selfish once in a while.

It wasn’t long before I heard lust filled moans coming from her, and had to smile.  The boys might not be ready for main event action yet, but fingers, mouth, and toys could make her wiggle and scream just as easily.

My time sense might’ve bee screwed up, but it seemed like they played with her for damn near forever, yet I hadn’t heard her cum once.  Once again I felt slightly sorry for her, but not enough to wish our places had been reversed; I’d enjoyed being the center of attention too much.

I heard the ratcheting sound that meant the winches were being lowered, and felt myself start to drop once they were done with Willow.  I thought the scene was over, but then they stopped before I got to the ground, leaving me to wonder what was up.

I got my answer a moment later when I felt Willow being slid underneath me, and something fat being slid into me.  Under Master Richard’s direction, she raised her hips and lifted me slightly off the ground, which also mashed a finger type protrusion against my clit.

When he allowed her to relax, we stayed tightly welded together by belts they’d used to fasten our hips and thighs together, and became even closer as they added more and more.  It almost felt like we were a single body by the time they finished and winched us back up into position.

I smelled the sweat and sensed the heat from his body before I felt it, although not in the way I expected.  My nose was mashed into someone’s stomach, while his cock went into Willow’s mouth, not mine.

I didn’t get a cock in the other end either, although I felt a copious amount of grease being applied by a fast working finger; it appeared it was Willow’s turn to be double teamed, not mine.  While thinking that thought I felt the dildo roar to life, and realized it was actually a triple play.

If she had the same vibrating knob on her clit that was quickly turning me to jelly, she was about to get a ride that’d make my earlier one look like mere foreplay!

Predictably, she came within seconds of things starting, and I decided I’d try counting how many she’d have before the boys finished with us.  Of course, the vibrations were doing quite a number on me as well, so I wasn’t sure my number would be accurate.

As soon as she started coming down from her climax, the boys switched, and made me the airtight fuck-toy!  The cock in my mouth caught me off-guard and nearly made me choke and gag, but I recovered before embarrassing myself, and quickly got into the swing of things.

I lasted longer than she had before I came, but not a whole heck of a lot… this scene was just too hot to hold anything back.  Just like with her, as soon as I came down off my peak, they pulled out of me and moved back to her holes.

She lasted for maybe half a minute before cumming again, and I lasted about the same when they switched back to me.  Back and forth they went, switching between us whenever we came, and my idea of counting orgasms went right out the window.

The four of us achieved something truly special, and something we might never be able to replicate again.  It was like we were one body with four minds, and even if we tried this identical position in the future, I doubt it’d feel this special.

I was disappointed when Willow became the receptacle for their sperm this time, and even sadder that the vibrator shut off, signaling the scene was at an end.  Still, I was fairly well wiped out, so it was probably a good thing they’d finished… even one more minute might’ve been enough to send me into la-la land for good.

I heard wood scrape across the floor, followed by the distinctive ‘psst’ of beer cans being opened.  If I didn’t know better, I’d swear they’d pulled up a couple of chairs and cracked some brews!

That’s exactly what they did.  While Willow and I hung in limbo, they discussed the night and talked about improvements and additions to the place.  I didn’t think some of their ideas were humanly possible, yet knew they’d give it their best shot and find a way to make it work.

After all, they had the perfect pair of guinea pigs to play with and experiment on, and neither one of us would be going anywhere in the foreseeable future.  As far as I was concerned, we were the luckiest girls in the world.

Just as I started to get really excited about what the future might bring, the vibrator roared back to life, and I felt more lube being poured over my ass.  To hell with the future; I still had the rest of the night to worry about!

Actually… I had the rest of the weekend to worry about, but that didn’t faze me in the least; it was a lot more fun to leave my Master in charge, and just enjoy the ride.  Life sure could be good if you give in to the submissive side.

###
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Volume 5: For the Love of Bondage

The Laste Chance Bondage Inc. Series

Volume 1: The Bondage Contest

Volume 2: The Ultimate Bondage Device

Volume 3: The Longest Bondage Weekend

Volume 4: Dominatrix Submission

Volume 5: The Master’s Price

Volume 6: The Academy

Volume 7: The BDSM Party

Volume 8: Ponygirl Training

Volume 9: Ponygirl Challenge

Volume 10: Breaking Lidia

Volume 11: The Fetish Club

Volume 12: The Fetish Auction

Volume 13: The Fetish Dungeon

Volume 14: The Fetish Shop

Volume 15: Fetish Plus

Volume 16: The Fetish Models

Volume 17: Fetish Conversion

Volume 18: Fetish Domination

Volume 19: Fetish Submission

Volume 20: The Fetish Wedding

Volume 21: Self Bondage Gone Wrong

Volume 22: Bondage or Dare

Volume 23: The Bondage Predicament

Volume 24: Bondage Ménage

Volume 25: Bondage Poker

Volume 26: Bondage Service

Volume 27: Bondage Revenge

Volume 28: Winter BDSM Carnival

Volume 29: The Reindeer Ponygirls

Volume 30: Wrapped Tight For Xmas

Volume 31: The Halloween Extravaganza

Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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