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Chapter 1: Opening Night


As our doorman opened the front door to let our customers in, I couldn’t decide if I was more nervous or excited.  This was the grand opening for our new club, and everything needed to be perfect.  I was relieved to see a steady stream of people make their way inside.

It took quite a while to clear the initial line since we only brought in a few people at a time, and some of them wanted to change out of their street clothes.  We made sure everyone understood the house rules, gave them their collars, and showed them to their seats.

It wasn’t a slave collar we put on everybody, but was more of a gimmick; collars instead of plastic wrist bands.  We had color coded collars for the few who wanted to actually play in one way or another, but most wore the generic white one.

Staggering their entry also allowed us to keep up on drink orders.  Once everyone was seated, I stepped on stage and turned on the mic.

“Welcome everybody, to the grand opening of Argentum Seges
… also known as The Silver Crop!”

I smiled as I got a few cheers and a bit of applause.

“We have several shows and demonstrations planned tonight, and will be starting the first one shortly.  Until then, feel free to mingle, dance, drink and have a good time.  We want to offer an environment that’s both kinky and safe, so if you have any suggestions, comments or concerns, please talk to one of us, or use the cards located on the tables.

“Each comment card submitted is also an entry into our grand opening contest.  We’ll be holding nightly, weekly and monthly drawings for some exciting prizes.  We’re here to serve… some of us more than others,” I finished with a sly look at Monica who was waiting in a cage beside the stage.

Monica would be part of our first act, although her ordeal had already begun.  Before letting in the crowd, we dressed her head to toe in a white latex catsuit, and chained her standing in a spread eagle with heavy steel manacles we’d bolted to the back wall of the cell.

We also stuffed a huge red ball gag in her mouth and filled her lower holes with a small vibrator and medium butt plug.  The toys were our little secret, and we had them running on low to make sure she didn’t get bored.

I received more applause and waited for it to die down before taking a bow and stepping down to mingle a bit myself.  Public relations are important in a new venture, and I could tell a lot of people were curious about me.  The DJ started playing music, but at a level that still allowed for conversation.  We all hated the ear-shattering music found in most clubs these days, and were determined to buck the trend.

The bulk of the people down here were mere dabblers in the BDSM fetish scene, and this might be the first time they ever met a real live dominatrix.  Some of the questions were fairly predictable, like was I really a Domme, or was this just a gimmick for the club.

Others asked to be punished, or offer their services for anyone who needed a good whipping.  I kept a tight smile on my face and responded politely to each of them in turn.  A lot asked where they could buy the restraints, clothes and toys needed for this kind of fun, and I thought maybe we should open a kinky gift shop.  I also made a mental note to have Jill take my place on the main floor tomorrow so she could deal with these people.

Once the initial rush of the clueless cattle died down, I sat in the gaudy throne we’d installed near the cages and let the stragglers come to me.  Things got better as people who were really into the scene came by to give their regards.

It was easy to tell them apart from the rest, both from their demeanor and their outfits.  Polite respect seemed to be the common theme with the true lifestyle crowd, and they tended to wear quality leather and latex.  A few even had their own slaves with them, although they were never introduced unless being offered for service.

I handed out access cards to some of them, which would allow them to go up to the private second floor tomorrow when it wasn’t closed for our ‘elite’ inner circle of friends.  Upstairs was where the hardcore action would take place, and we wanted to reserve it for those who would actually appreciate it properly.

Two staff members walked by and gave me a thumbs-up gesture; it was time for our first show.  I stood and straightened out my tight latex miniskirt while they opened up Monica’s cell.  They unchained her from the wall and carried her struggling body up on stage.  This was a planned act, but it looked fairly realistic to my eye, and the vanilla people probably thought it was genuine.

They cuffed her wrists behind her back with institutional leather cuffs and hooked them to a rope coming down from the ceiling.  I wheeled a small cart next to her and selected a wide leather belt, wrapping it around her upper arms and pulling it tight enough to make her elbows touch.

More of the same cuffs went around her ankles so we could keep her legs apart with the four foot spreader bar.  It made her footing very precarious once I pulled the rope up and forced her to bend over in a tight strappado position.

This was to be a corporal punishment demonstration, and I was going to show crop, flogger, single tail whip and cane.  I decided to start with the crop, since it’s what gave our club its name.  Before I picked it up off the cart, I pressed the buttons on the remotes for her toys, setting both vibrator and butt plug to maximum speed.

I didn’t know if Monica had ever been forced to orgasm in front of a crowd of complete strangers before, but it wasn’t her decision tonight.  As far as I was concerned, the toys would stay running until the batteries died … in about eight hours.

I gave her a solid whack from the crop on each butt cheek to let her know I was ready and turned on my headset mic. I gave tips to the crowd as I worked over her ass, thighs, and breasts.  She came twice before I finished with the crop, and I wondered how many of the people watching knew she was experiencing something other than pain.

I switched to the flogger and she came a third time as I started pussy whipping her.  She’d be in for a rough night if she was having this many orgasms so early.  The crowd loved the show, and began cheering, whistling, and shouting encouragement for me to hit her harder and faster.

Their excitement was contagious and I let myself get carried away a little, since I kept the show going a lot longer than originally planned.  Even through the catsuit, I could see lines completely covering her ass before I finished with the cane.  I could guarantee she wouldn’t be sitting for a while after this.

I came to my senses before pulling out the single tail; there was no way her ass could take any more.  I had my men help me take her out of the strappado and suspend her with her hands above her head, so I could finish my demonstration on her stomach and breasts.

I lost track of how many orgasms she had during the show, but since she never passed out or used her emergency safe word, I figured she was doing ok and was probably even enjoying all the attention.  Laste never seemed to let her have any orgasms unless it was with one (or more) of us girls.

As if conjured by my thought, he came out of the elevator to take his turn at a shift down here.  We had a brief consultation, and he decided to just let her ‘hang out’ for a while before he began his Shibari rigging demonstration.

I left as soon as I could. I wanted to get upstairs where the real fun and games were going on.



Chapter 2: Fun and Games


Even though there were many animated conversations going on up here, it seemed almost unnaturally quiet to me after the noise of the crowd downstairs.  I stepped out of the elevator and paused for a moment to take it all in.

Someone had rearranged the furniture and pulled many of the sofas and chairs into the open area in front of the stage.  The bulk of our guests were sitting together there like it was a regular social gathering, and I guess for the most part it was.

I’d hoped my themed section arrangement would’ve gone over better, but that was mostly for the types of people I gave cards to downstairs.  Tomorrow would show us if it was a good idea or not.  A few were in use, though, and I made note of which ones so we could figure out what the most popular themes were.

It didn’t surprise me to see both the bound fetish maid and the ponygirl areas were both occupied.  The serving girls from the kinky nurse, sexy librarian, and MILF school teacher sections were busy attending people in the main area, but the rest of them had it easy tonight.

Quite a few of our special friends preferred to use their own slaves for service instead of our waitresses.  It was probably for the best, since we allowed nothing below a five inch heel on our girls, and a lot of them were having difficulties.

I made my way around the room, making sure to talk to everybody at least once and make sure everything was satisfactory.  Everything was completely free up here tonight, but those who wanted to join would be charged a rather large membership fee, so I wanted no unsatisfied customers.

Jill had been working on the stage behind a curtain, and was finally ready for her first show.  I took a chair next to Laste’s friend Brandon to watch it for myself.  It was going to be a contest, with the winner receiving a free year’s membership.

Each guest was given a tablet when they got here, and while it was mostly used to order drinks, it could also be used in conjunction with our shows.  In this case, they’d be able to place their bets on how well Sherri would do.

Jill was pretty nervous about being the spokesperson on stage, and gave me an imploring look, hoping I’d go up there and take over for her.  I looked her in the eye and gave her my biggest smile before deliberately turning away to summon one of the waitresses over. (I picked the roped up cowgirl since she was looking bored.)

“Ladies and gentlemen, if I may have your attention please,” she began.  “For your entertainment, we’d like to hold a contest that you can all participate in.”

She started off a little weak, but by the time she finished explaining about the tablets and the prize, had gained some confidence.  She finished her opening spiel and pulled the curtain aside.  Sherri was bound in a gynecological chair with so many straps, there was hardly any skin left showing on her arms and legs.

“Our lovely volunteer is hooked up to one of Laste’s deviously clever stimulation systems.  She’s stuffed front and back with some fairly large toys, and if you look closely, you can see she has suction cups working on both her nipples, and over the entirety of each breast.  She also has a vibrating egg mashed against her clit, and everything is programmed to run intermittently with completely random settings.”

She started the program and a weak moan made its way past the inflatable gag that made Sherri’s cheeks resemble a chipmunks.

“This is all about orgasm control, and how long it’ll take before the program rips one out of her.  She’s determined to hold out as long as possible, and if she manages to somehow last the night without cumming, she’ll win herself a hundred thousand dollars.  It’s a great incentive for her, but I’m pretty sure our money will be safe tonight.”

The crowd chuckled in appreciation of her joke.

“If you haven’t already, please enter your guess for how long it’ll take before she cums.  For those who are interested, your tablets will also display which toys are running at any given point, and at what intensity.  Thank you, and good luck.”

She took a bow and stepped down amid genuine applause to join the crowd.  A few technically challenged people had to be helped with their tablets, but most figured it out easily and were already in excited conversation over how the program was running.

With Laste’s expertise in biometric sensors and his knowledge of Sherri’s body, he programmed the tablets to display a ‘horny-o-meter’, allowing everyone to see how close she was orgasm.  The tablets were cool, but rather awkward to carry around everywhere. I linked my display to the TV screens scattered throughout the room so people could watch easier.

Jill had finished like a pro, and her contest idea seemed to be a big hit.  I had ‘Wonder Wench’ bring her a glass of champagne to celebrate.  I had one myself, visions of future contests swimming in my head.

We could maybe run a weekly show and track the best times. It might be exciting to open it up to some of the other submissives, so our friends would have a real stake in the competition.  Our group was always very competitive and would probably jump at the chance.

In addition to the control contest, I bet a head-to-head multiple orgasm contest would be even more popular.  We could probably put six or eight girls on stage and see who can last the longest without either passing out or using their safe word.  Monica would do well in that one.

I heard some shouts turn to groans and looked up to see what happened.  Apparently Sherri had come within a hair of popping, but the program changed in time and allowed her to hold it off.  It was bad luck for her that the program brought her to the edge so fast; she’d have to hang on by sheer will now, and I doubted it would take long.

I’d hoped the contest would’ve lasted longer, but maybe we could go for several rounds and let the crowd bet amongst themselves.  Sherri did sign up for a full night so it would be a shame to let her go after a mere twenty or thirty minutes.  When I announced the modification to our plans for the night, everyone (except maybe Sherri) enthusiastically agreed with me.

It was probably the thought of having to remain on stage for the whole night that crumbled her will enough that she lost control; Sherri started cumming and cumming hard.  Her chest was heaving like a bellows, and even from the floor I could see her nostrils flare as she tried to get enough air through her nose to sustain her efforts.

For someone who could barely move an inch, her carnal display was the undisputed center of attention, although the ongoing betting probably had a lot to do with it.  I couldn’t keep my eyes off her either, and only a small fraction of my attention was to make sure she was still doing ok.

The music suddenly cut off in mid-song from below, bringing me back to reality.  I hurried over to the balcony to see what was going on.  Monica was suspended above the stage from a lattice of ropes around her body, and didn’t appear to be in distress, but Laste wasn’t there.

I finally spotted him next to the main bar, arguing with some man.  I hopped in the elevator and went to find out what was going on.  The man left just as I got there, and I could see fire in Laste’s eyes.  He absently waved for the music to resume, but never took his eyes off the guys departing back.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Apparently Liddy’s finances were far worse than we realized,” he said through clenched teeth.  “She’d been living well past her means for years, and that bastard holds an encumbrance on this place.”

“What?  If he held a marker on this place, why didn’t he come to us before we dumped a fortune on fixing this place up?”

“He did compliment us on the nice renovations we’ve done on his
 place.”

“That prick!  What’s going to happen now?”

“We have until the first of the month to pay him his money in full, or he takes possession.  It’ll cost us two hundred grand each.”

“That’s only three days from now… I’m not sure I can put that kind of cash together so fast, and I know Sherri and Jill definitely can’t.  Can you loan us what we need?”

“I can cover my share and Monica’s, but most of my free cash is locked into investments at the moment.  It’ll take me at least five days to free up the rest, and the bastard won’t budge on the date.”

“Do you think maybe Brandon or someone would be willing to give us a short-term loan?”

“Possible, but I doubt you’d like the… umm… terms they’d want to set.”

I shuddered.  Thinking of what being a slave to one of them would be like, even in the short term, wasn’t something I wanted to contemplate.

Thinking of the betting going on upstairs gave me an idea.  Everyone up there was both rich and bored… they’d be willing to pay a lot for certain kinds of entertainment, and their competitive nature could work in our favor.

“I think I might know of a way,” I slowly said.  “I think we need to hold a special kind of auction for our next stage show.”



Chapter 3: The Auction


“Welcome friends, both new and old,” Laste began.  “Thank you for coming to what I’m sure will be the show everyone’ll be talking about for years to come.  This will be a combination of entertainment, auction and contest with our four lovely ladies.  In addition, since we closed the club tonight and feel we can trust everyone here, we’ll be allowing audience participation… for the right price, of course.”

He gestured for us to join him on stage.  All four of us wore identical wrist cuffs locked behind our backs, ballet boots and ankle cuffs with eighteen inch hobble chains, and tight posture collars around our necks.  It made the three simple steps up to the stage a little tricky.

“Here we have the lovely Lilith, and I’m sure you’re all anxious to see her on the other side of the whip for the first and possibly only time.  Next is the mighty Monica, and she’s thrown down the gauntlet for the forced orgasm contest.  She’s positive she’ll outlast any and all comers… pun intended.

“A show wouldn’t be complete without the sensuous Sherri, and she’s removed most of her hard limits in order to push tonight’s entertainment to the next level.  Last but not least, we have jealous Jill who’s bound (pun intended again) and determined to take anything Sherri can handle, plus more.”

“At any time during the night, any of us can propose a scene for auction.  The girls are all wearing special gloves that’ll let them accept, decline or set a minimum bid price for each item.  Once a show begins, there will be secondary bidding to allow adding to the scene.  I’ll be available all night to answer any questions, but I think it’ll be easier to show you how it all works by starting now.”

He stepped to the side of the stage so everyone had a good view of us before continuing.

“I’d like to start off with something short and simple as a demonstration; five minutes with a flogger.  Ladies, squeeze your right hand to accept the challenge, squeeze both hands to decline your participation, or squeeze your left to set the minimum bid needed for audience participation.  Each left hand squeeze will bump it up by five hundred dollars.”

There were four large viewing screens hanging above the stage in front of us so we could confirm our choices and also see how the bidding was going.  Sherri and Monica simply clicked accept and let the bidding begin.

Jill selected a minimum five hundred dollars, and after a moment of thought, I pumped my left hand four times to indicate a two grand minimum.  I didn’t need to raise as much money as Jill and Sherri did, so if someone wanted an early shot at me, they were going to have to pay for it.

The bids immediately started to roll in.  To my chagrin, my two grand minimum was met in the first few seconds, and I wondered if I was in over my head.  There were a lot of people in the crowd who would pay through the nose for a chance to top me.  I might have to up the ante by a large margin for the next round.

Bidding stayed open for all until no new bids were proposed for sixty seconds.  During that time, people started adding options for each of us.  Monica’s bidding finished first and she earned four hundred dollars for the flogging.

She also got an additional three hundred from the same guy for letting him put on nipple clamps and shove a pair of inflatable dildos into her pussy and ass.  It seemed like a lot for a few simple things, but since the guy would get to grope her pretty intimately, I guess it was worth it from his point of view.

Sherri got a total of six hundred for the flogging and a large vibrator, while Jill raked in twelve hundred for just the flogging with no options.  Even though she was newly confirmed in her title as Mistress, she’d be able to command a premium similar to me.

My bidding was still going strong, even though I had to decline a few things.  There was no way I’d allow a number ten butt plug up my ass… the thing looked bigger than a wine bottle.  Someone tried for the number eight plug next, and I declined again.

I reluctantly agreed to the number six, but because it was still way bigger than I was comfortable with, set the minimum for another two grand.  I swore under my breath as it was immediately met and bumped up quickly to five grand as people fought for the chance.

When the bidding finally stopped, my total was twelve thousand five hundred dollars for butt plug, blindfold, clover clamps, ball gag, and a medium size vibrator.  Not bad for a short session, but terrible for me in the long run… the way the bidding was going, I was going to be hard pressed to make it through the night.

Monica’s flogging had just begun, but I only got to watch it for a few seconds.  Laste put a padded leather mask over my upper face, buckling it tight enough to make sure I wouldn’t be able to shake it off.  My hands were then unclipped and fastened to a hook above my head.

I heard him walk away, and someone else approach a moment later.  I felt rubber touch my lips, so I opened my mouth to allow him (or her, I had no idea who actually won) to gag me.  It was a much larger ball than I was used to, but it was also very soft and compressed enough to get behind my teeth fairly easily.

It sure filled my mouth, though, and I was glad I only had to wear it for five minutes or so.  She (I felt long fingernails brush my cheek) then buckled the gag tight enough that the straps were digging painfully into the corners of my mouth, and the ball was pulled into the back of my mouth, almost causing me to choke on it.

I felt her fingernails start to pinch my nipples, and after a minute of rubbing and tweaking they were fully erect.  I knew they were coming, but I still had to bite down hard on the gag to stop from screaming when she applied the clover clamps.  She pulled my nipples out hard before letting the jaws snap shut around the very base of each one.

The vibrator was next, and it was already running on high speed as she began rubbing it up and down between my pussy lips in order to coat it with some of my natural lubrication.  I was already drenched down there, and wouldn’t need any other lube.  She played with me for another minute before guiding it home and slowly pushing it deep inside me.

I had to hold it in place while she moved to the rear, which proved difficult while she was inserting the large butt plug.  That was probably part of her plan, since it meant she got to work me over with the plug for several minutes until finally getting it deep enough for my sphincter to lock around the narrow part near the base.

A crotch rope was quickly and expertly wound around my waist, down the front and between my legs, around the rope in the back, and between my legs again before being tightened up and tied off.  It was the type of harness usually referred to as a ‘crotch-cutter’, and now I knew why; that thing fucking hurt!

At least it hurt for a few minutes, but apparently she was having trouble deciding which flogger to use, so the toy buzzing away between my legs was really starting to have an effect on me.  The crotch cutter was also transferring a lot of vibrations directly onto my clit, and I was afraid I might have an orgasm if she didn’t hurry up.

Again, it was probably part of her plan.  My five minute scene would most likely run to fifteen or twenty minutes before it was all said and done.  It irritated me, but mostly because it was something I would do if I was on the other end of things.

The first blow of the flogger caught me totally by surprise and set my ass ablaze with pain.  A second later and a matching blow seared across the other side, and I howled into the gag.  I tried to dance away from the blows, but she simply had Laste pull the rope to stretch me tighter until my toes were just barely touching the floor.

Once I was taut, she began swinging the flogger in earnest, slowly picking up the speed as she got into her rhythm.  She wasn’t hitting quite as hard as she did with her initial two blows, but the speed of her strikes meant the combined pain was building up incredibly fast.

The only thing stopping me from constantly wailing was the fact I couldn’t catch my breath fast enough to keep screaming.  I heard Laste call out ‘three minutes remaining’, and felt her stop.  My ass was on fire, but the brief respite was enough to let me take a few deep breaths which helped a lot.

For a second, that is, until I felt the tips of the flogger rip across the bottom of my right breast.  She quickly resumed her former speed, striking randomly at different parts of my breasts, but thankfully avoiding any direct hits on my clamped nipples.

She still sent the clamps bouncing in all directions from the follow-throughs on her blows, which was bad enough to make me cry.  ‘One minute left’ I heard Laste yell out.  She stopped again, and I thought she was going to go back to my ass for the finale.

Boy was I wrong.  She began pussy whipping me with an underhand stroke that simply took my breath away.  The crotch cutter forced my labia out and made for an unparalleled target.  To make matters worse, it also sent me over the edge.

I began shaking and howling with the combined pain and pleasure, and even I couldn’t say which felt stronger at the moment.  The continued blows helped extend my orgasm, and it must’ve lasted for the full final minute since I never even heard Laste call time.

I only knew it was over when my arms were lowered and my ‘extras’ were removed.  Once the butt plug was out, I was given a chair to sit in since my legs were quite wobbly.  Surprisingly, my ass didn’t hurt too much when I sat.

Once the blindfold was removed and I got used to the light again, I saw the other girls were sitting calmly in chairs of their own.  I guess they’d finished long before I did.

“The next item up for bid is a two girl contest.  The top two girls selected will be tied to each other in a sixty-nine position so they can eat each other out.  The loser is the one who cums first, and will be punished by ten lashes from the cane.  The winner takes home the full amount from both girls.”

I decided to sit this one out since I’d just been worked over by a real expert with a flogger, and I was already far ahead dollar wise.  It got me a few boos, but the crowd was having too good of a time to complain much.

It wound up being Jill and Monica, with a combined forty-two hundred dollar pot.  I immediately felt sorry for Jill, since while she had a talented tongue, Monica was in another league altogether.  Jill didn’t have a chance.

It actually took longer for Laste to tie them together and stick his biometric sensors on the girls than it did for the actually pussy licking.  Jill either knew from the start she was doomed, or was still turned on from the flogging round.

Jill was on the top layer of the sixty-nine, and was ordered to stay as she was and continue trying to give Monica an orgasm while being caned.  I didn’t know the man who came up to deliver the strokes, although he looked vaguely familiar.

Laste cautioned him against drawing blood with his lashes, stating it would be an immediate fifty thousand dollar fine and a lifetime ban from the club.  He nodded his acknowledgement and selected a whippy rattan cane.  He took a few practice swings to get the feel of it and moved into position beside them.

His first two blows were so fast, they almost blended together.  A few seconds later and I could see a line appear on each butt cheek, perfectly in line with each other.  Jill raised her head to howl at the pain, but then rammed her head down hard into Monica’s pussy to muffle her screams.

Another pair of quick lashes and two more lines appeared just below the first ones.  This guy was better with the cane than I was, and his technique was amazing.  He seemed to be using the recoil from the first hit to assist his second strike.  I’d have to give that a try later and see if I could figure out how he did it.

It was all over in a minute, and Jill had two sets of perfectly matching stripes on her ass.  It also looked like Monica had been close to cumming but needed just one more minute, the poor girl.  They were released and allowed to sit again.  (Jill elected to remain standing.)

“Our next item up for bid will be a thirty minute predicament bondage scene, with the option to double down and make it an hour.  All items and toys are allowed under the usual rules, but only light corporal since it’s a fairly lengthy show.”

All four of us were in on this one, and we all agreed to the double down possibility as well.  There were so many options available, that the bidding process seemed to go on forever.  As expected, everyone wanted a piece of me and I was actually holding up the show with all the ideas being thrown my way.

Laste decided to start with the other girls while the bidders figured out what to do with me.  Sherri’s scene was both simple and devious.  She was restrained in a latex three-quarter length straitjacket, with her thighs tied to the floor with just enough slack so she could only squat.

Below her was a sybian machine with a massive cone shaped dildo mounted on top.  The tip was inside her pussy just enough to make sure she couldn’t move off of it.  Nipple clamps were then attached to her tits and tied off to the ceiling hook, making her want to stay as still as possible, although there was a tiny bit of slack… unless she sat down.

Being forced to squat like that for any length of time would be murder on her legs, and sooner or later they’d give out, forcing her to impale herself on the massive cone.  The stimulation from the powerful sybian would also make it happen much faster, as it forced her to cum over and over.

Monica got off fairly easy with her predicament.  She was strapped to the whipping post in a kneeling frog tie, with rice scattered below her.  Kneeling on rice kind of sucked, but it could’ve been a lot worse.

She also wore nipple clamps, which were tied off above her and around the post.  A thong braided into her hair was tightly tied to the floor behind her to keep her from leaning too far forward.  She had to maintain a precarious balance in order to keep from tormenting herself.  A magic wand vibrator between her legs provided the distraction needed to make it interesting.

Jill’s predicament wasn’t as strict, but would be the most painful out of the three of them.  She was gagged, blindfolded, and had her hands tied to the ceiling hook again, but this time behind her back.  Her elbows were tightly cinched together and when they raised the hook, it forced her into a nasty strappado.

A three foot spreader bar kept her legs apart, and provided the anchor point for her set of nipple clamps.  A tray beside her held a dick-on-a-stick, a magic wand vibrator, and a TAZapper.  Being blindfolded, she’d never know what combination to expect, and I expected her to be involuntarily moving a lot more than she probably thought.

By the time they were all ready, my final bids came through, and I was more than a little daunted at the list I’d agreed to.  Individually each item was of little consequence, but looking at them all together at the same time was almost enough to make me tap out.  I gulped and hit accept.

My scene would take a bit of time to organize, so Laste decided to let the shows finish for the other girls first and I’d get a slight
 break.  I was gagged, blindfolded, and had my collar tied to the floor.  It meant I could sit, but couldn’t straighten up all the way, and was more of a humiliation than anything else.

One by one I heard each girl finish her show, and then it was my turn.  The rope was untied and I was led over to the hitching post we planned on using in the occasional ponygirl show.  I was turned around so my back was to it, and then my legs were forced wide apart and tied to the uprights.

My cuffs were removed, but quickly replaced with an armbinder that had my elbows grinding together inside the tight leather.  One of our ponygirl waist belts was wrapped around my stomach and tied to the horizontal bar.

For how fast they got me restrained, there must have been at least three people working on me, but I didn’t mind since it meant I could get this over with a little bit faster.  I decided this would be my last scene for the night, no matter what.

A rope bra was quickly woven below, above, around and between my breasts, causing them to engorge with blood and become more sensitive for what was to come.  I had nipple clamps attached to me like the other girls, but unlike them, I also had electrodes from a TENS unit stuck all over me.

I had one under each nipple, two on the sides of each breast, four on my ass, four on my thighs, and two outside each labia lip.  I also had a glass butt plug with electrodes shoved up my ass, but that was going to run on a different predicament program.

Once all of those were attached, I was slowly bent backwards over the bar with my arms pulled out to the wall.  It was a sort of horizontal strappado, and it sucked a lot more to experience it in person than it did to read as a description on a screen.

A short piece of string was tied between each nipple clamp, pulling them close together, and then upwards as another string went to a pulley above me.  This was the part I was really dreading.

On the other end of the string was an empty one gallon bucket that would slowly fill up through my session unless I was very, very careful.  A trembler switch clipped to the bottom of my posture collar would open a water valve and allow a shot of water into the bucket each time I moved too much.

A full gallon of water weighted more than eight pounds, and was something to be avoided at all costs.  Holding still would require extreme concentration and breath control, since the waist belt squeezing my belly made me breathe more from the chest.  All of the other distractions I’d have to face were just icing on the cake.

My gag and blindfold were removed and I had a brief respite before they continued.  I saw Claire remove her panties and drop them into an aroma canister.  She put many more pairs in as well; probably from every girl in the place based on the amount I could see, and each pair had an obvious wet patch which she delighted in showing me before adding them to the can.

I lost my sight again as she slid a gas mask with blacked out lenses over my face.  The long corrugated hose coming from the mask was connected to both the aroma canister and a rebreather bag.  My oxygen supply was immediately cut in half, and what I could get had an almost overpowering odor of feminine musk.

A small microphone inside the mask would pick up any sounds I made and activate the electrodes on the butt plug.  The louder the noise I made, the more powerful the shocks would be.  I began to wish I had the gag back, since being quiet was not something I was very good at.

I felt someone pull the string attached to my nipple clamps, and I grunted from the sudden pain.  The sound of my grunt activated the butt plug and sent a very
 painful shock through me.  Holy shit, they must’ve really turned up the sensitivity and power on the thing.

I felt something cold drip over my pussy, and I almost laughed… I didn’t really need any extra lube down there.  Someone still rubbed it around and into my pussy before I felt the tip of a dildo slide in an inch or so.  I was suddenly glad for the extra lube, since it was a lot bigger than the one I was expecting.

Once they were satisfied with the positioning, they turned it on and I was slowly impaled by Laste’s pneumatic fucking machine.  He set the stroke to about six inches, (which was just far enough for the vibrating finger to tap my clit) and slowly ramped up the speed.  I felt a periodic spurt from the tip which was actually more lube, although it felt a lot like real ejaculate.

Once it got up to two thrusts per second, I found I needed to keep control of my body better.  I was being pounded hard enough to activate the trembler switch, and I could already feel an increased pull on my nipples.  It was a bad sign, especially in the first five minutes.

They must’ve been watching me fairly closely, because as soon as I got my body’s motion under control, they activated the TENS unit.  Just like the butt plug, it was set a little higher than it should’ve been, and was especially bad with the electrodes under my nipples and the ones on each side of my pussy.

If I tightened up my stomach and chest, then I could stop the twitches enough to keep the trembler from activating, but then I couldn’t get enough air in my lungs.  My legs were also starting to burn from the strain of keeping them locked against the pounding of the dildo.

A moan escaped my lips, earning me another shock from the butt plug; this was a real
 predicament, and I began to doubt I’d last a whole hour like this.  Why on Earth was I stupid enough to ever allow the double-down rule?

I needed to concentrate, and started with my breathing.  The oxygen-poor air I had to make do with wasn’t enough to satisfy my body’s growing needs, especially as the relentless dildo was bring me closer and closer to orgasm.

Between the strong odor coming off the panties and the lack of real air, I could almost envision myself as having my head stuck all of the way inside someone’s pussy.  I also think I might’ve been becoming a little loopy as my body fell deeper into oxygen debt.

I lost control of absolutely everything as I began to cum.  My legs gave out which meant I was bounced around by the fucking machine, and my whole body was shaking from both the orgasm and the electricity.  I used what little air I had left to scream in a mixture of ecstasy and pain, which set the butt plug off and compounded the problem.

I was nothing more than a twitching rag doll by the time it was over.  Someone must have opened up the rebreather valve, as I suddenly got a big burst of fresh air for the first time in ages.  It lasted just long enough for me to get back in control again before closing back off to what might have been an even more restrictive level.

I had no idea how many times I triggered the trembler switch during my orgasm, but my nipples were definitely feeling the pull now.  I also had no idea how long the scene had been running for, but figured it had to be close to over by now.  Boy, was I ever wrong… I was actually stupid enough to swear out loud and shock myself when I heard Laste call out ‘fifteen minutes gone, forty five left’.

The mechanical dildo didn’t care about my dire straits and kept pounding away, slowly forcing me to another inevitable orgasm and a repeat of my earlier performance.  When I came the second time, I simply couldn’t stop screaming and came close to blacking out.

I got my extra air for much longer this time, but had it cut back the second I seemed to be with it again.  My nipples felt like they were close to being ripped off by now, but the sheer amount of pressure it put on my chest actually helped keep the trembler steady.  It was a pretty stupid thing to be grateful for.

My head was constantly swimming now, and my ragged breath was often loud enough to earn me a shock from the butt plug.  I heard Laste call out the halfway point just before my third orgasm struck and sent me into the now familiar loop of pleasure, pain, and asphyxiation.

Something pungent assaulted my nose this time, bringing me back to reality much quicker than before.  I think they added something like smelling salts to the aroma canister to help keep me awake and alert.  It worked, but it made my eyes water like I’d been chopping onions for the last hour.

I was sure I’d activated the trembler many more times, but I couldn’t tell the difference anymore; my nipples were in constant agony at this point, as was my ass.  No matter how hard I tried, I just couldn’t keep quiet anymore, and the butt plug was shocking me almost non-stop.

My orgasms started coming faster and harder now, and in a brief moment of clarity, I wondered if they added something else to the aroma canister to get me amped up.  Then I slipped into sub-space, and it just didn’t matter anymore.

All of my pain and pleasure became intertwined and it felt like I was in the midst of an orgasm that lasted forever.  I found myself screaming as much as I was able, just to keep the butt plug firing and drive me to new plateaus.  Time no longer mattered, only the orgasm did.

A new searing pain suddenly ripped through me and yanked me back to myself for a moment.  It felt like my nipples were just ripped off, but a hard punch to the gut followed by some cold water gave me enough of a clue to figure out what happened.

The weight of the bucket had finally been enough to pull the clover clamps off my tits, and the punch to the stomach was the bucket falling on me.  That split second of clarity was all I had left, though, as the pain sent me into my most intense orgasmic peak of the night, and this time I actually did pass out.

***

When I opened my eyes, I found myself still upstairs at the club, but laying back in a recliner.  Laste and the girls were sitting near me and chatting, but it looked like everyone else had already left.

I tried to sit up, but didn’t have enough energy or coordination at the moment.  My movement was enough to get Jill’s attention, though.

“Welcome back, hon,” she said.  “Just sit there and take it easy, and have a drink.”

She picked up a water bottle with a straw and held it to my lips.  I never knew water tasted so damn good before.  I felt much better after a few sips and was able to ask what was going on.

“Well,” Laste began.  “Your show pretty much drained the bank for our whole crowd, so we ended early tonight.”

“Did we earn enough to save the club?”

“Yes and no.  It’s ironic that Jill, who needed the most money earned the least, yet you cleaned up almost a quarter-mil.”

“How the hell did I earn that much?”

“It was an expensive scene to begin with, and everyone wanted in on it.  When the bids got too high, partnerships were formed and funds pooled.  I think everyone knew they’d never get another chance like that, and nobody wanted to be left out.  None of them thought you’d last the whole hour either, and you won a substantial bonus from their bets.”

“What about Jill and Sherri?”

“We struck a new deal at the end, and both of us got all the money we needed,” Sherri said.  “It was sort of like a final auction.”

“Oh?”

“I got the idea from when Laste said he had a private fetish dungeon,” Jill answered.  “We both agreed to a private twenty-four hour session with her next weekend, and we got the cash in advance.  Liddy’s dickhead debtor is already paid off in full.”

“Her?”

“Mistress Grey,” Sherri answered in a subdued voice.

“She also said she’d double her whole payment if you’d be willing to join us.”

“Not a chance,” I snorted.  “Tonight was bad enough, but if you signed up for a whole day of Claire’s full attention, it’ll make my ordeal look like fuzzy handcuffs and a feather.  You have no idea what you just signed up for.”

I could see the worry enter their eyes, but didn’t have the strength left to keep talking.  I closed my eyes to rest and fell asleep with one final thought:

I wondered if Claire would let me watch.
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