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Ch
apter 1: Preparations


My routine hadn’t changed much over the last two weeks, so I knew what was expected of me when I awoke.  As soon as the lights came on, I had five minutes to get my ass out of bed and get out the door.  If I didn’t leave my cell in time, the door would automatically relock and I’d be forced to wait for someone to collect me.  I’d be punished for that.

I had another five minutes to make it to the exercise room, which wasn’t too hard, even with my ankles connected by an eighteen inch hobble bar and my wrists fastened by my sides to a waist belt.  I’d gotten good at walking and opening doors like this, and hadn’t earned a morning punishment in close to a week.

I usually had about fifteen minutes where I could stretch a little and try to warm up before Monica arrived to get me out of my ‘sleeping duds’, and give me my exercise regimen for the day.  She removed my ankle cuffs and put ballet boots with an eight inch heel on my feet before leading me over to a machine.

She refastened the ankle cuffs and hobble bar over the boots and changed the battery pack on my waist belt.  The batteries powered both the vibrator in my pussy and the electric plug in my ass.  I was told it could last for days, but they liked to keep it fully charged.

She selected a monoglove for my arms this time and quickly had my arms trapped together behind my back.  It wasn’t my favorite, but wasn’t as harsh as some of the other choices she could’ve made, like putting them into a tight reverse prayer tie.

Today was the treadmill, and after connecting me to the harness above to make sure I could neither step away, nor fall and hurt myself, she set it on a reasonably tolerable speed and left me to keep up as best as I could.  It wasn’t easy to walk with the hobble bar and boots, but that’s why I needed the practice.

The vibrator would run at a low speed as long as I was doing a good job, but if I stumbled or got too far back on the treadmill, I would get a series of shocks from the butt plug.  Each error would add one extra shock to the cycle, so it was in my best interest to be as perfect as possible.

It wasn’t too hard at the start, but if the speed picked up (which it usually did) I’d be in trouble.  It was also hard by the time I was near the end of my ninety minute workout, with fatigue making me stumble somewhat regularly.

After my exercise it was time for the wet room where I’d be strapped down in a seat-less chair.  I’d get to eat and drink, although there wasn’t much difference between the two.  My food consisted of an oatmeal like substance I had to suck down through a tube.  My water came from another tube, and it always gave me a mental image of a gerbil’s water bottle.

Another day, another dollar… or in my case, another enema.  I was always given one during breakfast, and thought it was horribly disgusting at first, but now I was used to it.  I was usually given a shower after breakfast, but sometimes was just hosed down if they were in a hurry for some reason.

Today was a hose day, and I briefly wondered what they had in store for me.  I didn’t waste the energy to try second guessing them, since I really had no say in the matter from the second I entered Master Laste’s academy.  Such was my life since I’d become known as slave Sherri.

***

“Only six inch heels today, Jill” Mistress Lilith said.  “You do well with the higher ones, but we need you a bit more mobile for the party.”

I nodded and selected a nice red pair of knee boots from the wall of footwear in front of me.  “It’s a little early to be thinking about dressing for the party, isn’t it?”

“Sherri isn’t the only one who needs to practice in her uniform.  You’ll be representing both Laste and me tomorrow night, not to mention your own potential future in our society.”

“Do you really think they might accept me?” I asked, selecting black latex stockings and panties next.

“You’re a natural born Domme,” she assured me.  “It’s not common for a sub to advance, but not unheard of either.  You’ll be in a unique position during the party, being bound to serve, but not gagged so you’ll be allowed to socialize.  You’ll be wearing a white collar.”

“Why white?  I was going to pick a nice red one to match my shoes.”

“God, no… hasn’t Laste told you about the collar code for these parties?”

“Not a thing.”

“Start getting dressed and I’ll give you a quick explanation.”

I changed out my red shoes for a white pair and quickly grabbed the rest of what I needed.

“They developed the collar code since these parties sometimes get a little wild, and there were incidents of people taking too many liberties with slaves who were unable to resist.  Things are much more civilized and orderly now.”

I lubed up and inserted both the front and rear plugs built into the panties and wiggled everything into place, fascinated at what she had to say.

“A plain black or steel collar designates someone who’s either a new slave or a trainee.  It gives them some protecting from unwanted attention, but not a lot.  Permission is usually granted if someone wants to have some reasonable kind of fun.”

The stockings were next, and I took care to make sure they were perfectly straight.  She began helping me while continuing her speech.

“Monica and a few others will be wearing a blue collar, signifying they’re part of a household and completely off limits.  If she needs to be punished, it’ll be Laste who does it, and nobody else.  Your white collar offers close to the same protection, but means you’re also a candidate for advancement.  Sometimes when a slave marries her master, she’ll wear the white collar as a mark of her station.”

The boots were next, and we each took one to lace up.

“Then we come to the colors you never want to wear.  Green means the slave is available for sexual services to anyone at any time.  Purple is for a slave who needs to be punished, and they can be flogged by anyone, even another slave, if their master/mistress so allows.”

“What about the red one you stopped me from taking?”

“Red means anything goes.  Any slave who earns herself a red collar can be humiliated, tortured, screwed, or even worse.”

“Should I even ask?”

“One time I saw a red collar slave strapped down in the bottom of a port-a-potty and turned into a human toilet for the night.”

Note to self: never put on a red collar.

“Sometimes a slave might earn a different collar than the one she started the night with, and if that’s the case, a colored ribbon is usually used for the new designation.”

We finished with the boots and started on the corset.  While not as severe as some I’d worn, it still restricted my breathing a fair amount.  I loved wearing a corset now; especially the way it pushed my breasts up and made them look even bigger than normal.

I managed to get my shoulder length gloves mostly in place by the time she was done with the corset laces, but needed a bit of help at the end.  White leather cuffs were then locked on to each wrist, followed by the (thankfully) white collar around my neck.

The cuffs were connected in front of me by a foot long chain, and with a playful slap on my ass to get me going, we went to the ballroom where the bulk of the preparations were taking place.  It felt a little weird to be in what I considered as half-bondage; I was used to being either fully restrained, or completely free.

The ballroom was a flurry of activity.  A long row of serving tables were already set up along both sides and several round tables were positioned in front of the stage.  Each one was in the process of being covered with a crisp, white tablecloth.

“Laste!” she called out.  “We’re all set and ready to work.  Where do you need us?”

“The food tables are on the left, toys on the right.  Can you take care of the napkins and all the other crap needed to make the buffet presentable?

“Sure.”

“Good.  Jill can take Monica’s place and help Sherri with unpacking the toy chest.  Everything needs to be neatly organized on the tables by type.  Inserts and gags closest to the stage, followed by restraints and then all the punishment items.”

We’d passed the ‘toy chest’ as we entered the ballroom, and I wondered why it wasn’t closer to where we needed it.  I guess it was to give us more practice at walking in uniform, but I personally thought it was a waste of precious setup time.

Then again, maybe the big rush this morning was so we could
 have this practice time.  I shrugged my shoulders and turned to go to work.  A hand on my shoulder stopped me at the doorway, and Master Laste made a few additions to my uniform.

He attached a battery pack to the back of my corset and connected the wires to my panty inserts.  He also attached a hobble chain to my ankles, but it wasn’t too restrictive since I couldn’t take huge strides wearing my high heels anyway.  He pressed something on his tablet and sent me on my way.

A moment later and I felt the vibrator kick in.  Never enough to allow me to cum, it was more of an annoying distraction than anything else.  I got a rude surprise when I stopped at the crate to grab my first items; the moment I stopped, the butt plug began shocking me.

Ok, it was a ‘carrot and stick’ type of program he activated.  I was a bit annoyed he chose to do this to me while I was helping him set everything up, but I guess this was to be a true trial run for what we’d have to deal with during the party.

Sherri was standing in front of the crates, waiting for my help since she couldn’t pick anything up on her own.  I slowly walked around her (making sure to never stop moving) and inspected the uniform she’d be wearing at the party.

She had her arms bound behind her with each palm on the opposite elbow and held in place with leather straps along the length of her forearms.  Straps also pulled her upper arms together and welded the whole thing to her back.  All in all, it was a very efficient box tie arrangement.

She had a serving tray attached to the front of her corset, with rubber lines leading from the front edge to the clover clamps on her nipples.  She also had a pair of loose chains running from the front up to her shoulders, I guess to prevent the nipple clamps from being ripped off during service.

I put a bit of pressure on the front and found it had enough slack to give her nipples a good stretching, but that was about it.  She howled into her gag at my little test, but couldn’t do much more than that.  My plug started shocking me again, so I quickly moved along.

Just then I realized Sherri would also have the program running, so she was getting shocked the whole time I made her wait.  I smiled and took a bit of extra time before filling up her tray and letting her slowly shuffle into the ballroom with her load.

Maybe this practice would be fun after all.



Ch
apter 2: The Party


“Welcome, everyone, to my annual spring gathering,” Master Laste said from the stage.

“I’d like to thank you all for making time in your busy schedules to visit me in my humble abode, and I’d like to give special thanks to Mistress Grey for generously volunteering the use of her personal serving staff tonight.”

He inclined his head to someone in the crowd and received a gracious nod from a rather formidable looking woman seated near the front.

“We won’t be quite as formal this year, so feel free to eat, drink, mingle, or otherwise enjoy yourselves.  We have a few shows booked this evening, but plenty of spots are still open if you wish to participate.  What’s mine is yours tonight… within certain limits of course,” he finished with a chuckle.

That was our cue to start roaming around the room with our trays of drinks, and in case I missed it, electricity started pulsing in my ass to make sure I got moving.  I groaned as I started my rounds, but it was barely audible due to the custom fitted gag I was wearing tonight.

I was forced to hold a disgusting goo in my mouth for close to an hour before it set enough to be used as a mold.  The end result was a mouth filling monstrosity that was molded perfectly around my teeth and could either be clamped shut, or inflated wide.

I was supposed to start the night with it simply clamped shut which was the much preferable option, but I made too much noise when they made some last minute changes to my uniform.  Master Laste was also still displeased with my practice session, and decided to make me pay for it.

My mouth was held tightly closed when he laced my posture collar in place, forcing it hard against my chin.  Only once it was ultra-tight did he start inflating the gag, bringing me into a whole new world of suffering.  I was glad the gag had an air hole through the middle, or I’d be in genuine distress.

He replaced my regular inserts with larger, more powerful devices, and locked them in place with a cruelly tight chastity belt.  To make matters worse, he also changed the program controlling my vibration and shock system.  I might have considered it to a stroke of genius if I wasn’t the one on the receiving end.

Expanding on the ‘carrot and stick’ theme, he connected the battery pack controller to a set of scales sitting on my tray.  A bowl of tokens sat in front of the scales, and as I served his guests, they had the option of adding one to either scale, depending on how they thought my service was.

A token into the ‘tip jar’ side meant an increase in the speed of my vibrator, and one in the ‘complaint box’ would ramp up the intensity of my shocks.  I guess they could also choose to remove tokens, but didn’t think that would be likely.

I got off to a good start as I slowly did laps around the room, managing to keep a steady pace and only having to hold still a few times for guests who were unfamiliar with my tip system and wanted a closer look.

The crowd had roughly the same number of men and women, although there were a lot more female slaves present, in various levels of both restraint and undress.  I was a little glad to see so many slaves here tonight, since a lot of masters preferred to be served by their own slave, and it meant less work for me.

Not a lot less, mind you.  My drink tray got emptied with alarming regularity, forcing me to double-time it back to the bar so Monica could replenish my stock.  She was quick to add a complaint token if she saw me returning too slowly for her liking.

Several guests gave me a tip, and one masked mistress even let me drink some wine through a straw she pushed into my breathing tube.  I wanted to savor it, but wound up guzzling it instead.  I couldn’t taste much with the gag filling every inch of my mouth, and standing still meant my ass was on fire from the electric shocks.  At least it lubricated the throat.

I was momentarily distracted when a naked slave was led on stage and put into a complicated rope harness.  I wasn’t a rope expert and couldn’t see the point of the elaborate crisscrossed mess, but the rigger got a hearty round of applause at the end of his demonstration.  I guess he did a good job.

The girl was moved to the side where she would remain visible, but not be in the way of the next show.  This was apparently a contest between two mistresses, each of who thought their slaves were better at orgasm control than the other.

My tray was empty again, and I received two more complaints from thirsty guests before I made it back to the bar.  Monica quickly refilled it, but then cruelly added a full bottle of champagne and two bottles of wine to make sure no guest would go thirsty.

My nipples were now stretched to the maximum the chains allowed, but to add insult to injury, she also added two complaint tokens to my rapidly growing pile.  Technically speaking, I guess she was adding injury to injury.  I made my way back into the crowd.

I heard a scream of passion from one of the contestants, but didn’t look to see who lost.  I was too busy making sure I didn’t earn any more complaints to really care.  A few people added complaint tokens anyway, but that was probably just because they thought it would be fun.

Master Laste announced that as a result of the contest, the winning girl would be given permission to cum as many times as she could over the next hour, while the loser would be part of a demonstration for Master Brandon’s new line of floggers and whips.

Over the next few trips, I served the masked mistress three more times, each one earning me both a tip and another sip of wine.  I started feeling light headed, and wished she’d stop being so nice to me.  I tried to decline her generosity on the third glass, but I saw a flash of anger cross her face and quickly started sucking.

She didn’t say anything, but I could tell I’d pissed her off, and I resolved to avoid her as much as possible for the rest of the night.  I had enough leeway in my route to detour around her at least some of the time.  Then again, if I ignored her for too long, she might just add all my remaining tokens to the complaint pile.

The whipping demonstration was finally over, and both poor girls had to be carried off the stage, although the ‘winner’ started convulsing in orgasm while they were removing her, and I knew they’d ‘forgot’ to turn off her toys.

I hadn’t had an orgasm in over two weeks now, and hearing her passion added fuel to the fire burning between my legs.  I’d always had a healthy sexual appetite, and was accustomed to cumming every other night at a minimum, and often a lot more than that.  The vibrators I’d been forced to endure since my arrival here were designed to only tease, and allow no actual relief.

On my next lap, I noticed my mystery benefactor talking with Master Laste and gesturing in my direction.  I was too far away to hear what was being said, but I saw him shrug and nod assent for something.  Whatever it was, I doubted it would be good.

I lost track of her for a while, but was kept too busy to really watch for her.  Everyone seemed to want a drink while the stage was empty.  It was a huge relief when Master Laste finally went back on stage to announce the next act.

It was a slave who’d earned too many punishments to reasonably be able to work them off, so she was given the chance to clean her slate tonight.  For the rest of the night she’d be stretched out in a standing spread eagle, and anyone would be able to take a turn giving her ten lashes with either flogger or paddle.

I felt a little sorry for her, and wondered what she’d done to earn her purple collar.  I wasn’t too sorry, though, since it meant a line of people were forming next to the stage, and I got a bit of a reprieve.

I decided to head back to the bar early and get my tray refilled in case the guests worked up a thirst from her punishment.

“Not so fast, slave,” a voice behind me said.  “Laste agreed to let me add a little something to your outfit in case someone thinks you earned an extra reward.  Wasn’t that thoughtful and generous of me?”

It was the masked mistress, and she was holding a small funnel with a hose coming out of the bottom.  She worked the hose into my breathing tube and then fastened it in place by way of a clamp to my septum.  It hurt enough to make my eyes water.

By the time I managed to blink my eyes clear again, I saw her pouring some powder into the funnel out of a folded piece of paper, which she quickly stuffed into a pocket once it was empty.  I started grunting in panic, wondering what she was doing to me.

“Shh,” she said, rubbing my cheek and trying to calm me down.  “It’s nothing that’ll harm you, and you’ll probably enjoy it tremendously.  It’s just a few crushed up tabs of ecstasy to help the night go by faster.”

Her words didn’t do much to calm me, although I was slightly relieved it wasn’t anything worse.  I’d tried ecstasy before without any ill effects, so could probably handle it tonight.  She washed the drug down my throat with a bit of wine and picked up a handful of tokens.

She started dropping them into the tip jar one at a time… I heard eight clinks before she smiled at me and waved goodbye.  I stood still for a moment trying to calm down, but forced myself to start moving again, as the powerful anal shocks were really getting painful from standing still for so long.

As soon as I resumed my rounds, the increased power of the vibrator was immediately noticeable.  Being a larger and more powerful model than what was usually stuffed inside me, I wondered if it might actually give me an orgasm tonight.  I was both craving one, yet dreading it.

If it sent me into convulsions while I had a tray full of drinks, it would be an absolute disaster.  I decided to deliberately pause a little longer each time I stopped to try and negate some of the vibrators increasing effect on me.

My drinks started going quickly again as the people who finished whipping the poor slave came away with high spirits.  I received four tokens on each side in short order, and the funnel was popular as well, getting some wine twice, plus the dregs of someone’s champagne.

I was feeling hot and flushed in more ways than one when I went back to the bar, and as I was standing there waiting for my refills, the throbbing anal shocks seemed to change.  In the space of a few breaths, the throbbing pain changed into something pleasant… something very, very pleasant.

I didn’t even notice when Monica had finished loading me up, and it took a sharp rap on the tray to yank my nipples before I came back to reality.  I was still in a daze when I started serving again, and was having a hard time walking straight.

Between the alcohol, the ecstasy, and a mostly empty stomach, I was in trouble.  I should have been worried, but was too far gone to care, especially with how hot I felt down below.  The masked mistress made sure to intercept me fairly often, adding either multiple tokens to both piles, or adding another ‘sip’ of wine into the funnel.

I’d no way of knowing for sure, but figured I had close to a full bottle of wine in my belly by now.  By the time I made it back to the bar I was full out staggering, which is bad news when one is hobbled and wearing ultra-high heels.

I could barely think straight, and had a tough time seeing properly without focusing hard.  I was seeing everything with a blurry double vision, and my depth perception was almost non-existent.  Monica either didn’t notice, or didn’t care; she sent me on my way as soon as my tray was full.

I think I made it about a dozen steps before the heat in my loins finally broke loose in a massive orgasm.  My vision went white as it engulfed me, everything else forgotten in the waves of pure pleasure coursing through my veins.

It seemed to go on almost forever, but my mind eventually cleared enough to take in my surroundings.  I was on my knees in front of the masked mistress, the remains of my fully loaded tray still running down the front of her crotch and legs.

“I claim the need for satisfaction on this slave for her unforgivable actions,” she shouted.  “I demand the red collar.”



Ch
apter 3: Consequences


As the saying goes, I had just shit and stepped in it.  It wasn’t really my fault, but I doubt anyone cared.  Mistress Lilith and Jill picked me up from my shoulders and dragged me behind the bar to clean me up, while others quickly took care of the rest of my mess.

I saw Master Laste having a heated discussion with the mistress, but couldn’t hear them.  Several people’s personal slaves were clustered at her feet, trying to clean her off and repair the damage I caused as quickly as possible.  I was lucky she was wearing latex, so at least there wouldn’t be a ruined dress to add to the price I’d need to pay.

They removed my tray and roughly washed me down.  Once I was ‘good enough’, Jill clipped my collar to one of the lower cabinet handles, leaving me stuck on my knees.  I had no idea what everyone else was doing, but whatever it was, it was out of my control.

The plug in my ass was still going strong, and as I squirmed around, I discovered I could briefly activate my vibrator as well.  I rocked on my knees and felt myself quickly building up to another orgasm.  I was in my own little world and no longer cared what the people around me were saying or doing.

I don’t know how long it took to reach a decision, but eventually I was picked up and carried to the stage.  Again on my knees, two people changed my leg bindings, while a third held my body upright so Master Laste could remove my gag.

“Not a word,” he whispered.  “I’ve struck a deal that’ll save you from any permanent damage, but unless you want to find yourself tattooed and pierced, don’t give her an excuse to escalate the situation.  Remember… no matter what happens, not a single word.”

I didn’t think that would be a problem, since I couldn’t even close my jaw right now, let alone talk.  He held my eyes for a moment, looking grim, and his words cut through my mental fog enough to register.  I would be silent for him.

He let go of my head and went behind the stage.  I was briefly lowered to the floor, but then ropes were attached to the straps at my shoulders and I found myself rising again.  My feet also started rising, but were also being pulled wide apart at the same time.  The strain was pretty intense.

I was hanging face down about three feet off the floor when they stopped.  Master Laste and another man returned from behind the stage with what looked like a barber’s chair.  They wheeled it over and positioned it under my head.

“Ok, folks,” I heard him say through the PA system.  “I’m sure you all are wondering what’s going on.  Mistress Lidia demanded satisfaction on this slave, but I can’t allow what she wanted.  This slave is under a specific temporary contract, and the red collar would cause me to break my word.  Rather than make this a lengthy and boring council decision, we came to an agreement.”

I heard high heels approach and then saw her stop next to me.

“Since the stage wasn’t booked for anything else tonight, and this mishap seems to have drawn everyone’s full attention anyway, I’ve given the stage to Mistress Lidia.  She agreed a green collar would be acceptable, as long as some punishment is still doled out.

She daintily sat in the chair and pressed a button on the arm, spinning it until she was facing me.

“Since the lovely Jill has drawn more than a little interest tonight, we decided to let her demonstrate her natural talent for you all.  She alone will be wielding whip and cane, although under green collar rules, you are all welcome to fondle, tickle, or make use of her body for your pleasure.”

Another press of a button started raising the chair up.  She changed the height and reclining angle until her crotch was perfectly positioned below my lips.

“I believe Mistress Lidia will most likely be making exclusive use of her mouth, but her other holes are wide open… pun intended… for your use.”

I felt cool air hit my soaking wet crotch as the chastity belt was removed.  I felt someone begin playing with my vibrator, instantly sending me over the edge into a blinding orgasm.  I pressed my face hard into Mistress Lidia’s pussy to keep from howling too loudly.

“As you can see, she’s primed and ready for you all, so feel free to have some fun.  Thank you.”

“She seems more than eager to me,” someone snickered.  “Maybe we should count her orgasms and grant her amnesty if she breaks our club record.”

I heard murmurs of assent from the crowd and wondered what the record was.

“All you have to do is call ‘mercy’ at any time, and this will all stop,” Mistress Lidia said.

I felt Jill start warming my ass up with a flogger, but remembering Master Laste’s words, kept my mouth shut.  Actually my mouth was open since I began licking and sucking on the pussy in front of me, but I didn’t say a word.

The flogging on my ass didn’t last long.  A few seconds after it stopped, I felt the tip of a cock on my labia, rubbing up and down a few times before plunging in.  It wasn’t as large as my previous intruder, but it felt ten times better to have the real thing inside of me.  If this was their idea of punishment, then sign me up any day of the week.

While he started off nice and slow, it didn’t take long before he picked up the pace and was pounding me hard.  I was being pushed so hard into Mistress Lidia, I could barely get any air.  She didn’t mind, especially since it was increasing her pleasure.  Jill was alternating between rubbing, twisting, and pulling on my sensitive nipples, which was driving me absolutely crazy.

I came again, just a second before he did.  A mere moment after he pulled out I felt a vibrating monstrosity fill the gap, forced deep as the chastity belt was roughly refastened.  A sudden sharp lash hit me across both cheeks, causing me to howl into the depths of Mistress Lidia’s folds again.  Jill was caning me now.

It was enough to finally push her over the edge, and she came with a scream that echoed through the room.  Someone began snapping rubber bands over the base of my tits.  Probably two people, since they were both getting the treatment at the same time.

It wasn’t long before I had maybe a dozen elastics circling each breast, causing them to painfully swell and throb.  I felt something cold briefly touch me around my nipples before a searing pain struck.

I didn’t know what it was at the time, and thought they pierced my nipples despite Master Laste’s promise.  It wasn’t until much later I found out they’d rolled a tiny but strong elastic off a thimble to trap my nipples at the base.

Jill continued my caning for another couple of minutes, changing her frequency, strength, and aim so I couldn’t anticipate her strikes.  I came yet again from the combination of her attentions, and the monster that was vibrating me apart from the inside out.

I was still twitching with the aftershocks when I felt the belt come off again.  I expected the vibrator to be pulled out again, but instead felt pressure on my butt plug.  It hurt like hell coming out, but not nearly as much as what replaced it did.

An unusually long and thick cock pressed so deep inside me, I wouldn’t have been surprised to feel it come out my mouth.  I knew it wasn’t a real cock when I felt it start vibrating, but I also felt a real body pressing against my ass.  It must’ve been someone wearing a strap-on.

Jill started caning the soles of my feet, and while it hurt like hell, even that wasn’t enough to distract me once I started getting my ass reamed by the dildo from hell.  Despite the pain, I actually came twice more before she finished and pulled out.

She crawled underneath me and began playing with my vibrator.  I felt a more normal sized cock press into my ass, my rosebud offering almost no resistance after the stretching it had just received.  A hand… maybe from strap-on girl, began squeezing my swollen tits and pinching my nipples.

The combined sensations were driving me insane.  Despite everything being done to me, I’d never stopped pleasuring Mistress Lidia, and I felt her start to tense up beneath me.  Knowing she was close, I sucked hard on her clit and flicked it with my tongue until she exploded into another screaming orgasm.

This time her orgasm was accompanied by a gush of fluids that completely drenched my face, filled my mouth, and even went up my nose.  I had to wait for her to finish before I was able to swallow, blow my nose clear, and get some air in my lungs.

As the guy in my ass got close to cumming and picked up his pace, strap-on lady stopped playing with my tits, and began flicking my clit with the tip of her fingernail.  I came almost instantly, but she kept at it, driving me into a multiple orgasm of epic proportions.  The spurting in my ass added to the sensations, keeping me going on and on until I began squirting myself.

I must’ve stopped licking for a moment because I felt my hair being harshly pulled back, accompanied by Mistress Lidia asking if I was ready for mercy yet.  I shook my head the tiny bit I was able, and must’ve got my answer across.  She let go of my hair and I pushed my tongue into her folds again.

I felt something cold hit my rosebud and begin dripping down to my pussy.  It felt like lube, but why would I need any lube there at this point?  My ass was probably bigger than the Grand Canyon by now.

When will I ever learn to stop asking myself those kinds of questions?  A new plug started filling me, and it almost felt like someone’s arm was making its way up there.  I’d never been stretched so badly before.  Even once it was seated all the way in to the base, it still felt like my sphincter was about to tear apart.

Strap-on girl finally stopped playing with me and the belt was pulled back in place.  Not that it meant I was lacking stimulation now.  The vibrator was still running at full blast, and now she had two hands free to play with my aching tits.

My heat had leveled out from the extreme discomfort of being so overly stuffed back there, but was quickly on the rise again.  Jill was using a zapper on my ass and inner thighs, but it was hardly worth mentioning at this point.

Just as I started to cum again, the butt plug roared into life, the new vibrations adding to those in my pussy, driving me to even higher peaks of ecstasy.  I thought I’d never stop cumming, and almost blacked out from it this time.

Some slaps to my face brought me back from the edge, and after briefly catching my breath, I got back to work.  I managed to make Mistress Lidia cum again, but barely; I was too exhausted to do a proper job.

It must have been obvious to her as well, since she wiggled away from me slightly and said something to Jill I couldn’t quite make out.  Someone handed her a scary looking gag, which she immediately shoved in my face.

The short but fat penis on the inside of the gag was forced into my mouth, stretching it wide and almost tickling the back of my throat.  On the outside of it was an eight inch long flexible dildo, which she guided into her hungry snatch as she wiggled her way back in place.

I felt some gentle vibrations on my teeth, and saw her hand slowly rubbing over her clit.  She quietly (for once) moaned in delight, obviously relishing the sensations this new position was providing.

I felt my belt being removed again, with the vibrator soon following.  Despite the pleasure of getting a real cock in my eager pussy, I’d actually hoped to lose the killer butt plug.  I’d never hoped to get ass fucked before, and I almost laughed at myself for the thought.  Then again, I’d never had someone park their pickup truck back there before.

The man behind me was driving into me hard, causing my whole body to rock forward and push the dildo gag just as deep inside Mistress Lidia.  Someone handed her a long and super skinny vibrator, but it must’ve had some real power behind it, since she was rocked with another orgasm the instant she touched it to her clit.

I was treated to another orgasm myself, but despite how incredibly hot I still was, it wasn’t as pleasurable anymore.  I was so far past my normal limits, it wasn’t funny.  I felt the man hold himself deep inside me as he shot his load of hot cum.  After he pulled out I felt it slowly running out of me and down my leg.

I was left feeling empty as Mistress Lidia said she needed a break and shakily got out of the chair.  She offered her ‘throne’ to anyone who wanted it, and it was immediately filled by another lady.  I think it was Mistress Grey, but couldn’t tell for sure from my current viewing position.

Once she was comfortably in place, I felt a warm rag clean me between my legs, followed by yet another cock that started immediately thrusting in and out.  The new mistress told the man to go slow, and his reply of “Yes, Mistress Grey” gave me positive identification… not that it really mattered.

She wanted to take her time and slowly build up in order to extract the maximum amount of pleasure she could from me.  Fast or slow made no difference to me anymore, and I was regularly driven to orgasm almost like clockwork.

The man behind me had almost super-human stamina and control, and I think I came four times before Mistress Grey told him to finish up.  Her orgasm went on for so long I thought it was actually multiple ones, and she called it quits after just the one time.

She was quickly replaced, as was the driving force behind me.  It felt like either strap-on girl was back for round two, or someone else was wearing it.  Either way was the same to me, though.  She kept at it until the lady in the chair had cum twice, only slowing a bit after the first one to let the lady regain her composure before the second round.

I lost track of how many orgasms I’d endured by now, and wasn’t sure I really wanted to know.  They called me Sherri, the human dildo, and I was kept busy.  It seemed like there was a never ending lineup for a spot on the chair, but after a while they seemed to run out people to provide the thrusting power behind me.

They solved that problem by bringing a motorized fucking machine into play.  They bolted a large, spike covered plate to the front of the mechanized arm, and it was more than enough to drive my whole body forward into my next ‘customer’ sitting in the chair.

The spikes weren’t sharp, but the rounded tips began to hurt quite a bit after a while since they were hitting in nearly the same spots every time.  It was probably still preferable to not having it there, since without it, I could only be pushed forward by the dildo slamming into my cervix, which would have been dangerous.

Even after the line of ladies waiting for their turn in the chair dwindled down, I myself was given no respite.  They left the machine running even when the chair was empty.  Someone eventually shut it off when I hadn’t had a new ‘customer’ in a long time, but the dildo was deep inside me when it was powered down, and they left it there.

The vibrating plug in my ass was still going strong, and it was transferring some of its power to the dildo, keeping me hot and bothered.  They’d probably long forgotten it was on, so I doubt I’d be getting any relief in the near future.

It seemed the party was starting to wind down, with some guests leaving, and others being shown to rooms set aside for their use.  Eventually the room fell silent.  I wondered why nobody had come to release me, but was too exhausted to care much.  The vibrating plug got one final orgasm out of me before I passed out.
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