
It was a late night at John’s house.  He had invited a group of friends over to play poker, and the game was winding down.  Only three of them remained, John, Carrie, and Sylvia.  Their piles of chips were about equal, and the game was going nowhere.  Each hand was the same as the last.  No one had drawn a straight in over 12 rounds.  They tried to resort to ultra-high bets, but no one ever called.  During a brief break to get more beer, John tried to strike up a conversation as to how to make the game a little more interesting.  


“Ladies, we have to do something else.  This is the worst game ever,” he said.


“I know,” replied Sylvia, “We’ve been playing for hours and still have the same amount we started with.”


“We have to find something else to bet with,” John mused.


“Beer?”


“No.”


“Food?”


“No.”


“Our CD collections?”


“No way in hell are you getting my Zeplin!”


“Clothing.”  They both stared in disbelief at Carrie, who spoke for the first time in the conversation.  “Why don’t we play strip poker?”


Carrie was a very shy girl, so this suggestion took them both by surprise.  John jumped at the chance; both Sylvia and Carrie were GORGEOUS women.  He quickly assented, and Sylvia reluctantly joined in, outvoted two to one.  


They each counted how many articles of clothing they had on and prepared to play.  Each of decided to wear 10 articles of clothing: two shoes, two socks, pants, boxers/panties, a bra/undershirt, a shirt, a jacket, and a hat.  They would play with chips, and for every three chips lost one would have to remove an article of clothing.  At first the game went fast, no one was at all reserved about betting their hats, coats, shoes or socks.  Carrie, the shy one who they had all had pegged as the worst player of the game, was actually doing quite well.  When John lost his second shoe, after losing his hat, and Sylvia had lost her hat, shoes and socks, Carrie was still wearing all her original clothing.  Given how well she was doing, John and Sylvia were quite taken aback when she calmly wagered 12 chips, or 4 articles of clothing, on a hand.


John looked at his cards.  He had a pair of aces.  A pretty strong hand, but he didn’t think it was strong enough to warrant losing his shirt over.  


“Too rich for my blood,” John said as he tossed down his cards.


Sylvia took much longer.  She calmly eyed Carrie, trying to see if she was bluffing.  Sylvia had been playing poker since she was five, and she was one of the best players John had ever met.  After looking Carrie in the eye, she calmly called.  Slightly breaching poker etiquette, she showed her hand first.


“Three kings.  Spades, diamonds, and clubs.  Think you can beat that, my dear?”  There was a strong touch of insolence in her tone.


“Kings, wow.  I’m afraid my cards aren’t higher than kings.  But, I do have more of them.  Four queens.”  Sylvia slowly slumped in her hair as Carrie continued to talk.  “Spades, diamonds, clubs, and the queen of hearts.  I noticed that’s the one suit you’re missing.  Well, I guess the queen of hearts will be dancing alone, hmm?  C’mon now, strip.”


Sylvia stared amazed at the shy little girl who had just ordered her to strip.  She looked at John, who, flabbergasted, shrugged his shoulders.  “C’mon Sylvia, take them off!”


Four items, thought Sylvia.  Well, at least I get to keep my panties.  Sylvia took of her jacket and hung it over her chair.  She pulled her shirt over her head, revealing her large firm breasts contained in a lacy Victoria’s Secret bra.  Victoria’s secret wouldn’t stay secret for long, as Sylvia pulled the bra straps down, slid the bra down to her stomach, and took it off.  She looked at John, who was sitting back in his chair obviously enjoying this.  She glanced over at Carrie, who to her astonishment seemed to be enjoying the stripping even more then John.  Sylvia’s pants had a zipper in the back, so she turned to John.  


“Do you suppose you could unzip me?”  John jumped at the chance.  He must have spent about a minute pulling the zipper down, all the time his hands pressed against Sylvia’s gorgeous ass.  Finally he was done, and she slipped off her pants to reveal he long well toned legs.  She wore a lacy black Victoria’s Secret thong, but the way the game was going she knew she wouldn’t be wearing it for long.  


The game went on for a little while longer.  Sylvia played conservatively, and ended up losing only two chips over 6 rounds.  One more and she would be naked.  John played aggressively against Carrie, and was able to force her to lose her hat, shoes, socks, and jacket.  John himself lost the same items in the process, leaving the two of them in their shirts, pants, and of course underwear.  As she put her last chip in the center for an anti, Sylvia figured she would be out of the game and out in the cold.  John was dealing her the cards.  She picked them up as they came, and did the best to hide her excitement.  The ace of clubs.  The three of diamonds.  The ace of spades.  The queen of clubs.  The ace of diamonds.  She had three aces.  Unfortunately she had nothing left to bet, so she just stayed with the anti.  So did the other players.  Sylvia exchanged her two odd cards, and was dealt the jack of clubs, and the ace of hearts!!  She had all four aces!  A hand like that came around once every decade if you were lucky.  Sylvia felt like kicking herself for having nothing to bet, especially when John raised the pot everything he had, 12 chips.  He obviously had a good hand, but Sylvia couldn’t imagine it could beat 4 aces.  The hand came to Carrie, who matched John’s bid.  Sylvia, crestfallen, had to pass.  


“Wait a minute,” said Carrie.  “Do you want to call?”


“I can’t,” said Sylvia.  “I’m out of chips.”


“If you could call, would you?” 


“Well…..I might.”  Sylvia practiced her best poker face.



“Al right, I’ve got an idea.”  Sylvia didn’t see it, but Carrie flashed John a wink, as if to say “She’s going down and she doesn’t even know it.”  


“What’s your idea?” asked Sylvia.


“You can bet all you want, and for every three chips past your clothing the winner gets to do one sexual act to you, whatever they like.”


Sylvia didn’t pause to think about the kinds of acts Carrie had in mind.  She jumped at the chance to play her aces and called the bet.  In fact, she decided to raise it.  She only raised it three chips so as not to scare anyone off.  The bet came back to John.  


“So, that’s 15 chips?  Hmm.  Well, I would just call you, but this I dunno.  This is a pretty good hand.  Best of the game so far.  (So’s mine, thought Sylvia)  Tell you what.  I’ll raise you, what did we agree the maximum was?  That’s right.  50 chips.”  


The other players stared in disbelief.  50 chips, on top of the 15.  That meant that if Carrie or John lost, the winner would get to do 18 sexual acts to them.  If Sylvia lost the number would be 21, for she had only 1 chip of her own left.  Carrie looked at John for a moment.  She seemed to read his face like the cover of a book, and immediately folded.  The bet came back to Sylvia.  This time she hesitated.  21 sexual acts?  Was she willing to risk it.  Then she realized that even if she folded now, she had still bet 15 chips.  That was 4 sexual acts to her anyway.  The only way to avoid being violated was to win the bet.  She called.  Again, disregarding poker etiquette, she showed her cards first.


“Four aces, John.  Four aces.  Read ‘em and weep.”


John sat back in his chair.  He slowly rubbed his face, and a large smile spread across Sylvia’s face.  Then John began to lay his cards down on the table.  The eight of hearts, the nine of hearts, the ten of hearts, the jack of hearts…Sylvia’s blood froze as the last card was played.  The queen of hearts.  John had a straight flush, and an extremely high one at that.  It was one of the best possible hands in poker.  Sylvia had lost.  


John began to smile.  “I think,” he said, “that we can give up on cards for the evening.  Carrie folded with 12 chips on the table, which means she gets naked for the night.  As for you, Sylvia, I get 21 opportunities to play with you.  This could take a while.


Carrie started to laugh.  Without hesitating she peeled off her clothing and tossed it in the corner.  John was even more impressed with Carrie’s body than with Sylvia’s.  But what blew John away the most was Carrie’s nipples and pussy.  Her nipples were both pierced, and she had four rings in her pussy, one in her clitoral hood and two in each pussy lip.  Her entire pussy was bare, not a hair anywhere, and it was waxed so smooth it almost shined.  She also had a tattoo, the word “kitten,” in small block letters directly above her pussy.  She was obviously very proud of her appearance, and the effect it created on John.  Sylvia too was blown away, and feeling more than a bit inadequate compared to this gorgeous creature.  She ruefully took off her thong, her last remaining garment, and tossed it in the corner.  Her little furry taco, as she liked to call it, felt the gentle breeze from the nearby window.


John was moving towards Sylvia, with the intention of fondling her breasts (something he’d wanted to do for years) for his first act.  He was stopped by Carrie.


“Now wait a minute.  We have to do this professionally.  I mean, if you just wanted to fondle her we could have gotten her drunk.  It’s time to go nuts here.”  John agreed, and Carrie continued with her plan.  “I’ve got some stuff in my car that might help.  I’ll be right up with it.”  She grabbed her coat off the wall and headed for the door.


“Wait a minute!”  John exclaimed, smiling.  “No clothes for the rest of the night, remember?  Now, you’re parked right out front.  Go fast and you should be ok.”


Carrie smiled.  She dropped the coat on the floor and walked outside.  She didn’t run at all.  She just leisurely walked to her car, grabbed a suitcase out of the backseat, and walked back into the house.  A pair of late-night runners stared in amazement.  Carrie just waved at them on her way in the front door.


Carrie was not to be rushed.  She took the suitcase over to the corner where John and Sylvia couldn’t see its contents.  “John, why don’t you clear off the table,” she suggested.  John did so.  “Ok, Sylvia, climb on up there and lie on your back.”  Sylvia reluctantly did so.  The appearance of the suitcase had her seriously worried about what she was in for, but she refused to go back on her word.  She lay on the table, legs together and arms at her side.  “No no no, not like that.  Spread eagle.”  Sylvia heeded Carrie’s instructions, even more scared now.  Carrie finally found what she was looking for in the suitcase.  She approached the table with some kind of strap system in her hands.  Sylvia, her head back on the table, couldn’t see what Carrie was doing, but she saw John’s reaction.  A huge smile was spreading across John’s face.  “Could you help me with this?”  Carrie asked John.  Then he, too, disappeared from view behind the edge of the table.  Sylvia lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling and wondering what would happen to her.  She trusted John and Carrie, but still.  She was a bit unnerved by how prepared Carrie seemed.  


Suddenly John and Carrie popped up from the sides of the table.  They had obviously been planning a little under the table, as they were well prepared.  John grabbed Sylvia’s right ankle, Carrie her left.  Before she could react they had slipped some kind of straps around her ankles and cinched them tight.  Sylvia was about to protest, but before she could the moved up to her wrists.  


“Hey, stop!  What are you doing?  This wasn’t part of the game!  Let go of my wrists!”  Her words were in vain, and so were her struggles.  With a whole person on each arm she couldn’t fight them off, and they succeeded in strapping her arms down two.  She was now loosely strapped to the table, but unable to escape.  John and Carrie, acting quickly, pulled cinch straps on each limb, pulling Sylvia’s body taught across the table. 


“Hey, what’s the big idea?  C’mon guys, enough is enough.  You can do what you want, just let me go.  C’mon, guys, it’s just a game.  Please let me-mhmhmmhh-” Sylvia’s words were muffled as Carrie popped up from under the table with a ball gag and shoved it in Sylvia’s mouth.  She ran the straps behind Sylvia’s head, over her head and under her chin, not only holding the ball in but also holding Sylvia’s mouth shut.  Now all she could do was moan.  Carrie and John high-fived, then walked back to the suitcase, out of Sylvia’s view.  


Sylvia tested all her bonds.  She tried to slip her wrists out, and her ankles too.  She tried to shake the gag loose.  All to no avail.  She tried to scream, but all that came out was a dull moaning.  The ball gag was huge, and it was stretching her mouth out.  She wondered what Carrie and John had in store for her.  She didn’t have to wait too long.  


Carrie and John returned each carrying candles.  It was Carrie, interestingly enough, who began to speak, as they lit the candles around Sylvia’s body.


“You see Sylvia, I have a little bit of experience with sexual acts.  On my 18th birthday my boyfriend convinced me to sign a slavery contract to him.  I didn’t know what it meant at the time, only that I wanted to lose my virginity on my 18th birthday and he told me he’d only have sex with me if I signed it.  So I did.  A month later we graduated High School, and he came to my house with the contract.  It was then that I read it in detail, and discovered I had just legally become his slave for five years.  Now, had this been any average guy I would have left, but I was deeply in love with him, so I decided to go along with the contract, at least for a little while.  We ran away together, and using money he had saved up got an apartment in New York.  A week later, after just a few domination sessions with him, I had discovered I loved to be submissive.”  


All the candles were lit.  John was standing silently by the table, immersed in Carrie’s story, and it was Carrie who picked up the first candle.  She eyed the flame as she continued to talk.


“Now, my master was VERY strict.  He had a 200-page rulebook he had written and memorized, and I was expected to memorize it.  In fact, he gave me an hour to memorize it, and then expected me to know it for the rest of the five years.  I was, of course, always disobeying rules that I didn’t know existed, and he would punish me each time I did.  Now, to a slave, punishment means torture.”  With this she tipped the candle and allowed the hot wax to spill across Sylvia’s stomach.  The reaction was electric.  Sylvia’s entire body tensed, and she let out a load moan of pain as the wax flowed down her stomach.  Sylvia had never felt anything like it before.  Carrie didn’t miss a beat, and continued her story.  “Now, my personal favorite torture was wax torture.  The pain was so precise, and the cooling of the wax was such a delicious feeling.”  Sylvia did enjoy the cooling as Carrie talked, but she was still reeling from the pain.  Before she was ready Carrie poured again, this time across her nipples.  “Now, if Master was feeling especially malicious, he would torture me here.  Or here…” the was dripped across Sylvia’s pelvis and inner thighs.  A good amount was dumped across her pussy as well, but she was at least partially protected by her pubic hair.  “Master loved to torture me, and I loved to be tortured.  Well, I did when it was wax.  There were other tortures I hated, and would beg and plead with him not to do.  Those were the tortures that really taught me the rules.  But you’ll learn those later.  We have, after all, 20 more acts to go.”


The wax torture continued, this time with John dripping wax as well.  Sylvia’s body spasmed every time the wax hit it, much to the amusement of John and Carrie.  She was especially responsive to any wax in the area of her pussy, so they gave that area extra attention.  They didn’t stop until her whole front was covered with wax.  As she moaned in pain, and John blew out the candles, Carrie leaned over and whispered in her ear, “Just wait, my dear.  Before the end of the evening you’ll beg me to wax torture you, instead of what I’m going to do.”  Somehow, through her pain, Sylvia knew Carrie was right.


More of this story will be published next month, so stay tuned.  There are 20 more acts to come, and Carrie has more to tell of her past as a slave.

