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Chapter 1: Morning Bondage


What an exhausting night.  If I slept for more than a minute or two at a time I’d be surprised.  I guess having a rather large vibrator stuck up your twat before being mummified with vet wrap and duct tape will do that to a girl.

To make matters worse, I was so incredibly horny it was actually painful.  The powerful massager should’ve given me enough orgasms to make me black out, but instead, it was left running in denial mode all night and just kept me on the edge.  It was enough to make a girl cry.

For about the thousandth time I wished I’d never even heard
 of poker, let alone played in that kinky high stakes game last night.  Now I was paying the price.

Or rather I was paying one price; the one delivered from Lisa the submissive player who’d beaten me.  My real price wouldn’t be paid until Mistress Grey came to collect me for my day of service to her.  She’d taken home a cool half million bucks, but money didn’t matter much to her; I was the real prize.

Speak of the devil, here she came now.  From the stories I’d heard, Mistress Grey might really have been the devil, or at least a reasonable facsimile.  She had a reputation for cruelty and a very twisted imagination… a very powerful combination in a Dominatrix.

“How’s our poker player tonight?” she asked.

“A little rough and a lot tired, but otherwise holding up ok,” Jill said.

Mistress Jill was both my lover and my Domme of choice.  She’d stayed with me all night to make sure nothing happened while I slept in my restrictive bondage.  Safety was of prime importance with my friends, and you just didn’t leave someone completely unattended when there might be a choking risk.

“Then let’s get her out of that crap, shall we?”

With a pair of safety scissors each, it didn’t take long before my cocoon was stripped away.  The extra layer of vet wrap next to my skin made removing the duct tape far
 easier than it otherwise would’ve been.

When my gas mask was removed, I realized I’d forgotten what clean air smelled like.  As part of my torment, Lisa had masturbated herself with a hollow dildo connected to my breathing tube until she squirted and her juices filled my only source of air.

I’d probably be both smelling and tasting her all day after breathing it exclusively for the last eight hours, or however long I was actually bound for.  Then again, from the look on Mistress Grey’s face when she cut my legs free, she was probably smelling something just as powerful, if not worse.  I desperately needed a shower.

She pulled a jar from the bag she’d brought and put on a rubber glove.  Taking a big dollop, she began working it in around my swollen pussy and it felt like she’d brought heaven in a jar.  It felt cool, soothing, and numbing… it was like getting lotion on a painful sunburn but a thousand times better.

She slowly pulled the head of the massager out of my pussy and rubbed another glob of it both in and around my entire snatch.  Maybe she was a human being after all.  The two of them helped me into a wheelchair, and took me to the oversized shower stall in our apartment next door.

After putting me into the seat-less shower chair and securing my hands and feet to the walls with rubber coated cuffs, they turned the water on and let me soak.  It was much colder than I would’ve preferred, but the cool water felt especially good on my tits where I’d been repeatedly flogged last night.

They both came back naked a few minutes later and started scrubbing me down.  They used coarse horsehair brushes that hurt like hell, even though they weren’t being deliberately cruel in their use.

“Tell me, Jill, have you ever heard of waterboarding?” Mistress Grey casually said.  “It’s a mostly harmless form of torture that’s been used in rough interrogations for practically forever.”

She covered my face with a cloth and pulled my head in front of the water stream.  It caught me off-guard and I found I couldn’t breathe.  I had water in my mouth and up my nose, and it was making me gag.

“It makes the victim feel like they’re drowning, and the psychological effects are tremendous.”

She removed the cloth for a few seconds and I gratefully took a deep breath.  That’s all I had time for before the cloth was pulled back in place.

“What do you mean by mostly harmless?” Jill asked.

“Well, the person may feel like they’re drowning, but in reality it’s not much different than simply covering their mouth and nose with your hands.  It’s the immediate drowning sensation that’s the real torture.”

She let me get another quick breath before putting the cloth back and continuing.

“The danger comes from the urge to try and expel the water… it can make the person gag and heave.  If they puke, then they might aspirate the vomit which is extremely dangerous.  You need to watch them closely and be ready to act fast.  Of course, it’s not nearly as dangerous when the person is sitting upright compared to the typical position on their backs.”

I was thrashing in my bonds pretty violently by now from the drowning sensation, but she’d made her point and took the cloth away, using it to wash my face instead.  I was still breathing heavily from the unexpected assault when they finished and brought in the enema equipment.

It was business as usual for them as they slid the greased tube up my butt and inflated the double balloons to keep my ass from letting any of it leak out.  I was grateful it was warmed up, but the sheer volume and whatever they added to it to assist the cleaning made me instantly start cramping up.

Jill hung a large sports bottle upside down from the stand and stuck the straw into my mouth which would make things worse for me.  I had a feeling it might be my only meal for the day and I was starving, so I fought through the conflicting sensations in my stomach and sucked the gooey paste down.  They left me like that to go enjoy a breakfast of bacon and eggs.

I was given a second enema when they came back, and if anything, this one was even more unpleasant.  A burning and itching sensation ran through me and I suspected Mistress Grey had added some sort of hot sauce to it.

It was a real relief when they let me expel it, although the burn remained for quite some time.  They rinsed me off one last time and my pussy was given another coat of the wonderful stuff from her jar.

They released me from the wall but left the cuffs in place for now.  My wrists were clipped together behind my back and I was led naked through our apartment and into the club next door.  The club was still closed at this time of day, so I wondered what she had in mind.

We kept going through the club and into the unused warehouse on the far side.  We’d never needed the space so it sat empty, but someone had made the effort to clean up the garbage left behind by the previous owner and even paint the place.

“I hope you’re not too tired, dear,” Mistress Grey said.  “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be pulled by a championship grade pony, and I just know you don’t want to disappoint me.”

She gestured toward the back wall and we all turned to look.  Sitting next to a pile of crates was a beautiful golden chariot.  It appeared I’d be making an appearance as a ponygirl again.



Chapter 2: Afternoon Exercise


I didn’t recognize any of the tack she’d laid out and guessed it came from her personal collection.  Everything was about a size too small for comfort, but that was my problem, not hers.  Gary was waiting for us wearing a heavy rubber gimp suit and based on his dirty appearance, he was the one who’d been recruited to do the unpacking of her gear.

“What’s he doing here?” Jill asked.  “He wasn’t part of the deal.”

“I took the liberty of borrowing him for the afternoon.  You can send him away if you like, but of course that’ll mean all my attention will be focused on Sherri exclusively.”

“He can stay,” she hastily replied.

“Good, then let’s get Sherri harnessed up so I can have some fun.  There’s several things I’ve always wanted to try but never had the chance.  Bring me her outfit, gimp.”

I was used to having my body harnesses put on first, but Mistress Grey started with the head.  I opened my mouth to accept the bit and found it to be a little thicker than I was used to, but I think that was mostly from the rubber coating.  I could bite down fairly hard without risking my teeth.

My hair was pulled into a tight ponytail and fed through a ring on the top strap before being connected to the side pieces.  As everything was pulled tight, I found there were a pair of rough pads that dug into the corners of my mouth.  Course corrections would be painful when the reins ground one of them in.

The chest harness was definitely too small for my 34C cup breasts, and they had to work together to pull them through.  It would hurt a lot once I got moving but at least this harness had the additional straps needed to give me a little chest support.

A one inch steel ring pressed deeply into each areola causing my nipples to jut out obscenely.  A four-inch posture collar was wrapped around my neck and was buckled to both the chest and head harnesses.  It added a surprising amount of additional restriction.

My lower harness connected directly to the chest straps and covered my front in a diamond pattern, but left my back fully exposed.  Straps went down between my legs and were buckled around each thigh, leaving both my pussy and ass fully exposed.  This was a completely different design than I was used to, but I think I might have liked it if only the fit was a little better.

Every piece they put on me was accompanied by a groan from Gary.  It didn’t take a genius to figure out he was still wearing the cock cage we’d put on him last week, and the sight of me being transformed into a ponygirl was obviously turning him on.  Too bad the cage would painfully stop him from becoming fully erect.

Mistress Grey knew what it was doing to him too, and she made his situation even worse by having him lube up and shove a pair of ben-wa balls into my snatch and a large plug with attached tail into my rear.  He was actually rocking back and forth a little as he tried to cope with the pain his erection was causing.

My pony boots were next, and they were my own custom fitted racing pair.  I guess she wanted my best effort this afternoon, and knew I wouldn’t last long in ill-fitting footwear.  It took close to a half-hour to lace them up properly.

She gave me some time to stretch and warm up my muscles before leading me over to the front of the chariot.  This was also different from the sulky I was usually hooked to and had gloves permanently attached to the poles.

I slid my hands inside and found my fingers to be completely useless once all the way in.  Straps around my wrists made sure they wouldn’t be coming free on their own.  Another pair of straps were connected to my waist belt, and a third pair to my upper harness.  I’d be able to pull using a variety of muscle groups with this configuration.

She adjusted a few straps to make sure everything was equally taut and then attached the reins.

“Ok, let’s take a slow lap around the place to make sure you’ve got the hang of this still.  Don’t worry about stepping high like you would on parade… you’re a war pony today.  You’ll find the chariot rolls fairly easy, but has more momentum behind it than a sulky.  Remember that on the corners especially.  If you tip me over, I’ll turn your back into ground beef with a bullwhip.”

She gave the reins a shake and I leaned into the harness, getting us moving.  By the time I’d finished the first lap I was completely in my ponygirl frame of mind and moving easily.  I felt a tug on the left rein and turned to comply, finding myself weaving across the floor in a figure eight pattern as we both got used to the quirks of the chariot.

Once we’d practiced maneuvering for a while she brought me back to the perimeter and shook the reins again.

“Giddy up, pony, it’s time to work them legs a little.”

I leaned harder into the harness, finding the extra straps to be of tremendous help in picking up speed.  After the corner she began snapping the buggy whip at me, causing me to go into a full run.  She gently pulled back on the reins when we got to the next corner, but then drove me all out for the final leg.

She ran us straight at Jill and Gary, only pulling back painfully hard on the reins at the last minute.  The extra momentum from the chariot meant I barely stopped in time and they’d been poised to run out of the way.

I was breathing heavily around the bit gag, but not too bad; I’d kept myself in pretty good shape ever since my initial ponygirl training.  Jill gave me a drink of water, Gary groaned, and Mistress Grey went to get something from her goodie pile.

She came back with a roll of string, a bag of party balloons, and a pair of scissors.  My nipples were already fully erect from both the constriction of the chest harness and from the action of the ben-wa balls rattling around in my cunt, so it was easy for her to trap them with the string.

She gave each nipple a double wrap of the thin string and tied them extra tight, leaving about two feet dangling down.  She began filling the balloons from the canister, tying them to the strings once each one was full.

The canister wasn’t compressed air like I’d initially thought, but helium; I now had six balloons tied to each side, pulling my nipples cruelly upwards.  I’d had weights hung from nipple clamps many times in the past, but this seemed even worse.  She definitely had a twisted imagination, but I gave her full points for creativity.

It became ten times worse once we got moving again due to the bouncing of my tits and the wind resistance pulling the balloons backwards.  We did two laps around the place before returning for more ‘fun’ additions.

This time it was spring clips and bells.  She clamped one on the tip of each nipple, one on the sides of each breast, and had five more in her hand when she knelt between my legs.

“Would you like some of this?” she asked, holding up her jar of cream.

I instantly stamped my foot once to indicate yes.  The numbing sensation the cream caused would be a godsend if she was about to clamp those things where I thought she was.

She put on another pair of disposable gloves before taking a big scoop out of the jar.  She slapped her hand flat against my pussy and quickly rubbed up and down to spread it around.  Using three fingers, she also shoved a fair amount inside my pussy coating me to the limit her fingers would reach.

Instead of the cool numbness I was expecting, I felt some heat beginning to build.  She quickly stretched my labia out and began snapping the clips into place, the fifth one clamping over my clit hood.  She quickly stripped the gloves and hopped back onboard.

“I want four fast laps this time,” she said, punctuating her command with a crack of the whip.

As soon as I started running, the slow heat in my groin began multiplying.  By the end of the first lap, I was sweating from the excruciating pain it was causing.  She must have swapped out the jar of soothing gel for some sort of icy-hot gel, like the kinds used for sore muscles.

Holy shit did it hurt, especially the glob she shoved up my cunt.  I had a hard time running now, and that gave her the perfect excuse to start laying stripes on my ass.  It was even bad enough I mostly stopped noticing the harsh pulls on my nipples from the balloons or the constant pinches of the spring clamps on my breasts.

The spring clamps between my legs were another matter, though.  My pumping legs were constantly jarring them, causing them to twist and move with every step.  It was doubled in effect due to the icy-hot, and doubled again for the one clamped over my clit.

It also had the strange side effect of turning me on again, reminding me how badly I’d wanted an orgasm through my night of stimulation and denial.  Unfortunately, there just wasn’t quite enough pleasurable stimulation down there to give me the relief I needed.

I was barely able to finish the full run, and was a sodden mess by the time she guided me back.  The sleep deprivation from the night before was beginning to take its toll on my body as the scenes became more energetic.  I got another drink while she sorted through her supplies.

“For the next part of my game, I’d like you two to join in on the fun.”

“I’d like to go hunting,” she said, holding up a paintball gun and a pair of goggles.  “This model of gun is pretty low powered and while there’s no mistaking when you get hit by it, there’s no danger of breaking the skin like with the high-power guns.”

“You’re not shooting me with that fucking thing, even if it is weaker than normal.”

“Not you, dear, the gimp,” she said, putting the goggles over Gary’s eyes.  “Would you like to run around for us, or shall I just practice my aim on poor Sherri.”

Gary nodded and began stretching his muscles.

“What do you need me to do?” Jill asked.

“The original charioteers were a team with a driver and a warrior.  You get to steer while I try to bag us a gimp for dinner.”

The trepidation on Jill’s face was replaced with a small smile and a gleam in her eyes.

“Ok, count me in,” she said.  “This sounds like fun.”

They climbed aboard and gave Gary a five second head start before beginning the chase.  I was still hurting from my last round of ‘improvements’ but I began to enjoy this game a lot.  Mistress Grey had the benefit of a ranged weapon, but Gary was infinitely more mobile than we were.

He ran like a pro, too.  He could change directions on a dime, dodging left or right with every few steps to avoid giving her a good target.  The only problem he seemed to be having was with the bouncing of his chastity tube.  He was usually clutching his groin with one hand or the other in order to keep it under control.

He avoided each and every shot for the first ten minutes or so, and while I could see him tiring, I was rapidly losing steam myself.  I thought he might even win this game, but she finally connected with a shot and caused him to stumble.

He fell to the ground, and when given a stationary target Mistress Grey locked on and began peppering him with paintballs.  The white paint splatters on the black rubber covered his entire body from the neck down, and gave testament to her accuracy.  There was no doubt about who won the game.

“My God, that was a tremendous amount of fun,” she said once we’d stopped next to him.

I was exhausted from the chase, but I actually found myself agreeing with her.  None of us had ever done anything like this before, but we might have to try again later some day in the future when not under Mistress Grey’s thumb.

“There were a few more scenes I wanted to play out down here, but the excitement of the chase has really gotten me worked up.  With your permission, I’d like to adjourn upstairs to the club and give the gimp a reward for making this an exceptionally good chase.”

“Sure,” she agreed.  “Do with him as you see fit.  I was more than a little impressed at his performance myself.”

I was unhitched from the chariot and the four of us went next door to the private club upstairs.  My outfit drew the eyes of all the staff that were setting up in preparation of the club opening, especially with the tiny horseshoes on the bottoms of my feet clacking loudly across the hard floor.

Jill took a detour to grab a bottle of champagne while Mistress Grey led us onto the stage.  Jill had to help me with my glass and I wound up wearing half of it, but what I was able to drink tasted delicious.  Even Gary had his hood and gag removed so he could have some.

We spent a pleasurable ten minutes or so enjoying it, but then it was back to business.  Mistress Grey removed the spring clips one by one, causing me to shriek each time and especially when she removed the five lower ones.  She left the balloons on for now, saying she loved how cute they made me look, like I was a pony at a kid’s birthday party.

She bent me over a waist-high padded bench, strapped me down at the waist and chest, fastened my hands down low on the sides, and put a wide spreader bar between my ankles.  I briefly tested my bonds and found they pretty much glued me in place.  The ben-wa balls came out with difficulty, and I felt both relieved and disappointed when they were gone.

“Prize ponies are usually allowed to breed, so I think the gimp’s reward should be to assist in that task.”

It was quiet behind me for a minute or so, but then I felt the tip of his cock brush against my pussy; after his enforced chastity, I had no doubt he was primed and ready to go.  He rubbed the head up and down my slit a few times and then slowly pushed it in.

With how horny I was, I almost came on the spot from his first gentle thrust.  I wanted to scream at him to hurry up and just pound the shit out of me, but I was still gagged and he had his own plan.

Each thrust was maddeningly slow, and he went all the way in until his hips were pressing me into the bench.  He’d hold there for a moment and then withdraw equally slow until just the head of his penis was left inside.  Then he’d pause for another moment before repeating.

He kept it up for several minutes like that, and it was driving me insane; I was a hair away from cumming, yet couldn’t get over the edge like this.  To my relief, he finally began picking up the pace, and it only took about a dozen thrusts before I exploded into an extremely powerful orgasm.

He just kept pounding harder and faster, driving my lust to new heights and causing the first orgasm to run right into a second one before I’d had a chance to come down.  I briefly felt him swell in the instant before he began cumming himself, his hot seed filling me to the point of overflow.

He lay on my back for a moment to catch his breath before standing again and withdrawing his rapidly shrinking cock.  I had a little giggle fit as I remembered the icy-hot, and while it had mostly worn off by now, there was probably enough left to leave an interesting sensation on his pecker.

At a command from Mistress Grey, he began rubbing my pussy, slowly stoking my fire again.  He was driving me to the brink again, but slowly this time now that my initial urgency was relieved.  He took his time and waited until I was close again, and my hips were trying to hump his fingers before attacking my clit directly and sending me back into orbit.

He slowed once I was basking in the afterglow, but never fully stopped.  A few minutes later I was surprised to feel the tip of his cock slide into my sheath again.  He must’ve been mightily turned on to be ready for round two after only twenty minutes or so.

There was no slow and gentle buildup this time; he simply began pounding me like I was a veal chop.  He was thrusting so hard that I would’ve had bruises on my hips if the bench hadn’t been so well padded.

He didn’t let up in the slightest for a full five minutes, but by then I was ready to cum again, and boy did I ever.  I was seeing stars from the intensity of this one, and it seemed to just go on and on.  He finally came himself, holding himself deep inside me this time so we could both revel in the sensations.

We were both given a rest after that porn star level performance, and Jill came over to clean me up a little.

“Mistress Grey,” someone called out from the back.  “You have an urgent phone call.”

“This had better be important,” she said, her tone boding ill for whoever it was on the line that was interrupting her day of fun.

“Jill, can I have a private word with you?” she asked a few minutes later when she returned.

“Sure, what’s up?”

“I just got a most interesting phone call, and I know you’ll want to hear this, but let’s go next door first.”

Gary was told to remove my balloons and to keep me amused if I wanted the attention, and then they went into our apartment.  He rubbed me to two more orgasms over the next thirty minutes or so and his cock might’ve even been ready for round three, but the girls came back then and had him take a seat.

“It’s almost time for my grand finale, so you two might want to rest while you can.  Tonight’s torments will be one for the record books and I can guarantee you’ll be remembering this day for the rest of your life.”

I could hardly wait.  Yeah, right.



Chapter 3: Evening Torment


I must’ve dozed off for a while, because the next thing I knew the club was full of people.  I could see Mistress Grey standing with Maria and Lisa over by the stage props, loading a cart with a variety of unpleasant items.  Well… at least unpleasant from my point of view.

They had so many restraints and cruel accessories on the cart already that they needed a second one by the time they got to the e-stim and electric torture section.  They even put the dreaded cattle prod onto the pile!  That cart was loaded to the max as well before they were satisfied and wheeled everything over to me.

“I can’t wait to get to use this stuff on the bitch,” Lisa said, running her hands over some of the harsher items and making sure I could see what I had in store for me.

“Oh, you two can’t touch her tonight,” Mistress Grey casually said.  “I appreciate the help in selecting items for tonight’s show, but I don’t think I trust either of you enough to let you stay on stage.”

“What are you talking about?” Lisa demanded.  “We won as a team and I deserve to be here as much as you do.  I also promised Maria she could help, since it’s customary to tip the dealer.”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t risk you interfering with things if I need to turn my back or go to the ladies room.  The best I can offer is to let you watch from the back of the room.”

“That’s too far,” she whined.  “I want to be on the stage with you so I can see the fear in her eyes.”

“The only way I’d let you two remain up here is if you were strapped into restraint chairs so I was positive you wouldn’t mess with something like the electric power levels.”

“Just the restraint chair and no other funny business?” she warily asked.

“Just the chair,” Mistress Grey assured her.  “It’s that or back of the room.  Make your choice, but make it quickly… I’m itching to get started.”

They both opted for the chair and two were placed a few feet in front of my face.  I was still wearing the posture collar and couldn’t look away from them.  Lisa kept in full eye contact with me, even as she was loosely strapped down at her thighs, chest, arms, and legs.

Maria was strapped down the same way, although she seemed to be nervous about being restrained onstage, even though she was fully clothed and wasn’t part of the show.  Once they were taken care of, Mistress Grey turned to me and gave me her biggest, evilest smile.

“Come on up, everyone,” she shouted.  “It’s time to get this show started.”

I began to really panic when I saw the parade of people heading my way.  Masters Laste, Brandon, and Jerry were followed by Mistresses Lilith, and Jill.  What extreme cruelty did she have in mind for me that required all six of them up here at once?

They all went to work on my binds, removing everything and leaving me completely free for the first time all day.  Jill threw a silk robe over my shoulders and had me sit in a wheelchair while the boys hauled the bench offstage.

“Ok, everyone,” Mistress Grey began.  “This is what you’ve all been waiting for, although it may not be exactly what you’ve been expecting.  Go for it, boys.”

Masters Laste and Brandon had come back onstage behind Lisa and Maria, and in a synchronized maneuver, jammed ball gags into their mouths.  Once the gags were buckled tight, they went back to tighten each strap on the restraint chairs until they were pressed deep into flesh.

“I would like to direct your attention to the viewing screen… An associate of mine who wishes to remain anonymous has put together an extremely interesting video.”

I looked to the screen myself and saw it was from last night’s poker game.  It was from near the end of the night just before I lost my stake and my freedom.  It was the last thing I wanted to be reminded of right now, but based on the fact that I was currently free and sipping on a glass of champagne while the other two girls were tied to their chairs, I knew something strange was up.

“Take a close look at Maria’s hands as she deals the next card to Lisa.”

The video not only paused at the proper point, but zoomed in as well.  It advanced a frame at a time until she paused it again.  It was easy to see that the card she was currently dealing was coming off the bottom of the deck!

The room fell deathly silent as the implications sunk in, but only for a moment.  Maria and Lisa both tried to deny it but couldn’t really say anything because of the gags.  The rest of the room exploded into chaos with cries of ‘cheaters!’ and ‘foul!’

It took Mistress Grey over five minutes to restore order… the one thing these people wouldn’t tolerate was cheating in a high stakes game of chance.  She quickly ran through a series of video clips showing more such bottom dealing, along with the subtle hand signal that let Lisa know a hand was seeded in her favor.

Once all the evidence was presented, she had their gags removed so they could try to defend themselves.  Their denials were ludicrous in the face of the video we’d just seen, and there wasn’t a hand in the place that didn’t vote them guilty.

“Let’s see,” Mistress Grey said, counting off on her fingers.  “Your cheating resulted in the theft of a half million dollars, you were responsible for unlawful imprisonment when Sherri was forced to submit for the night, and I think a judge would agree to charges of assault, rape, and torture as well.  Your scene last night would be considered cruel and unusual punishment in anyone’s book.

“On a related note, my source found proof that these were the people who’d been stealing and embezzling from you, Laste, but I’ll leave that off the list for now in case you want to prosecute that separately.  I think each of you will be facing about three or four consecutive life sentences before the courts are done with you.”

“Can we make some kind of deal?” Maria asked once her gag was removed, sounding like she was scared shitless.

“Any deal you may or may not make would have to be authorized by Sherri, since she was the primary victim.  On her word we either call the cops, make you disappear without a trace, or strike a deal.”

“What kind of deal would be appropriate for a situation like this?” I asked.

“For starters, they’d have to pay back everything they owe plus a fine equal to the amount of what they took.  I’d say giving you a chance to get a little revenge would also be par for the course.”

“What do you say, girls,” I asked, walking up to them.  “Do y’all have a spare million bucks to repay the debt?”

“If I had that kind of money I wouldn’t be working in this shithole,” Lisa spat.

“A debt this large would mean you’d each become slaves for around five years.  You’d never be the same afterwards and might want to consider jail, although that would be for life rather than just five years.”

“I can do five years standing on my head,” she defiantly replied.

“I’d like to pick the five years as well, although not on my head if I have the choice,” Maria said.

I laughed at her little sally and made my decision.

“Very well… I agree to a private deal and we can work out the details later, but for now I want to give you two something to think about.  If you would all like to give me a hand with Lisa, there’s a little payback I’d like to deliver.  Since her actions put me into an extremely harsh situation for a full day, that’s where I’d like to begin.”

Her upper torso was released from the chair, her clothes cut away from her body, and her arms forced behind her back.  With all of us working together, it didn’t take long before her arms were trapped together at the elbows and straps covered her arms completely from the shoulders down to the wrists.

An inflatable gag was forced into her mouth and pumped up until I thought her head might pop from the extreme pressure.  She was intubated without the use of the topical anesthesia they normally used, and cotton pads were taped over her eyes.

A tight latex hood was slipped over her head and another hood of thick leather was set to soak in a bucket of water.  It would take a long time for the wet leather to dry and shrink, but she’d sure know it come morning time.  I added a pile of leather straps, laces, and thongs into the water as well, thinking they’d come in handy.

The four inch posture collar from my ponygirl outfit went around her neck, but barely; she was a lot smaller than I was and it really forced her head up to the limit.  I tied wet leather strands around each of her tits, giving them five or six good wraps before tying them off, leaving her globes red and engorged.

I tied strings around the base of each nipple to keep the blood trapped, but left them alone otherwise… for now.  I had the boys reposition her over the whipping bar, and put a spreader bar between her legs to make sure she couldn’t move for the next part.

I selected the largest butt plug I thought she’d be able to take and then changed my mind, picking one a size bigger.  I took my time with it like she did with me last night, taking over five minutes to stretch her asshole before letting it pop into place.

Going through some of the items she’d helped select for my
 performance, I found a weird inflatable dildo that looked like a Christmas tree, complete with rubber pine needles and red ornaments.  I gave it a few test pumps and found that only parts of it inflated, while the rest were solidly attached to the three vibrator motors running down the shaft.

I decided to give it a try since Christmas wasn’t too far off and it wouldn’t hurt to have a little holiday spirit.  I asked Mistress Grey for some of her icy-hot lube and coated it liberally before forcing it up Lisa’s snatch.

It went all the way in until the last set of branches, which covered the outside of her pussy, clit, and ass crack with a harder set of bristles.  I gave it a few pumps to make sure she felt every last inch of it, filled in the gaps between the bristles with more icy-hot, and held the whole mess in place using an entire roll of duct tape.  I couldn’t wait until it was time to remove the tape and I got to yank the sticky mess off her ‘landing strip’.

Master Jerry forced her knees apart with the longest spreader bar that would fit, while Master Brandon got some winch cables ready.  A large ring attached to the hook let us run ropes from it to her wrists, knees, and ankles.  We pulled her arms into a tight strappado first, and then slowly tightened up the others.

She was in a painful looking flying strappado when we were done, but that was only the beginning.  Her waist was still attached to the spanking bar, and I had them raise the winch another few inches until she was bowed backwards and every muscle was pulled taut.

The thicker straps seemed to be well soaked by now, so I had the boys stretch them tightly around her torso until she was compressed from the top of her tits to the bottom of her stomach.  She’d be glad we intubated her by the time those dried and shrunk.

I let them install the hood while I helped Master Laste with his breathing equipment.  He’d turned an empty five gallon pickle bucket into an oversized aroma canister and spliced it into the air feed going to the gas mask.

I retrieved the cum soaked rags Jill had used to clean me up with earlier and deposited them in the pail so she’d have something else to enjoy besides the smell of rancid dill pickle juice.  He checked the airflow before putting it on her head, almost gagging from the smell coming through it.

I thought I’d let her stew for a while like this, so I turned her vibrator on to full blast to make sure she wouldn’t get bored from the lack of attention, and went to have a few words with Maria.  She was sitting in the chair immobile, and not just because of her restraints; she looked like a deer caught in headlights after watching what we’d just done to her partner in crime.

“I’d like to give you a choice,” I said, breaking her out of her trance.  “I could put you into a similar situation, or you could choose to thank everyone here and earn a less restrictive and infinitely more enjoyable position.”

She immediately jumped on the chance to avoid being turned into a human bowstring like Lisa.  I released her from the chair while the boys brought the bench I’d been strapped to earlier back on stage.  She was soon naked and bent over the bench, welded in place like I was.  I had a quick word with Jill before going to the front of the stage.

“Slave Maria would like to apologize to everyone here for the inconvenience she caused, and also thank them in advance for all the hard work her training will take.  I beg of you to accept her apology and come up to get thanked in person.”

Jill returned with the items I requested, and a small table to put them on.  It was a case of lubricant, a bulk case of condoms, and several packs of napkins.

“For the guys out there, please use a condom and squeeze the contents into the bucket we left beside Lisa.  Ladies, feel free to use the napkins provided to clean yourselves off and dispose of them in the same receptacle after you wipe up your juices.  We want to make sure Lisa knows exactly what she’s missing.  There’s also a free bottle of our finest champagne for each and every girl who squirts and adds a big soggy pile of napkins to the bucket.”

I took a deep bow, and got a standing ovation from my impromptu speech.  I considered giving Lisa a lesson in what the cattle prod she so casually selected to use on me felt like, but wanted nothing more than to sit and rest for a while.  I switched her vibrator into denial mode.

Master Gustav had the best seat in the house in front of the stage, but when he saw me approach he jumped up and waved for me to take his place.  I’d apparently impressed even him tonight.  He poured me a glass from his personal bottle of champagne and left me to enjoy the show I’d created.

The chair was too damn comfy to leave, so I sipped my champagne and forgot about the cattle prod for now.  There’d be plenty of time tomorrow once I was rested and could get down to some serious revenge.

###
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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
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Volume 7: The BDSM Party

Volume 8: Ponygirl Training

Volume 9: Ponygirl Challenge

Volume 10: Breaking Lidia
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Volume 16: The Fetish Models

Volume 17: Fetish Conversion

Volume 18: Fetish Domination
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Volume 20: The Fetish Wedding

Volume 21: Self Bondage Gone Wrong
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Volume 25: Bondage Poker

Volume 26: Bondage Service

Volume 27: Bondage Revenge

Volume 28: Winter BDSM Carnival

Volume 29: The Reindeer Ponygirls
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Also:

The Billionaire’s Bondage Club Series

Volume 1: Bondage and Power

Volume 2: Bondage Auditions

Volume 3: The Bondage Brat

Volume 4: Trained to Obey

Volume 5: For the Love of Bondage

The Bondage University Series

Volume 1: The Submissive Sorority

Volume 2: The Kinky Frat Party
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Questions?  Comments?  Concerns?

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