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Chapter 1: The Deal


“Ok, ladies,” Sherri said, once the girls were wheeled into my office.  “Here’s the deal Master Laste and the others have decided will be reasonable for everyone involved.”

I walked over to the bound and gagged girls, making sure they were both awake and alert after their ordeal last night.  Sherri had put them through the wringer after we found out what they’d done and how much they’d stolen from us.

“You’ve had a little taste of what you might expect if you decide to take our private deal, but before you decide for sure, I’ll explain it in detail and give you a day to consider your options.  Make no mistake, though… whatever you decide will be final.”

I went back to my desk before continuing.

“You still have the choice to go to jail for multiple counts of assault, theft, embezzlement, unlawful confinement, rape, torture, and probably a dozen other charges the lawyer types know better than I do.  We have a bullet-proof case against you both and it’ll mean multiple consecutive life sentences.

“The option to make you disappear without a trace is off the table unless you try to double-cross us somehow, but we’re fairly civilized around here and don’t want to go there.  That leaves your third option… making a private deal with us.

“If you choose the deal, you’ll be made to sign three copies of your confession, write each one out in full three times, and orally confess to your crimes in front of a video camera as well.  All of that will be recorded and witnessed, and both the videos and hard copies will be kept by us forever.

“You will give power of attorney to a lawyer of our choice.  Your bank accounts will be frozen, all your personal possessions put into storage, and the leases on your apartments terminated.  For five years, you will cease to exist to the outside world and will serve us in any way we see fit.

“You will have no contact with any friends or family during your service, and appropriate cover stories will be put into place.  It helps that neither of you two have any close ties with anyone, so I seriously doubt you’ll be missed.

“After five years your debt will be considered completely cleared.  You will be released back into the world and your assets returned in the state they were when we seized them.  You’ll be locked in the dungeon while you think about what you want to do, but will be left alone until tomorrow.  That is all.”

“Do you think they’ll go for it?” Sherri asked once they were wheeled away.

“Yes.  They don’t really have much choice.”

***

We used five different video cameras to record their confessions from all angles and include a close-up of their signatures and hand-written letters.  At the end, we had them stand and strip naked before they locked their collars around their necks and shackled their wrists together, while reciting their public apology.

I <state your name> wish to publicly acknowledge my wrongdoings of being a liar, thief, and cheater.  I freely state that my actions prove I’m the lowest of the low, and anything done to me is in the interest of teaching me proper respect for others.

I will submit to any indignity because I currently know no better, and I deserve to be punished for my sins.  I say this as a warning to others who do not know me: do not trust me, for I am unworthy of either trust or respect.

I deserve everything and anything that will be done to me over the next five years, and hope the lessons will make me a better person.  I swear I will do my best to obey and learn these lessons, no matter what the cost may be.

With the formal part done, it was time to get serious with the punishment for their crimes.  Leading the way would be Sherri, who’d suffered the worst at their hands.  It was time to allow her to get some revenge.



Chapter 2: Lisa’s Lesson


“Ok, the fun and games time is over,” Sherri said.  “It’s time to get serious about teaching you a lesson for fucking me over.  Strap her down, boys!”

Four hands grabbed me from behind and pulled me back toward the waiting bondage frame.  Made of plain steel pipes welded together in a large rectangle, it allowed them to place me into completely secure bondage, yet allow them access to practically every inch of my body.  I had no choice but to accept the pump-up gag they shoved in my mouth, and couldn’t complain when they over inflated it.

The shackles on my wrists and ankles were tied to the four corners which pulled me into a tight spread eagle position, while a multitude of straps were used to pull my limbs to the sides and hold me immobile.  It was fairly strict, but not as unpleasant as some of the alternatives they were likely to use over the years of my service.

The extra straps actually made it easier to endure when they lifted my frame off the ground, since it distributed my weight fairly evenly.  It turned out to be my only good luck of the day.  Sherri came into view with two strangers, each pulling a large aluminum suitcase.

“To make sure you never forget what you’ve done, I decided to do you a favor and give you a permanent reminder.  My friends here are going to tattoo your public apology on your back.  I want everyone who sees you naked to know what a piece of shit you really are.”

I couldn’t believe what I’d just heard, but sure enough, one of the men began laying out his supplies on a folding table.  He plastered my back with a large stencil, and without a word began making the speech a permanent part of me.  I couldn’t even scream.

It took several hours before he finished, and my entire back was in agony by the time he was done.  It was my first tattoo, and hopefully my last.  After he’d wiped it down and deemed it acceptable, the frame was spun around so I was looking up, and the foot end of it was lowered to the ground.

A panel harness gag was put on overtop of the inflatable one and buckled extra tight.  Each strap of the harness had additional belts running underneath them, which were wrapped around the frame until my head was held immobile.  A tall posture collar went around my neck and further reduced any chance of movement on my part.

Shit, was this asshole going to tattoo my face?  It looked like he’d been putting away his guns and ink when I could still look around, so I hoped not.  When I felt him jam a cotton swab inside my nose and rub it around, I knew the answer was far worse.

Cold steel went into my nostrils and after a slight adjustment, crunched through my septum.  I’d never felt pain like that before and my thrashing made the whole frame shake.  As soon as I stopped to catch my breath I felt cold steel again, this time getting a grommet compressed in the hole.

I couldn’t see what happened next through the tears in my eyes, but I felt something pass through the hole and bounce on my upper lip.  I now had a nose ring, and it felt like a big one.  I saw several bright flashes and knew they were taking pictures of me, the bastards.

Someone began running a vibrator over my clit while a second person played with my nipples.  Despite the pain in my nose, my body reacted in the predictable way and my nipples became hard.

I felt the coolness of alcohol being rubbed over them, and a second later the searing pain as the needle went through first one and then the other.  They could’ve at least used a topical anesthetic or something, but I guess this was part of Sherri’s revenge.

When I felt the man wipe down my crotch I started thrashing again.  The other ones were bad enough, but there was no way I wanted any piercings down there!  Again, I had no say in the matter.

He installed four labia minora rings and six labia majora rings, leaving me breathless.  The outer rings actually hurt a lot more than the inner ones for some reason.  Luckily, I passed out when he started pushing the needle through my clit.

***

When I regained consciousness, I found myself lying on my back on a hard surface, but still stretched in a spread eagle.  I guess they moved me over to the rack while I was out cold.  My gag had also been replaced with a ring gag, probably so they wouldn’t accidentally kill me if my nose plugged up from all my blubbering.

“I see my little stretch toy is back with us again,” Sherri said.  “I understand getting your actual clit pierced rather than just the hood can be fairly traumatic sometimes, but wow… I thought you might break the frame for a minute.

“All those piercings will take months to heal properly, so you’ll get a reprieve in some aspects of your training, but not in others.  Seeing as how you’re so damn short, I thought I’d see if it was possible to add to your height a little.  Call it an experiment.

“I’ve decided to refer to you as my little stretch toy since you’ll be spending at least six to eight hours a day on the rack, depending on what else is on the agenda.  We’ll be putting you into other strict and uncomfortable positions to make sure you remain flexible, of course.

“I also bet Master Laste a dollar that I can get you down to a fourteen inch corset within two months.  I’m not sure if it’s possible, but I’ll be doing my best to win… in case you hadn’t noticed, I don’t like losing.”

Sherri seemed to have gone off the deep end in her quest for revenge.  By the time she was done with me, I’d probably be begging to begin proper slave training just to get away from her.

“In a second experiment, I want to find out how much sexual stimulation someone freshly pierced can take.  I’ve heard that sex is possibly shortly after, as long as you keep things sanitary and watch closely for any sign of infection.

“Remember when you left me in orgasm denial all night?  I thought I’d go insane from the need to climax after only thirty minutes.  You’re going to stay in denial mode until your piercings are fully healed.  Your moisture down below may slow down the healing process, but I don’t mind running the test for an extra month or two.”

She pulled the rack another click or two tighter, eliciting a squeal from me as I was pulled fully taut.  She tested the tension on my limbs and gave it one more click before climbing up and going between my legs.

She worked a large butt plug into my ass and a thankfully smaller vibrator into my pussy.  A simple leather chastity belt held them snugly in place, and I wondered if she was serious about keeping me on the edge of orgasm for possibly three or four months.  Even a week would probably turn my mind to mush.

When she turned it on, the vibrations made my new clit ring shake, which was almost indescribable in the sheer intensity the sensation caused.  From a ‘cold start’ I was brought to a full blown orgasm in under a minute.

“Whoops!” Sherri said, giggling.  “It looks like Laste’s denial program didn’t anticipate that much of a reaction from you.  If you’re lucky, you may even get one or two more while it recalculates.  Enjoy them while you can.”

I managed to actually get three before it settled into a barely on, followed by a brief off pattern, but then it became a living hell.  The tiniest vibrations went straight to my clit and drove me instantly wild.

Once she was sure it was working properly she turned on the TV and walked away.  It showed the upstairs stage, and a few minutes later Maria appeared being pushed in her wheelchair by Sherri.  I wondered if her night would be as rough as mine.



Chapter 3: Maria’s Role


After getting tattooed, they made me watch while Lisa was pierced.  I was scared shitless at what I’d gotten myself into, and hoped Sherri wasn’t as pissed off at me as she was at Lisa.  She was smiling when she finally finished with Lisa and came to collect me, but I wasn’t sure if the smile was good or bad.

“So what do you think of my little stretch toy?” she asked, removing my gag.

I begged not to have that done to me, (mostly incoherently) for the next five minutes before she cut me off.

“Since you asked so nicely, and I don’t need more than one stretch toy at a time, I have a different role that might suit you better.”

I jumped on it.  Anything would be better than what Lisa was getting put through.

“Yes, Mistress Sherri, thank you.  I’ll do my best to not disappoint you.”

“That’s the spirit, although I’m technically not a Mistress,” she said, slapping my ass.  “Let’s go join the others in the club.”

She unlocked the wheels and pushed me onto the stage.  The place was crowded, yet the lack of music in the background told me the main part was shut down for the night.  It probably meant things would be hardcore up here tonight, but I was already expecting that.

What I wasn’t expecting was to be bent over the spanking bar with an inflatable kiddy pool below me while I received three enemas!  To say it was humiliating would be an understatement, but at least I wasn’t being tortured or pierced.  Yet.

Once they finished with that and everything was clean, they adjusted my bonds and put me into a face-up flying spread eagle.  This wasn’t as bad as it might have been, since I still had the spanking bar under my back to give me some support.  All in all, my position was a thousand times better than Lisa’s.  So far.

“Sorry for the delay everyone,” she said, absentmindedly rubbing my pussy.  “My little stretch toy in the dungeon took a lot more of my time than I anticipated.  Now, some of you may remember me from Master Laste’s annual BDSM party, and how I was basically turned into a party favor for the night.

“Slave Maria has graciously volunteered to fill that role for us on a full time basis, and will henceforth be known as fuck-toy.  I’m told that after the video of the party was reviewed, I’d set a new record for the number of orgasms both given and received in one night.  Records I still hold, I might add.

“I’d like to see what it looks like from the other end of things, and give fuck-toy the chance to break my record.  All of our club paraphernalia is available for your use, you can use her in any way that suits your fancy, and as many times as you want.”

Shit, this was sounding worse every second.  My only consolation was that at least I wouldn’t be denied my orgasms like Lisa.  I might feel differently after a dozen or so, but for now I just tried to prepare myself for the inevitable.  Like it or not, this was part of the deal.

She stopped rubbing my pussy and gave it a hard open palm slap before walking over to the props table.  She came back sporting a large double-sided dildo and a harness which she wasted no time in donning.

Her earlier rubbing had made me a little hot, so a bit of spit was all the additional lubrication she needed.  I felt every bump and ridge as she slowly slid it into my pussy, until her hips were pressed tight against my thighs.  Then she turned the vibrators on to full blast.

She kept me fully impaled for a minute or so, simply wiggling side to side a little to increase the sensations.  I had to admit it was a great technique and I found myself reacting accordingly, getting quite hot in short order.  Once she actually began fucking me with it, my orgasm overtook me within minutes.

She kept going, picking up the pace and thrusting even harder.  It took her another few minutes before she finally came with a scream, and I was almost disappointed since I’d been getting close to my second one.

I didn’t have to worry, though, since she simply left the toy running inside my snatch and tied the harness around my legs to hold it in place while she came around to the other end.  She stood by my head and took a short break while the buzzing toy sent me over the edge again.  This one wasn’t as powerful but it lasted longer and seemed much more satisfying.

She didn’t give me more than a moment or two to recover before stepping close so I could eat her out.  I licked and sucked for all I was worth, hoping to finish the job before the vibrator got me worked up to the point where I couldn’t concentrate.

I wasn’t quite able to follow the plan, and she resorted to pinching my nipples and slapping my tits whenever my attention wandered.  I came again and did a little better after that, although it still took another five minutes of work on my part before I made her cum.

Once her aftershocks settled down, she removed the toy from my snatch and announced that fuck-toy was now warmed up and open for business.  If that was just the pre-game show, I wondered what the main event would be like.

Master Laste and Monica came up next along with Mistress Jill.  I had to eat Monica out while Mistress Jill played with my tits.  She would rub them for a while and then switch to slapping them around, adding in the occasional nipple pinch or twist once in a while for variety.

Every few minutes she’d switch places and roles with Monica, meaning this would be one record breaking cunnilingis session before I’d be able to make them both cum.  At least I was able to concentrate a little better this time with the vibrating monster gone from my pussy.

Master Laste put a jar of lube on my stomach and used a copious amount greasing up my asshole, stretching me in stages with one, two, and finally three fingers.  Once I was loose enough, he plunged his hard cock all the way in until I felt his balls slap against my butt cheeks.

I thought I’d been ready for it, but it was bigger and longer than I expected, and I wailed from the sudden stretching pain.  Monica clenched her thighs around my head and smothered me with her pussy until I calmed down enough to continue.

As soon as the girls resumed their fun, he began fucking me for real with long hard strokes, although at only a moderate pace.  His thrusts were actually so steady and even, it felt more like a fucking machine than a real person.

After a while, the girl who swapped out from my oral service would keep rubbing herself so I wouldn’t have to start over each time, and they both started heating up nicely.  It took maybe fifteen minutes before Master Laste finally couldn’t hold back anymore, and just as I made Mistress Jill cum, he withdrew and shot his load over my stomach and tits.

Monica took her place at my face and used one hand to scrape his cum off my body and dribble it down her pussy for me to lick clean.  She began humping my face as she finally reached climax, smothering me again for close to a minute before backing off.

The gimp came over and roughly wiped me down with a wet towel before the next group came to take their turn with me.  It was Mistress Lilith and Nancy this time, with Nancy choosing to use a strap-on harness that had a dildo shaped like a series of balls stuck together.

Each section was slightly bigger than the previous one, and I could feel the strain on my pussy lips as the larger sized balls were forced in and out of me.  There were a tiny bit of vibrations as well, but only what transferred from her end of things and was barely worth mentioning.

She had two very
 loud orgasms before I was able to make Mistress Lilith shudder in ecstasy, and while I’d gotten fairly hot again, I didn’t get to cum myself.  They were replaced with Master Brandon and Charlie the waitress after the gimp cleaned me up again.  It looked like Gary the gimp’s cleaning service would be a regular part of the evening.

I’d never liked giving a guy head, but it was almost a relief to see him come toward my face for a blowjob; my tongue was getting worn out from all the pussy licking I’d already done.  He made me work to get him hard, keeping just far enough back that I could only brush his penis with the very tip of my tongue.

Once he started getting erect and I managed to get my lips around his shaft it became easier, and I got him the rest of the way hard in just a few seconds.  Charlie used the same strap-on that Nancy had used, but she picked my other hole for her pleasure.  If I thought it stretched my pussy lips unpleasantly, it was nothing compared to those globes being forced past my sphincter.

Master Brandon only lasted three or four minutes before withdrawing and coating my face with hot cum.  I howled as the salty fluid got in my eyes, and I don’t know if it was to help me or to humiliate me, but he used my hair to wipe my face clean.

It took Charlie another five or six minutes before she finally got her orgasm, and Master Brandon passed the time by pulling and twisting my nipples for the entire duration.  Master Jerry took his place, with Paula behind me.  It seemed the teams from our poker night were getting their pound of flesh from me before the general public.

I felt the now familiar globes pushing past my rosebud again and wished they’d find a different one, but Paula also chose to use a magic wand vibrator on my pussy and give me some relief from the horniness that’d been building within me over the last few rounds.

Mistress Grey came over with a big bunch of floating balloons and had the gimp hold them while she tied them to my nipples one at a time.  By the time I had eight on each side, my nipples were being pulled painfully towards the ceiling, stretched like I’d never felt before.

Despite the pain or maybe helped by it, the magic wand took me to my magic place and made me see stars.  It was definitely a ten-point-oh on the Richter scale of orgasms, yet it hardly even reduced the fire between my legs.  I knew this one would go straight into another, and maybe even a triple before the current team finished their turn.

Paula actually beat Master Jerry to orgasm, but only by a few seconds.  She was still shaking and moaning when I felt the cock in my throat swell and expel its seed.  The first blast went straight down my throat, but then he pulled out and let the rest blast over my face.

With my head hanging down, one shot even went straight up my nose.  He also used my hair to wipe off my face, but then he made me lick his hand clean, jamming most of it into my mouth and making me gag a bit.

Master Gustav came up next with Antoine the bouncer, but he complained about the mess the previous two guys had made of my hair.  I couldn’t really blame him either; If I was a guy, I wouldn’t want my long, cum-soaked hair slapping against my legs either.

The gimp ran off stage and returned a moment later with a pair of electric clippers.  Master Gustav proceeded to shave my head almost completely bald, telling the gimp to save my hair and wash it since it was the perfect length to make into a pony tail.

Now a little less disgusting, he proceeded to face fuck me while Antoine slammed into me from the rear with the exact same timing.  I almost felt like an accordion the way they were pounding me together.

With the length of Master Gustav’s cock pushing deep into my throat and Antoine’s girth stretching my ass wide, it was a fairly brutal session and I was glad when it was over.  He held his prick deep in my throat when he came, causing me to gag somewhat, but at least it all went straight down.  Antoine chose to decorate my stomach with his cum, giving the gimp a big job to clean up.

After that, things started to blur together.  A vibrator was left running in my snatch for the next several rounds, and I lost track of how many times I came.  With my ‘duty’ done to the people who were primarily affected by my crimes, the rest of the crowd was let loose on me.

I have no idea how many different people had their way with me since several people came back for a repeat performance.  I licked and sucked until my mouth was numb, and then they gagged me with a double sided penis gag for the girls, only removing it when some guy wanted to ram his meat down my throat.

Gary the gimp had to make several laundry runs for clean towels; he even took several turns at me himself when a hole was available.  Four I think, but I suppose it didn’t really matter.  I truly was a fuck-toy by now.

At some point in the night they put a low bench underneath me so I could be had in all three holes at once.  It caused a flurry of new interest and I found myself being triple-penetrated for many, many rounds in a row after that.

I was sore from head to toe and completely spent by the time they’d had enough of me, but it could’ve been worse I suppose.  I’d rather live as a fuck-toy than as stretch-toy, and I counted myself lucky.  I wondered what tomorrow would bring, and what my real training would be like.  Only time would tell.
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